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CHRONOLOGY 


OF 


MRS  HEMANS'   LIFE  AND  WORKS 


1793. 

Feuoa  Dorothea  Bbownb^  bom  at  Liverpool, 
Bcpt  25. 

1800,  (set  7.) 

Removes  with  fiEonily  from  Liverpool  to 
Gwrych,  near  Abergele,  Denbighfihire. — Shortly 
afterwards  oomposes  Lines  on  her  Mother's 
Birthday. 

1804,  (11.) 
Spends  winter   in   London. — ^Writes   thence 
letter  in  rhyme  to  brother  and  sister  in  Wales. 

1808,  (15.) 

Collection  of  poems  printed  in  4to. — England 
and  Spain  written. — ^Becomes  aoqnainted  with 
CSaptain  Hemans. 

1809,  (16.) 

Family  remove  to  Bronwylfo  in  Flintshire. — 
.^ursoes  her  studies  in  French,  Italian,  Spanish, 
and  Portuguese. — ^Acquires  the  elements  of 
German;  and  shows  a  taste  for  drawing  and 
music. 

1812,  (19.) 

Domestic  Affections  and  other  poems  published. 
— ^Marries  C(4>tain  Hemans. — Takes  up  residence 
at  Daventiy,  Northamptonshire. 

1813,  (20.) 

Son  Arthur  bom. — ^Returns  to  Bronwylfik 


1816,  (23.) 

Publishes  Restoration  of  the  Works  of  Art  to 
Italy ;  also  Modem  Qreeoo. 

1818,  (25.) 

Makes  Translations  from  Comoens  and  others. 
—Publishes  Stanzas  on  the  Death  of  Princess 
Charlotte,  {Bladewoodt  Magazine,  April.) 

1819,  (26.) 

Tales  and  Historic  Scenes  published. — Gains 
prize  for  beet  poem  on  the  Meeting  of  Wallace 
and  Bruce. — Captain  Hemans  takes  up  residence 
in  Italy. — Family  consists  of  five  sons. 

1820,  (27.) 

Publishes  poem  of  Sceptia — ^Becomes  ac- 
quainted with  Bishop  Heber  and  his  brother 
Richard. — Corresponds  with  Mr  Gifford. — Con- 
tributes papers  on  Foreign  Literature  to  Edin- 
Inu^Magaane, — ^PubMshesStanzas  to  the  Memory 
of  Geoige  the  Third. — ^Visits  Wavertree  Lodge, 
near  Liveipool,  (October.) 

1821,  (28.) 

Poem  of  Dartmoor  obtains  prize  offered  by 
Royal  Society  of  Literature.— Corresponds  with 
Rev.  Mr  Milman,  and  Dr  Croly. — ^Writes  Vespers 
of  Palermo.— Extends  her  German  studies. 
Writes  Welsh  Melodies. 
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1822,  (29.) 

(Sage  of  Valenciay  and  Songs  of  the  C^  written ; 
dnmatio  fragment  of  Don  Sebastian. 


1823,  (80.) 

Contributes  to  Thomas  Campbell's  New  Monthly 
Mtiffozme, — ^Voice  of  Spring  written,  (March.)— 
8iege  of  Valencia  published,  along  with  Last 
Constantine  and  Belshazzar's  Feast-^Ycspers  of 
Palermo  performed  at  Covent  Gatxlcn,  (Dec.  12.) 

1824,  (81.) 

Composes  De  Chatillon,  revised  MS.  of  which 
cmfortonately  lost — ^Writes  Lays  of  Many  Lands. 
— Bemorea  with  fiunily  from  fironwyl£ft  to 
Bhyllon. 

1825,  (82.) 

Treasures  of  the  Deep,  The  Hebrew  Mother, 
The  Hour  of  Death,  Qmyes  of  a  Household,  The 
Gross  in  the  Wilderness,  and  many  other  of  her 
best  lyrics  written. 

1826,  (88.) 

Hie  Forest  Sanctuary  published,  together  with 
Lays  of  Many  Lands. — Commences  correspon- 
dence with  Professor  Norton  of  Boston,  U.S., 
who  republishes  her  works  there. 

1827,  (84.) 

Mrs  Hemans  loses  her  mother  (11th  January.) — 
Writes  Hymns  for  Childhood,  which  are  first 
published  in  America. — Corresponds  with  Joanna 
Biullie,  Anne  Grant,  Maiy  Mitford,  Caroline 
Bowlei^  Mary  Howitt,  and  M.  J.  Jewsbury. — 
Writes  Kfimer  to  his  Sister,  Homes  of  England, 
An  Hour  of  Romance,  The  Palm-Tree,  and  many 
other  lyrics. — ^Etoalth  becomes  impaired. 

1828,  (85.) 

Pnblisbeswith  Mr  Blackwood  Records  of  Woman, 
tod  ooUeoted  Miscellanies,  (May.)— Contributes 
regnlariy  to  BkukwoodPs  Magaane. — ^Visits  Waver- 
tne  Lodge  early  in  summer. — Removes  to  village 
of  Wavertree  with  fiunily  in  September. 

1829,  (86.) 

Writes  Lady  of  Provence,  To  a  Wandering 
F«male  Singer,  The  Child's  First  Qrief,  The 
Better  Land,  and  Miscellanies. — Voyages  to  Scot- 
land, (Juna^)  and  visits  Mr  Henry  M'Kenzie,  Rev. 
Mr  AHsoOf  Loid  Jeffiney,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Captam 


Hamilton,  Captain  Basil  Hall,  and  other  distin* 
guished  literati — ^Returns  to  England,  (Sept>— 
A  Spirit's  Return  composed. 

1880,  (87.) 

Songs  of  the  Affections  published. — ^Visits  the 
Lakes  and  Mr  Wordsworth. — ^Domidles  during 
part  of  summer  at  Dove's  Nest,  near  Ambleside. 
— ^Revisits  Scotland,  (Aug.) — ^Returns  by  Dublin 
and  Holyhead  to  Wales. 

1881.  (38.) 

State  of  health  delicate.— Quits  England  for  last 
time,  (April,)  and  proceeds  to  Dublin. — ^Visits  the 
Hermitage,  near  Kilkenny,  and  Woodstock. — ^Re- 
turns to  Dublin,  (Aug.) — ^Writes  various  lyrics. 

1832.  (89,) 

Health  continues  greatly  impaired. — Writes 
Miscellaneous  Lyrics,  Songs  of  Spain,  and  Songs 
of  a  Guardian  Spirit. 

1888.  (40.) 

Feels  recruited  during  spring. — ^Writes  Songs  of 
Captivity,  Songs  for  Summer  Hours,  and  many  of 
Scenes  and  Hymns  of  Life. — Composes  Sonnets 
Devotional  and  MemorioL — Commences  trans- 
lation of  Scenes  and  Passages  from  German 
Authors,  (December.) 

1884.  (41.) 

Hymns  for  Childhood  published  (March;) 
also  National  Lyrics  and  Songs  for  Music. 
—  Paper  on  Ttoso,  published  in  New  Monthly 
Magaane,  (May.) — Writes  Fragment  of  Paper  on 
Iphigenio. — Records  of  Spring  1834  written, 
(April,  May,  June.) — ^Is  seised  with  fever ;  during 
convalescence  retires  into  county  of  Wicklow. — 
Returns  to  Dublin  in  autumn,  and  has  attack  of 
ague. — Composes  Records  of  Autumn  1884. — 
Writes  Despondency  and  Aspiration,  (Oct  and 
Nov.) — The  Huguenot's  Farewell  and  Antique 
Greek  Lament,  (Nov.) — ^Thoughta  diuing  Sickness 
written,  (Nov.  and  Dea) — ^Retires  during  conval- 
escence to  Redesdale,  a  countiy-eeat  of  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Dublin. 

1885.  (42.) 

Returns  to  Dublin,  (March.) — ^Debility  gradually 
increases. — Corresponds  regarding  Sir  Robert 
Peel's  appointment  of  her  son  Henry.— Dictates 
SabbathSonnet,  (April  26.)— Departs  this  life,(16th 
May.) — Remains  interred  in  vault  beneath  St 
Anne's  Church,  Dublin. 
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JUVENILE    POEMS. 


ON  MY  MOTHER'S  BIRTHDAY. 
wiirrTBsr  at  the  aob  of  kioht. 

Clad  in  all  their  brightest  green, 
This  day  the  verdant  fields  are  seen  ; 
The  tuneful  birds  begin  their  lay, 
To  celebrate  thy  natal  day. 

The  breeze  is  still,  the  sea  is  calm. 
And  the  whole  scene  combines  to  charm  ; 
The  flowers  revive,  this  charming  May, 
Because  it  is  thy  natal  day. 

The  sky  is  blue,  the  day  serene, 
And  only  pleasure  now  is  seen ; 
The  rose,  the  pink,  the  tulip  gay. 
Combine  to  bless  thy  natal  day. 


A  PRAYER. 
vrnrrrxN  at  thb  aob  or  mnb. 

O  God  !  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 
Ever  thy  blessings  to  me  send ; 
l.et  me  have  Virtue  for  my  guide, 
And  Wisdom  always  at  my  side. 
Thus  cheerfully  through  life  Til  go. 
Nor  ever  feel  the  sting  of  woe ; 


Contented  with  the  humblest  lot — 
Happy,  though  in  the  meanest  cot 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEITY. 

WRirrBX  AT  the  aox  of  elbvek. 

The  infant  muse,  Jehovah  1  would  aspire 
To  swell  the  adoration  of  the  lyre : 
Source  of  all  good  !  oh,  teach  my  voice  to  sing 
Thee,  from  whom  Nature's  genuine  beauties 

spring; 
Thee,  Gk>d  of  truth,  omnipotent  and  wise, 
Who  saidst  to  Chaos,  "let  the  earth  arise/* 
0  Author  of  the  rich  luxuriant  year  ! 
Love,  Truth,  and  Mercy  in  thy  works  appear : 
Within  their  orbs  the  planets  dost  Thou  keep, 
And  e'en  hast  limited  the  mighty  deep. 
Oh  !  could  I  nimiber  thy  inspiring  ways, 
And  wake  the  voice  of  animated  praise  ! 
Ah,  no  !  the  theme  shall  swell  a  cherub's  note ; 
To  Thee  celestial  hymns  of  rapture  float 
'Tis  not  for  me  in  lowly  strains  to  sing 
Thee,  God  of  mercy, — heaven's  immortal  King  » 
Yet  to  that  happiness  I'd  fiedn  aspire — 
Oh  !  fill  my  heart  with  elevated  fire : 
With  angel-songs  an  artless  voice  shall  blend. 
The  grateful  oflicring  shall  to  Thee  ascend. 
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JUVENILE  POEMS, 


Tea  I  Thou  wilt  breathe  a  spirit  o'er  my  lyre. 
And  "fill  my  beating  heart  with  sacred  fire  ! " 
And  when  to  Thee  my  youth,  my  life,  Tve  given. 
Raise  me  to  join  Eliza, ^  blest  in  Heaven. 


SHAKSPEARE. 

WRITTBX  AT  THK  AOK  OF  ELEVEN. 

[One  of  her  eaiiiett  tastes  was  a  passion  for  Shakqteare, 
iHiidi  she  read,  as  her  choicest  recreation,  at  six  years  old ; 
and  hi  later  days  she  would  often  refer  to  the  hours  ofromance 
she  had  passed  in  a  secret  haunt  of  her  own — a  seat  amongst 
the  brandies  of  an  old  apple-tree — wlwre,  raTelfing  In  the 
treasures  of  the  cherished  Tolume,  she  would  become  com> 
pletely  absorbed  in  the  hnaginative  world  it  revealed  to  her. 
The  following  lines,  written  at  eleven  years  old,  may  be  ad- 
dooed  as  a  proof  of  her  Juvenile  enthusiasm. — Memoir  qf 
Mr»  Uemant  by  htr  Sister^  p.  6,  7.] 

I  LOVE  to  rove  o*er  history's  page. 

Recall  the  hero  and  the  sage ; 

Revive  the  actions  of  the  dead, 

And  memoiy  of  ages  fled : 

Yet  it  yields  me  greater  pleasure. 

To  read  the  poet's  pleasing  measure. 

Led  by  Shakspeare,  bard  inspired. 

The  bosom's  eueigics  are  fired ; 

We  learn  to  shed  the  generous  tear. 

O'er  poor  Ophelia's  sacred  bier ; 

To  love  the  meny  moonlit  scene. 

With  fairy  elves  in  valleys  green ; 

Or,  borne  on  fomcy's  heavenly  wings. 

To  listen  while  sweet  Ariel  sings. 

How  sweet  the  "  native  woodnotes  wild" 

Of  him,  the  Muse's  fiivourite  child! 

Of  him  whose  magic  lays  impart 

Each  various  feeling  to  the  heart ! 


TO  MY  BROTHER  AND  SISTER  IN  THE 

COUNTRY. 

WHITTBX  AT  THE  AOB  OF  XLSTSX. 

[At  about  the  age  of  eleven,  she  passed  a  winter  to  Londoo 
with  her  fother  and  mother ;  and  a  similar  sqjoum  was  re- 
peated in  the  following  year,  after  which  she  never  visited  the 
metropolis.  The  contrast  between  the  confinement  of  a  town 
life,  and  the  happy  freedom  of  her  own  monntato  home,  wae 
even  then  so  distasteliil  to  her,  that  the  todulgencee  of  playi 
and  sights  soon  ceased  to  be  cared  for,  and  she  longed  to 
njoln  her  younger  brother  and  stoter  in  their  &vourite  rural 
haunts  and  amusements— the  nuttery  wood,  the  beloved 
apple>tree,  the  old  arbour,  with  its  swing,  the  poet-ofBoe  tree, 
to  wban  tnmk  a  daUy  totercfaange  of  ikmily  letters ' 

I  A  sista*  tdiom  the  author  had  lost 


lished,  the  pool  where  fitiiy  ships  were  hiunched  (genoalljr 
painted  and  decorated  by  herself,)  and,  dearer  still,  the  fredi 
free  ramble  un  the  seashore,  or  the  mountain  expedition  to 
the  Signal  Station,  or  the  Roman  Encampment,  In  one  of 
her  letters,  tlie  pleasure  with  which  she  looked  forward  to  her 
return  home  was  thus  expressed  to  rhyme. — M<m,  p.  8,  9.] 

Happt  soon  well  meet  again. 

Free  finom  sorrow,  care,  and  pain ; 

Soon  again  we'll  rise  with  dawn. 

To  roam  the  verdant  dewy  lawn ; 

Soon  the  budding  leaves  well  hail. 

Or  iT^imdcr  through  the  well-known  vale ; 

Or  weave  the  smiling  wreath  of  flowers ; 

And  sport  away  the  light-wing'd  hours. 

Soon  well  run  the  agile  race ; 

Soon,  dear  playmates,  well  embrace ; — 

Through  the  wheat-field  or  the  grove. 

We'll  hand  in  hand  delighted  rove ; 

Or,  beneath  some  spreading  oak. 

Ponder  the  instructive  book ; 

Or  view  the  ships  that  swiftly  glide, 

Floating  on  the  peaceful  tide ; 

Or  raise  again  the  caroll'd  lay ; 

Or  join  again  in  mirthful  play ; 

Or  listen  to  the  himmiing  bees. 

As  their  murmurs  swell  the  breeze ; 

Or  seek  the  primrose  where  it  springs ; 

Or  chase  the  fly  with  painted  wings ; 

Or  talk  beneath  Uie  aibour^s  shade  ; 

Or  mark  the  tender  shooting  blade : 

Or  stray  beside  the  babbling  stream. 

When  Luna  sheds  her  placid  beam ; 

Or  gaze  upon  the  glassy  sea 

Happy,  happy  shall  we  be ! 


SONNET    TO    MY    MOTHER. 

WKriTKir  AT  THK  AGS  OF  TWSX.TS. 

To  thee,  maternal  guardian  of  my  youth, 

I  pour  the  genuine  numbers  free  from  art — 
The  lays  inspired  by  gratitude  and  truth ; 

For  thou  wilt  prize  the  efiusion  of  the  heart. 
Oh  !  be  it  mine,  with  sweet  and  pious  care. 

To  calm  thy  bosom  in  the  hour  of  grief; 
With  soothing  tenderness  to  chase  the  tear. 

With  fond  endearments  to  impart  relief: 
Bo  mine  thy  warm  affection  to  repay 

With  duteous  love  in  thy  declining  hours ; 

My  filial  hand  shall  strew  unfiiding  flowers, 
Perennial  roses^  to  adorn  thy  waj : 
Still  may  thy  grateful  children  round  thee  smile— 
Their  pleasing  care  affliction  fihall  beguile. 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


SONNET. 

WIIITTBIV  AT  TUB  AOB  OF  THIBTBSlf. 

'Tib  sweet  to  think  the  spiritB  of  the  blest 

Hay  hover  round  the  virtuous  man's  repose  ; 
And  oft  in  visions  animate  his  breast^ 

And  scenes  of  bright  beatitude  disclose. 
The  ministers  of  Heaven,  with  pure  control. 

May  bid  hia  sorrow  and  emotion  ceasc^ 
Inspire  the  pious  fervour  of  his  soul, 

And  whisper  to  his  bosom  hallow'd  peace. 
Ah,  tender  thought !  that  oft  with  sweet  relief 

May  charm  the  bosom  of  a  weeping  friend. 
Beguile  with  magic  power  the  tear  of  grief. 

And  pensive  pleasure  with  devotion  blend; 
Wliile  oft  he  fancies  music,  sweetly  faint^ 
The  airy  lay  of  some  departed  saint. 


RURAL  WALKS. 

WRITTBN  AT  TUB  AOB  OF  THIRTBBir.* 

Oh  !  may  I  ever  pass  my  happy  hours 

In  Cambrian  valleys  and  romantic  bowers; 

For  every  spot  in  sylvan  beauty  drest, 

And  every  landscape,  charms  my  youthful  breast. 

And  much  I  love  to  hail  the  vernal  mom, 

Wlien  floweiv  of  spring  the  mossy  seat  adorn ; 

An^  sometimes  through  the  lonely  wood  I  stray. 

To  cull  the  tender  rosebuds  in  my  way ; 

And  seek  in  every  wild  secluded  dell. 

The  weeping  cowslip  and  the  azure  bell; 

With  all  the  blossoms,  fiEurer  in  the  dew. 

To  form  the  gay  festoon  of  varied  hue. 

And  oft  I  seek  the  cultivated  green, 

The  fertile  meadow,  and  the  village  scene ; 

Where  rosy  children  sport  around  the  cot. 

Or  gather  woodbine  from  the  garden  spot. 

And  there  I  wander  by  the  cheerful  rill. 

That  murmurs  near  the  osiers  and  the  mill; 

To  view  the  smiling  peasants  turn  the  hay. 

And  listen  to  their  pleasing  festive  lay. 

I  love  to  loiter  in  the  spreading  grove, 

Or  in  the  moimtain  scenery  to  rove; 

Where  summits  rise  in  awfiil  grace  anmnd. 

With  hoary  moss  and  tufted  verdure  crown'd ; 

Where  cliflb  in  solemn  majesty  are  piled, 

*' And  frown  upon  the  vale"  with  grandeur  wild : 

And  there  I  view  the  mouldering  tower  sublime, 

Array'd  in  all  the  blending  shades  of  Time. 

The  airy  upland  and  the  woodland  green. 
The  valley,  said  romantic  mountain  scene ; 


The  lowly  hermitage,  or  fair  domain. 

The  deU  retired,  or  willow-shaded  lane ; 

"  And  every  spot  in  sylvan  beauty  drest. 

And  every  landscape,  charms  my  youthful  breast' 


SONNET. 


WBTTTSIV  AT  THB  AOB  OV  THtRTMBir. 

[In  1806,  a  collection  of  her  poems,  which  had  long  been 
regarded  amongst  her  friends  with  a  degree  of  admiration 
perhaps  more  partial  than  Judlcioas,  was  sobmltted  to  the 
world,  in  the  fonn  (certainly  an  ill-advised  one)  of  a  quarto 
volume.  Its  appearance  drew  down  the  animadversions  of 
soma  self-constituted  arbiter  of  public  taste,  ^  and  ttie  young 
poetess  was  thus  early  initiated  into  the  pains  and  perils 
attendant  upon  the  career  of  an  author ; — though  H  noay  here 
be  obserred,  that,  as  far  as  criticism  was  concerned,  this  was 
at  once  the  first  and  last  time  she  was  destined  to  meet  with 
any  thing  like  hardiness  or  mortiflcation.  Though  this  unex- 
pected severity  was  felt  bitterly  for  a  few  days,  her  buoyant 
spirit  soon  rose  above  It,  and  her  eflhsions  continued  to  be 
poured  forth  as  spontaneous]|y  as  the  song  of  the  skylark.] 


I  LOVE  to  hail  the  mild  and  balmy  hour 

When  evening  spreads  around  her  twilight  veil' 
When  dews  descend  on  evoty  languid  flower. 

And  sweet  and  tranquil  is  the  summer,  gale. 
Then  let  me  wander  by  the  peaceful  tide, 

While  o'er  the  wave  the  breezes  lightly  play ; 
To  hear  the  waters  murmur  as  they  glide. 

To  mark  the  &ding  smile  of  closing  day. 
There  let  me  linger,  blest  in  visions  dear, 

Till  the  soft  moonbeams  tremble  on  the  seas ; 
While  melting  sounds  decay  on  fancy's  ear. 

Of  airy  music  floating  on  the  breece. 
For  still  when  evening  sheds  the  genial  dews. 
That  pensive  hour  is  sacred  to  the  muse. 


^  The  criticism  reCnred  to,  and  whkdi,  considering  the  chv 

cumstanoes  under  which  the  volume  anMarad,  was  certainly 

somewhat  ungenerous,  and  quite  uncalled  for,  ran  as  follows: 

— '*  We  hear  that  these  poems  are  the  '  genuine  productions 
of  a  young  kdy,  written  between  the  ages  of  elgbt  and  thir- 
teen years,'  and  we  do  not  feel  inclined  to  question  the  Intel- 
ligence ;  but  although  the  fact  may  insure  them  an  indulgent 
reception  from  aU  those  who  have  *  children  dear,'  yet,  when 
a  little  girl  publishes  a  large  quarto,  we  are  diqxMed  to 
examine  before  we  admit  her  claims  to  pubHo  attentfon. 
Many  of  Hiss  Browne's  compositions  are  extremely  j^jtm^ 
However,  though  Miss  Browne's  poems  contain  some  errone- 
ous and  sonae  pitiable  lines,  we  must  pnlse  the  *  Reflections 
in  a  ruined  Castle,*  and  the  poetic  strain  in  which  they  are 
delivered.  The  lines  to  '  Patriotism '  contain  good  thoughts 
and  fordbie  images ;  and  if  the  youthful  author  were  to  con- 
tent herself  for  some  years  with  reading  instead  of  writing, 
we  should  open  any  future  work  from  her  pen  with  an  expec- 
tation of  pleasure,  founded  on  our  recollection  of  this  publi- 
cation ;  though  we  must,  at  the  same  time,  observe,  that 
premature  talents  are  not  always  to  be  considered  as  Mgns  of 
nature  excellence.  The  honeysuckle  attains  maturity  before 
the  oak."— JtfbnA^  Rtvkw,  18091 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


BNQLAND  AND   SPAIN;   OR,  VALOUR 
AND  PATRIOTISM. 

WMTTSir  At  TBI  AGS  OF  rOUBTBBX. 

— — "  Hli  Bword  Um  bc«T»  man  drmwt. 
And  Mks  BO  omm  bat  hU  coanUT'k  oaaae>"— Pon. 

[N«w  MMiroes  of  Inspiration  w«n  now  opening  to  ber  view. 
Birthdij  addrema,  longs  by  the  Mashore,  and  inTocationa 
to  faines,  w«ra  henceforth  to  be  direnifled  with  warlike 
tlMHUM ;  and  trumpets  and  banners  now  floated  through  the 
droams  in  which  birds  and  flowers  luid  once  reigned  para- 
mount Her  two  elder  brothers  had  entered  the  army  at  an 
early  «g«>  aad  were  both  serving  In  the  23d  Iloyol  Welsh 
Fusiliers.  One  of  them  was  now  engaged  in  the  Spanish 
campaign  under  Sir  John  Moore ;  and  a  vivid  imagination 
and  enthusfautk  afle9tions  being  alUce  enlisted  in  the  cause, 
lier  young  mind  was  filled  with  glorious  \isions  of  British 
valour  and  Spanish  patriotism.  In  her  ardent  >iew,  the  da>-s 
of  chivalry  seemed  to  be  restored,  and  tlie  veiy  names  which 
ware  of  dallly  occurrence  in  the  despatches,  were  involun- 
tarily associated  with  the  deeds  of  Roland  and  his  PaUdins, 
or  of  bar  own  especial  hero,  *<  The  Cid  Buy  Diaz,"  the  Cam- 
peodor.  Under  the  Inspiration  of  these  feelings,  she  composed 
a  poem  entitled  **  England  and  Spain,"  which  was  published 
and  afterwards  translated  hito  Spanish.  Tliis  cannot  but  be 
considered  as  a  very  remaricable  production  for  a  girt  of  four- 
teen ;  lolty  sentiments,  correctness  of  Unguage,  and  historical 
knowledge,  being  all  strikhigly  displa}-ed  in  il,— Memoir^ 
^  10, 11.] 

Too  long  have  Tyranny  and  Power  combined 
To  sway,  with  iron  sceptre,  o*er  mankind ; 
Long  has  Oppression  worn  th'  imperial  robe, 
And  Ri^ine's  sword  has  wasted  half  the  globe ! 
0*er  Europe's  cultured  realms,  and  climes  afar. 
Triumphant  Gaul  has  poui'd  the  tide  of  war : 
To  her  fidr  Austria  veil'd  the  standard  bright ; 
Ausonia*8  lovely  plains  have  own'd  her  might ; 
While  Prussia's  eagle,  never  taught  to  yield, 
Forsook  her  towering  height  on  Jena's  field ! 

0  gallant  Frederic  !  could  thy  parted  shade 
Have  seen  thy  country  vanquished  and  bctray*d, 
How  had  thy  soul  indignant  moum'd  her  shame. 
Her  sullied  trophies,  and  her  tarmsh'd  £mie  ! 
When  Valour  wept  lamented  Bbustswick's  doom, 
And  nursed  with  tears  the  laurels  on  his  tomb ; 
When  Prussia,  drooping  o'er  her  hero's  grave. 
Invoked  his  spirit  to  descend  and  save ; 
Then  set  her  glories — ^then  expired  her  sun. 
And  fraud  achieved  e'en  more  than  conquest  won ! 

O'er  peaceful  realms,  that  smiled  with  plenty 

Has  desolation  spread  her  ample  sway ; 
Thy  blast,  0  Ruin  I  on  tremendous  wings. 
Has  proudly  swept  o'er  empires,  nations,  kings. 


Thus  the  wild  hurricane's  impetuous  force 
With  dark  destruction  marks  its  whelming  course^ 
Despoils  the  woodland's  pomp,  the  blooming  plain. 
Death  on  its  pinion,  vengeance  in  its  train  1 
— ^Rise,  Freedom,  rise !  and,  breaking  from  thy 

trance. 
Wave  the  dread  banner,  seize  the  glittering  lance ! 
With  arm  of  might  assert  thy  sacred  cause. 
And  call  thy  champions  to  defend  thy  laws ! 
How  long  shall  tyrant  power  her  throne  main- 

tainl 
How  long  shall  despots  and  usurpers  reign  1 
Is  honour's  lofty  soul  for  ever  fled  ! 
Is  virtue  lost  1  is  martial  ardour  dead  t 
Is  there  no  heart  where  worth  and  \'alour  dwell. 
No  patriot  Wallace,  no  undaunted  Tell  t 
Yes,  Freedom  I  yes !  thy  sons,  a  noble  band. 
Around  thy  banner,  firm,  exulting  stand ; 
Once  more,  'tis  thine,  invincible  to  wield 
The  beamy  spear  and  adamantine  shield ! 
Again  thy  cheek  with  proud  resentment  glows. 
Again  thy  lion-glance  appals  thy  foes ; 
Thy  kindling  eye-beam  darts  imconquer'd  fires, 
Thy  look  sublime  the  wairioi^s  heart  inspires ; 
And,  while  to  g^uard  thy  standard  and  thy  rights 
Castilians  rush,  intrepid,  to  the  fight, 
Lo  !  Britain's  generous  host  their  aid  supply. 
Resolved  for  thee  to  triumph  or  to  die ; 
And  Glory  smiles  to  see  Iberia's  name 
Enroll'd  with  Albion's  in  the  book  of  fiune  !   * 

Illustrious  names  !  still,  still  united  beam. 
Bo  still  the  hero's  boast,  the  poet's  theme  : 
So,  when  two  radiant  gems  together  shine. 
And  in  one  wreath  their  lucid  light  combine ; 
Each,  as  it  spaiklos  with  transccndant  rays. 
Adds  to  the  lustre  of  its  kindred  blaze. 

Descend,  0  Genius  !  from  thy  orb  descend  ! 
Thy  glowing  thought,  thy  kindling  spirit  lend  ! 
As  Memnon's  harp  (so  ancient  &bles  say) 
With  sweet  vibration  meets  the  morning  ray. 
So  let  the  chords  thy  heavenly  presence  own. 
And  swell  a  louder  note,  a  nobler  tone ; 
Call  from  the  sun,  her  burning  throne  on  high. 
The  seraph  Ecstasy,  with  lightning  eye ; 
Steal  firbm  the  source  of  day  empyreal  fire. 
And  breathe  the  soul  of  rapture  o'er  the  lyre  ! 

Hail,  Albion !    hail,  thou  land  of  fr-eedom's 
birth! 
Pride  of  the  main,  and  Phoenix  of  the  earth  ! 
Thou  second  Rome,  where  mercy,  justice,  dwell. 
Whose,  sons  in  wisdom  as  in  arms  excel  I 


ENGLAND  AND  SPAIN. 


Thine  are  the  dauntless  bands,  like  Spartans 

brave. 
Bold  in  the  field,  triumphant  on  the  wave; 
In  classic  elegance  and  arts  divine, 
To  rival  Athens'  fedrest  palm  is  thine; 
For  taste  and  fiincy  from  Hymettus  fly. 
And  richer  bloom  beneath  thy  varying  sky, 
Whera  Science  mounts  in  radiant  car  sublime 
To  other  worlds  beyond  the  sphere  of  time ! 
Hail,  AUnon,  hail  1  to  thee  has  fiite  denied 
Peruvian  mines  and  rich  Hindostan's  pride. 
The  gems  that  Ormuz  and  Gblconda  boast, 
And  all  the  wealth  of  Montezuma's  coast : 
For  thee  no  Parian  marbles  brightly  shine. 
No  growing  suns  mature  the  blushing  vine ; 
"So  light  Arabian  gales  their  wings  expand, 
To  waft  Sabsean  incense  o'er  the  land ; 
Ko  graceful  cedars  crown  thy  lofty  hills. 
No  trickling  myzrh  for  thee  its  balm  distils ; 
Not  from  thy  trees  the  lucid  amber  flows, 
And  fiir  from  thee  the  scented  cassia  blows : 
Tet  fearless  Commerce,  pillar  of  thy  throne. 
Hakes  all  the  wealth  of  foreign  climes  thy  own ; 
From  Lapland's  shore  to  Afric's  fervid  reign, 
She  bids  thy  ensigns  float  above  the  main ; 
Unfurls  her  streamers  to  the  favouring  gale. 
And  shows  to  other  worlds  her  daring  sail : 
Then  wafts  their  gold,  their  varied  stores  to  thee, 
Queen  of  the  trident  1  empress  of  the  sea  I 

For  this  thy  noble  sons  have  spread  alarmsi, 
And  bade  the  aones  resound  with  Britain's  arms ! 
Calpd's  proud  rock,  and  Syria's  palmy  shore. 
Have  heard  and  trembled  at  their  battle's  roar ; 
The  sacred  waves  of  fertilising  Nile 
Have  seen  the  triumphs  of  the  conquering  isle  ; 
For  this,  for  this,  the  Samiel-blast  of  war 
Has  roU'd  o'er  Vincent's  cape  and  Trafalgar  ! 
Victorious  BoDNET  spread  thy  thunder's  sound. 
And  Nklson  fell,  with  fiune  immortal  crown'd — 
Blest  if  their  perils  and  their  blood  could  gain. 
To  grace  thy  hand,  the  sceptre  of  the  main  ! 
The  milder  emblems  of  the  virtues  calm — 
The  poet's  verdant  bay,  the  jsage's  palm — 
These  in  thy  laurel's  blooming  foliage  twine. 
And  round  thy  brows  a  deathless  wreath  com- 
bine: 
Not  Hindo's  banks,  nor  Moles'  classic  tide, 
Are  hallow'd  more  than  Avon  s  haunted  side ; 
Nor  is  thy  Thames  a  less  inspiring  theme 
Than  pure  Ilissus,  or  than  Tiber's  stream. 

Bright  in  the  annals  of  th*  impartial  page, 
Britannia's  heroes  live  from  age  to  age  ! 


From  ancient  days,  when  dwelt  her  savage  rac^ 
Her  painted  natives,  foremost  in  the  chase, 
Free  from  all  cares  for  luxury  or  gain. 
Lords  of  the  wood  and  monarchs  of  the  plain ; 
To  these  Augustan  days,  when  social  arts 
Refine  and  meliorate  her  manly  hearts; 
From  doubtful  Arthur — ^hero  of  romance, 
King  of  the  circled  board,  the  spear,  the  lance — 
To  those  whose  recent  trophies  grace  her  shield. 
The  gallant  victors  of  Vimeira's  field ; 
Still  have  her  warriors  borne  th'  nnfiirlmg  crown. 
And  made  the  British  flag  the  ensign  of  renown. 

Spirit  of  Alfbsd  !  patriot  soul  sublime  i 
Thou  morning-star  of  error's  darkest  time  1 
Prince  of  the  Lion-heart !  whose  arm  in  fight. 
On  Syria's  plains  repell'd  Saladin's  mi^t  I 
Edward  1  for  bright  heroic  deeds  revered. 
By  Cressy's  fame  to  Britain  still  endear'd  I 
Triumphant  Hembt  !  thou,  whose  valour  proud. 
The  lofty  plume  of  crested  Qallia  bow'd ! 
Look  down,  look  down,  exalted  shades  1   and 

view 
Your  Albion  still  to  freedom's  banner  true ! 
Behold  the  land,  ennobled  by  your  fiune. 
Supreme  in  glory,  and  of  spotless  name : 
And,  as  the  pyramid  indignant  rears 
Its  awfid  head,  and  mocks  the  waste  of  years ; 
See  her  secure  in  pride  of  virtue  tower,  ' 

While  prostrate  nations  kiss  the  rod  of  power  I 

Lo  !  where  her  pennons,  Moving  high,  aspire. 
Bold  Victory  hovers  near,  "with  eyes  of  fire  !" 
While  Lusitania  hails,  with  just  applause. 
The  brave  defenders  of  her  ii^jured  cause ; 
Bids  the  full  song,  the  note  of  triumph  rise. 
And  swells  th'  exulting  psean  to  the  skies  ! 

And  they,  who  late  with  anguish,  hard  to  tell. 
Breathed  to  their  cherish'd  realms  a  sad  &rewell  \ 
Who,  as  the  vessel  bore  them  o'er  the  tide. 
Still  fondly  linger'd  on  its  deck,  and  sigh'd ; 
Grazed  on  the  shore,  till  tears  obscured  their  sighi^ 
And  the  blue  distance  melted  into  light — 
The  Royal  exiles,  forced  by  Gallia's  hate 
To  fly  for  refuge  in  a  foreign  state — 
They,  soon  returning  o'er  the  western  main. 
Ere  long  may  view  their  clime  beloved  again : 
And  as  the  blazing  pillar  led  the  host 
Of  faithful  Israel  o'er  the  desert  coast, 
So  may  Britannia  guide  the  noble  band 
0*cr  the  wild  ocean  to  their  native  land. 
0  glorious  isle  ! — 0  sovereign  of  the  waves  I 
Thine  are  the  sons  who  "  never  will  be  slaves  1  * 
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See  them  once  more,  with  ardent  hearts  advance, 
And  rend  the  laurels  of  insulting  France; 
To  brave  Castile  their  potent  aid  supply. 
And  wave,  0  Freedom  I  ware  thy  sword  on  high ! 

Is  there  no  bard  of  heavenly  power  poesess'd 
To  thrill,  to  rouse,  to  animate  the  breast? 
like  Shakspeare  o*er  the  secret  mind  to  sway, 
And  call  each  wayward  passion  to  obeyl 
Is  there  no  bard,  imbued  with  haIlow*d  fire, 
To  wake  the  chords  of  Oasian's  magic  lyre ; 
Whoee  numbers  breathing  all  his  flame  divine, 
The  patriot  s  name  to  ages  might  consign  1 
Rise,  Inspiration  !  rise  !  be  this  thy  theme. 
And  mount,  like  Uriel,  on  the  golden  beam  t 

Oh,  could  my  muse  on  seraph  pinion  spring, 
And  sweep  with  rapture's  hand  the  trembling 

string! 
Gould  she  the  bosom  energies  control. 
And  pour  impassioned  fervour  o*er  the  soul ! 
Ob,  could  she  strike  the  harp  to  Milton  given. 
Brought  by  a  cherub  from  th'  empyrean  heaven ! 
Ah,  firuitless  wish  !  ah,  prayer  preferr'd  in  vain, 
For  her — the  humblest  of  tlie  woodland  train ; 
Yet  shall  her  feeble  voice  essay  to  raise 
The  hymn  of  liberty,  the  song  of  praise  ! 

Iberian  binds !  whose  noble  ardour  glows 
To  pour  oonfdsion  on  oppressive  foes ; 
Intrepid  spirits,  hail !  'tis  yours  to  feel 
The  hero's  fire,  the  freeman's  godlike  seal ! 
Not  to  secure  dominion's  boundless  reign, 
Ye  wave  the  2^  of  conquest  o'er  the  slain; 
No  cruel  rapine  leads  you  to  the  war. 
Nor  mad  ambition,  whirVd  in  crimson  car. 
No,  brave  Castilians  t  yours  a  nobler  end. 
Your  land,  your  laws,  your  monarch  to  defend  ! 
For  these,  for  these,  your  valiant  legions  rear 
The  floating  standard,  and  the  lofty  spear  ! 
The  fearless  lover  wields  the  conquering  swonl, 
Fired  by  the  image  of  the  maid  adored ! 
His  best-beloved,  his  fondest  ties,  to  aid, 
The  other's  hand  unsheaths  the  glittering  blade ! 
For  each,  for  all,  for  cv'ry  sacred  right, 
The  daring  patriot  mingles  in  the  fight ! 
And  e'en  if  love  or  friendship  fiiil  to  warm, 
His  country's  name  alone  can  nerve  his  dauntless 
arm  ! 

He  bleeds  !  ho  fiills !  his  death-bed  is  the  field ! 
His  dirge  the  trumpet,  and  his  bier  the  shield  ! 
His  closing  eyes  the  beam  of  valour  speak, 
Hie  flush  of  ardour  lingers  on  his  cheek : 


Serene  he  lifts  to  heaven  those  closing  eyes. 
Then  for  his  country  breathes  a  prayer— and 

dies! 
Oh!  ever  hallow'd  be  his  verdant  grave — 
There  let  the  laurel  q>read,  the  cypreeo  w«ve  ! 
Thou,  lovely  Spring  !  bestow,  to  grace  hb  tomb. 
Thy  sweetest  fragrance,  and  thy  earliest  bloom ; 
There  let  the  tears  of  heaven  descend  in  balm. 
There  let  the  poet  consecrate  his  palm ! 
Let  honour,  pity,  bless  the  holy  ground. 
And  shades  of  sainted  heroes  watch  around  ! 
'Twas  thus,  while  Gloiy  rung  his  thrilling  kneU, 
Thy  chief,  0  Thebes  !  at  Mantinea  fell ; 
Smiled  undismay'd  within  the  arms  of  death, 
While  Victory,  weeping  nigh,  received  his  breath  1 

O  thou,  the  sovereign  of  the  noble  soul ! 
Thou  source  of  energies  beyond  control ! 
Queen  of  the  lofty  thought,  the  generous  deed. 
Whose  sons  unconquer^d  fight,  undaunted  bleed, — 
Inspiring  Liberty  !  thy  worshipp'd  name 
The  warm  enthusiast  kindles  to  a  flame; 
Thy  charms  inspire  him  to  achievements  hig^ 
Thy  look  of  heaven,  thy  voice  of  harmony. 
More  blest  with  thee  to  tread  perennial  snows, 
Where  ne'er  a  flower  expands,  a  zephyr  blows ; 
Whore  Winter,  binding  nature  in  his  chain. 
In  frost-work  palace  holds  perpetual  reign ; 
Than,  fax  from  thee,  with  frolic  step  to  rove 
The  green  savannas  and  the  spicy  grove ; 
Scent  the  rich  balm  of  India's  perfumed  gales, 
In  citron-woods  and  aromatic  vales : 
For  oh  !  fieur  Liberty,  when  thou  art  neer, 
Elysium  blossoms  in  the  desert  drear  ! 

Where'er  thy  smile  its  magic  power  bestows^ 
There  arts  and  taste  expand,  there  fency  glows; 
The  sacred  lyre  its  wild  enchantment  gives. 
And  every  chord  to  swelling  transport  lives ; 
There  ardent  Qenius  bids  the  pencil  trace 
The  soul  of  beauty,  and  the  lines  of  grace ; 
With  bold  Promethean  hand,  the  canvass  warms^ 
And  calls  frt>m  stone  expression's  breathing  forms. 
Thus,  where  the  fruitfrd  Nile  o'erflows  its  bound^ 
Its  genial  waves  diffuse  abundance  round, 
Bid  Ceres  laugh  o'er  wajste  and  sterile  sands. 
And  rich  profiision  clothe  deserted  lands. 

Immortal  Freedom  !  daughter  of  the  skies  I 
To  thee  shall  Britain's  grateful  incense  rise. 
Ne  cr,  goddess  I  ne'er  forsake  thy  favourite  isle. 
Still  be  thy  Albion  brightcn'd  with  thy  smile  ! 
Long  had  thy  spirit  slept  in  dead  repose. 
While  proudly  triiunph'd  thine  insulting  fbee; 
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f  et»  thofugh  a  doud  may  veil  Apollo*8  light, 
Soon,  with  celestial  beam,  he  breaks  to  eight: 
Once  metre  we  see  thy  kindling  eonl  return. 
Thy  Testal-flame  with  added  radiance  bum ; 
Lo !  in  Iberian  hearts  thine  ardour  lives, 
Lo  !  in  Iberian  hearts  thy  spark  reyives ! 

Proceed,  proceed,  ye  firm  undaunted  band  ! 
Still  sure  to  conquer,  if  combined  ye  stand 
Though  myriads  flashing  in  the  eye  of  day 
Stream*d  o'er  the  smiling  land  in  long  array. 
Though  tyrant  Asia  pour'd  unnumbered  foes, 
Triumphant  still  the  arm  of  Qreece  arose , — 
For  every  state  in  sacred  union  stood. 
Strong  to  repel  invasion's  whehning  flood ; 
Each  heart  was  glowing  in  the  general  cause, 
Each  hand  prepared   to  guard  their  hallow'd 

laws; 
Athenian  valour  join'd  Laconia's  might, 
And  but  contended  to  be  first  in  fight; 
From  nmk  to  rank  the  warm  contagion  ran. 
And  Hope  and  Freedom  led  the  flaming  von. 
Then  Persia's  monarch  moum'd  his  glories  lost, 
As' wild  confusion  wing'd  his  flying  host; 
Hien  Attic  bards  the  hymn  of  victory  sung. 
The  Grecian  harp  to  notes  exulting  rung  1 
Then  Sculpture  bade  the  P&rian  stone  record 
The  hig^  achievements  of  the  conquering  sword. 
Thus,  brave  Castilians !  thus  may  bright  renown 
And  fidr  success  your  valiant  efibrts  crown ! 

Genius  of  chivalry !  whose  early  days 
Tradition  still  recounts  in  artless  lays; 
Whose  faded  splendours  fancy  oft  recalls — 
The  floating  banners  and  the  lofty  halls. 
The  gallant  feats  thy  festivals  displayed. 
The  tilt,  the  tournament,  the  long  crusade; 
Whose  ancient  pride  Romance  deUghts  to  hail. 
In  fc>*^i»^  numbers,  or  heroic  tale : 
Those  times  are  fled,  when   stem  thy  castles 

firown'd. 
Their  stately  towers  with  feudal  grandeur  crown'd ; 
Those  times  are  fled,  when  fair  Iberia's  clime 
Beheld  thy  Gothic  reign,  thy  pomp  sublime; 
And  all  thy  glories,  all  thy  deeds  of  yore. 
Live  but  in  legends  wild,  and  poet's  lore. 
Lo  1  where  thy  silent  harp  neglected  lies. 
Light  o'er  its  chords  the  murmuring  zephyr  sighs; 
Thy  solemn  courts,  where  once  the  minstrel  sung, 
The  choral  voice  of  mirth  and  music  rung; 
Kow,  with  the  ivy  clad,  forsaken,  lone,       * 
Hear  but  the  breeze  and  echo  to  its  moan  : 
Thy  lonely  towers  deserted  Ml  away. 
Thy  broken  diield  is  mouldering  in  decay. 


Yet»  though  thy  transient  pageantries  are  gone^ 

Like  fairy  visions,  bright,  yet  swiftly  flown; 

Genius  of  chivalry  1  thy  noble  train, 

Thy  firm,  exalted  virtues  yet  remain  I 

Fair  tmth,  array'd  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 

Her  eye  a  sunbeam,  and  her  zone  of  light; 

Warm  emulation,  with  aspiring  aim. 

Still  darting  forward  to  the  wreath  of  fame ; 

And  purest  love,  that  waves  his  torch  divine, 

At  awfiil  honour's  consecrated  shrine; 

Ardour,  with  eagle-wing  and  fiery  glance; 

And  generous  courage,  resting  on  his  lance ; 

And  loyalty,  by  perils  imsubdued; 

Untainted  faith,  unshaken  fortitude ; 

And  patriot  energy,  with  heart  of  flame — 

These,  in  Iberia's  sons  are  yet  the  same ! 

These  from  remotest  days  their  souls  have  fired, 

"Nerved  every  arm,"  and  every  breast  inspired ! 

When  Moorish  bands  their  suffering  land  possess'd. 

And  fierce  oppression  rear'd  her  giant  crest, 

The  wealthy  caliphs  on  Ck>rdova's  throne 

In  eastern  gems  and  purple  splendour  shone; 

Theirs  was  the  proud  magnificence  that  vied 

With  stately  Bagdat's  oriental  pride; 

Theirs  were  the  courts  in  regal  pomp  arra/d. 

Where  arts  and  luxury  their  charms  displayed ; 

'Twas  theirs  to  rear  the  Zehrar's  costly  towers. 

Its  fairy-palace  and  enchanted  bowers ; 

There  all  Arabian  fiction  e'er  could  tell 

Of  potent  genii  or  of  wizard  spell — 

All  that  a  poet's  dream  could  picture  bright. 

One  sweet  Elysium,  charm'd  the  wondering  sight ! 

Too  fair,  too  rich,  for  work  of  mortal  hand. 

It  seem'd  an  Eden  from  Armida's  wand  ! 

Tet  vain  their  pride,  their  wealth,  and  radiant 

state. 
When  freedom  waved  on  high  the  sword  of  &te  I 
When  brave  Ramiro  bade  the  despots  fear. 
Stem  retribution  frowning  on  his  spear; 
And  fierce  Almanzor,  after  many  a  fight, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  shame,  confcss'd  tl^e  Christian's 

might. 

In  later  times  the  gallant  Cid  arose. 
Burning  with  zeal  against  his  country's  foes ; 
His  victor-arm  Alphonso's  throne  maintain'd. 
His  laureate  brows  the  wreath  of  conquest  gain'd  t 
And  still  his  deeds  Castilian  bards  rehearse, 
Inspiring  theme  of  patriotic  verse  I 
High  in  the  temple  of  recording  fame, 
Iberia  points  to  great  Gonsalvo's  name  I 
Victorious  chief  1  whose  valour  still  defied 
The  anns  of  Gaul,  and  bow*d  her  crested  pride; 
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With  splendid  trophies  graced  bis  sovereign's 

throne, 
And  bade  Granada's  realms  bis  prowess  own. 
Nor  were  bis  deeds  thy  only  boast,  0  ^>ain ! 
In  mighty  FERDiHAim's  illustrious  reign ; 
Twas  then  thy  glorious  Pilot  spread  the  sail, 
Unfurl'd  bis  flag  before  the  eastern  gale ; 
Bold,  sanguine,  fearless,  ventured  to  explore 
Seas  unexplored,  and  worlds  unknown  before. 
Fair  science  guided  o'er  the  liquid  realm. 
Sweet  hope,  exulting,  steer'd  the  daring  helm ; 
While  on  the  mast,  with  ardour-flashing  eye. 
Courageous  enterprise  still  hover'd  ni^ : 
The  hoary  genius  ef  th'  Atlantic  main 
Saw  man  invade  bis  wide  majestic  reign — 
His  empire,  yet  by  mortal  unsubdued. 
The  throne,  the  world  of  awfiil  solitude. 
And  e'en  when  shipwreck  seem'd  to  rear  his 

form. 
And  dark  destruction  menaced  in  the  storm ; 
In  every  shape  when  giant-peril  rose. 
To  daunt  his  spirit  and  bis  course  oppose ; 
O'er  ev'ry  heart  when  terror  sway'd  alone. 
And  hope  forsook  each  bosom  but  his  own : 
Moved  by  no  dangers,  by  no  fears  repell'd, 
His  glorious  track  the  gallant  sailor  held ; 
Attentive  still  to  mark  the  S6a>birds  lave. 
Or  hi^  in  air  their  snowy  pinions  wave. 
Thus  princely  Jason,  launching  from  the  steep, 
With  dauntless  prow  explored  th'  untravcll'd 

deep; 
Thus,  at  the  helm,  Ulysses'  watchful  sight 
View'd  evV^"  star  and  planetary  light 
Sublime  Columbus  !  when,  at  length  descried. 
The  long-sought  land  arose  above  the  tide. 
How  evexy  heart  with  exultation  glow'd. 
How  from  each  eye  the  tear  of  transport  flow'd  ! 
Not  wilder  joy  the  sons  of  Israel  knew 
When  Canaan's  fertile  plains  appear'd  in  view. 
Then  rose  the  choral  anthem  on  the  breeze. 
Then  martial  music  floated  o'er  the  seas ; 
Their  waving  streamers  to  the  sun  display'd. 
In  all  the  pride  of  warlike  pomp  array'd. 
Advancing  nearer  still,  the  ardent  band 
Hail*d  the  glad  shore,  and  bless'd  tho  stranger 

land; 
Admired  its  palmy  groves  and  prospects  fair, 
With  rapture  breathed  its  pure  ambrosial  air  : 
Then  crowded  round  its  free  and  simple  race. 
Amazement  pictured  wild  on  every  &ce ; 
Who  dcem'd  that  beings  of  celestial  birth. 
Sprung  from  the  sun,  descended  to  the  earth. 
Then  first  another  world,  another  sky. 
Beheld  Iberia's  banner  blaze  on  high  1 


Still  prouder  glories  beam  on  history's  page^ 
Imperial  Charld  !  to  mark  thy  prosperous  ag» 
Those  golden  days  of  arts  and  fiuacy  bri^t. 
When  Science  pour'd  her  mild,  refulgent  ligiht; 
When  Fating  bade  the  glowing  canvass  breathe 
Creative  Sculpture  claim'd  the  living  wreath; 
When  roved  the  Muses  in  Ausonian  bowers^ 
Weaving  immortal  crowns  of  fiiirest  flowers ; 
When  angel-truth  dispersed,  with  beam  divine^ 
The  clouds  that  veil'd  religion's  ballow'd  shrine 
Those  golden  days  beheld  Iberia  tower 
High  on  the  pyramid  of  £une  and  power; 
Vain  all  the  efibrts  of  her  numerous  foes. 
Her  might,  superior  still,  triumphant  rose. 
Thus  on  proud  Lebanon's  exalted  brow, 
Tho  cedar,  frowning  o'er  the  plains  below. 
Though  storms  assail,  its  regal  pomp  to  rend. 
Majestic,  still  aspires,  disdaining  e'er  to  bend ! 

When  Qallia  pour'd  to  Pavia's  trophied  plain^ 
Her  youthful  knights,  a  bold,  impetuous  train  ; 
When,  after  many  a  toil  and  danger  past^ 
The  &tal  mom  of  conflict  rose  at  last ; 
That  morning  saw  her  glittering  host  combine^ 
And  form  in  close  array  the  threat'ning  line ; 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  force  in  eViy  ann. 
With  hope  exulting,  and  with  ardour  warm  ; 
Saw  to  the  gale  their  streaming  ensigns  play> 
Their  armour  flashing  to  the  beam  of  day; 
Their  gen'rous  chargers  panting,  spurn  the  ground 
Roused  by  the  trumpet's  animating  sound ; 
And  heard  in  air  their  warlike  music  float. 
The  martial  pipe,  tho  drum's  inspiring  note  I 

Pale  set  the  sun — the  shades  of  evening  fell. 
The    mournful   night-wind  rung  their  funeral 

knell; 
And  the  same  day  beheld  their  warriors  dead. 
Their  sovereign  captive,  and  their  glories  fled ! 
Fled,  like  the  lightning's  evanescent  fire^ 
Bright,  blazing,  dreadful — only  to  expire  ! 
Then,  then,  while  prostrate  Gkiul  confess'd  her 

might, 
Iberia's  planet  shed  meridian  light  I 
Nor  ]es8>  on  famed  St  Quintin's  deathful  day, 
Costilian  spirit  bore  the  prize  away — 
Laurels  that  still  their  verdure  shall  retain. 
And  trophies  beaming  high  in  gloiys  &ne  ! 
And  lo  !  her  heroes,  warm  with  kindred  flames 
Still  proudly  emulate  their  &ther8^  fiune ; 
Still  with  the  soul  of  patriot-valour  glow. 
Still  rush  impetuous  to  repel  the  foe; 
Wave  the  bright  falchion,  lift  the  beamy 
And  bid  oppressive  Qallia  learn  to  ter  1 
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Be  theirs,  be  theirs  unfading  honour's  crown. 
The  liYing  amaranths  of  bright  renown  ! 
Be  theirs  th'  inspiring  tribute  of  applause. 
Duo  to  the  champions  of  their  country's  cause  ! 
Be  theirs  the  purest  bliss  that  virtue  loves, 
The  joy  when  conscience  whispers  and  approves  ! 
When  eveiy  heart  is  firod,  each  pulse  beats  high. 
To  fight,  to  bleed,  to  fall,  for  liberty; 
When  every  hand  is  dauntless  and  prepared 
The  sacred  charter  of  monlund  to  guard ; 
When  Britain's  valiant  sons  their  aid  unite. 
Fervent  and  glowing  still  for  freedom's  rights 
Bid  ancient  enmitifls  for  ever  cease, 
And  ancient  wrongs  fozgotten  sleep  in  peace. 
When,  firmly  leagued,  they  join  the  patriot  band, 
Can  venal  slaves  their  conquering  arms  withstand? 
Can  fame  refuse  their  gallant  deeds  to  bless? 
Can  victory  fail  to  crown  them  with  success  1 
Look  down,  0  Heaven  1    the   righteous  cause 

Defend  the  injured,  and  avenge  the  slain  t 
Despot  of  France  1  destroyer  of  mankind  t 
What   spectre-cares  must  haimt  thy  sleepless 

mind! 
Oh  !  if  at  midnight  round  thy  regal  bed. 
When  soothing  visions  fly  thine  aching  head ; 
When  sleep  denies  thy  anxious  cares  to  calm. 
And  lull  thy  senses  in  his  opiate  balm ; 
Invoked  by  guilt,  if  airy  phantoms  rise. 
And  murdered  victims  bleed  before  thine  eyes; 
Loud  let  them  thunder  in  thy  troubled  ear, 
*'  Tyrant !  the  hour,  th'  avenging  hour  is  near ! " 
It  is,  it  is  !  thy  star  withdraws  its  ray — 
Soon  win  its  parting  lustre  fade  away; 
Soon  will  Cinmierian  shades  obscure  its  light, 
And  veil  thy  splendours  in  eternal  night ! 
Oh  1  when  accusing  conscience  wakes  thy  soid 
With  awfiil  terrors  and  with  dread  control, 
BidBthreot'ning  formA,appallingy  round  thee  stand, 
And  summons  all  her  visionary  band; 
Calls  up  the  parted  shadows  of  the  dead, 
And  whispers,  peace  and  happiness  are  fled ; 
E'en  at  the  time  of  silence  and  of  rest, 
Faints  the  dire  poniard  menacing  thy  breast ; 
Is  then  thy  cheek  with  guilt  and  horror  pale? 
Then  dost  thou  tremble,  does  thy  spirit  fail? 
And  wouldst  thou  yet  by  added  crimes  provoke 
The  bolt  of  heaven  to  launch  the  fatal  stroke  ] 
Bereave  a  nation  of  its  rights  revered. 
Of  all  to  morals  sacred  and  endeared? 
And  shall  they  tamely  liberty  resign. 
The  soul  of  life,  the  source  of  bliss  divine  ? 
Canst  thou,  supreme  destroyer !  hope  to  bind. 
In  chains  of  adamant,  the  noble  mind  I 


Go,  bid  the  rolling  orbs  thy  mandate  hear— 
Go,  stay  the  lightning  in  its  wing'd  career ! 
No,  tyrant  1  no  !  thy  utmost  force  is  vain 
The  patriot-arm  of  freedom  to  restrain. 
Then  bid  thy  subject-bands  in  armoiir  shine. 
Then  bid  thy  legions  all  their  power  combine  I 
Yet  couldst  thou  sununon  myriads  at  command. 
Did  boimdless  realms  obey  thy  sceptred  hand. 
E'en  then  her  soul  thy  lawless  might  would  spurn. 
E'en  then,  with  kindling  fire,  with  indignation 
bum! 

Ye  sons  of  Albion  !  first  in  danger  s  field. 
The  sword  of  Britain  and  of  truth  to  wield ! 
Still  prompt  the  ix^jured  to  defend  and  save. 
Appal  the  despot,  and  assist  the  bravo; 
Who  now  intrepid  lift  the  generous  blade. 
The  cause  of  Justice  and  Castile  to  aid  ! 
Yo  sons  of  Albion  1  by  your  coimtry's  name. 
Her  crown  of  glory,  her  imsullied  fame ; 
Oh  1  by  the  shades  of  Cressy's  martial  dead. 
By  warrior-bands  at  Agincourt  who  bled; 
By  honours  goin'd  on  Blenheim's  fatal  plain. 
By  those  in  Victory's  arms  at  Minden  slain ; 
By  the  bright  laurels  Wolfe  immortal  won, 
Undatmted  spirit !  valoxir^s  favourite  son ! 
By  Albion's  thousand,  thousand  deeds  sublime, 
Renown'd  from  zone  to  zone,  from  clime  to  clime; 
Ye  British  heroes  1  may  yoiir  trophies  raise 
A  deathless  monument  to  future  days  ! 
Oh !  may  your  courage  still  triumphant  rise. 
Exalt  the  "  lion  banner"  to  the  skies ! 
Transcend  the  fairest  names  in  history's  page. 
The  brightest  actions  of  a  former  age ; 
The  reign  of  Freedom  let  your  arms  restore. 
And  bid  oppression  fall — ^to  rise  no  more  ! 
Then  soon  returning  to  your  native  isle. 
May  love  and  beauty  hail  you  with  their  smile ; 
For  you  may  conquest  weave  th'  undying  wreath^ 
And  fame  and  glory's  voice  the  song  of  rapture 
breathe ! 

Ah  !  when  shall  mad  ambition  cease  to  rage  \ 
Ah  !  when  shall  war  his  demon-wrath  assuage? 
When,  when,  supplanting  discord's  iron  reign. 
Shall  mercy  wave  her  olive-wand  again  ? 
Not  till  the  despot's  dread  career  is  closed. 
And  might  restrain'd  and  tyranny  deposed  \ 

Return,  sweet  Peace,  ethereal  form  benign  ! 
Fair  blue-eyed  seraph  !  balmy  power  divine  ! 
Descend  once  more !  thy  hollow'd  blessings  bring; 
Wave  thy  bright  locks,  and  spread  thy  downy  wing ! 
Luxurixmt  plenty,  laughing  in  thy  train. 
Shall  crown  with  glowing  stores  the  desert-plain: 


Young  smiling  Hope,  attendant  on  thy  way. 
Shall  gild  thy  path  with  mild  celestial  ray. 
Descend  once  more,  thoa  daughter  of  the  sky ! 
Cheer  every  heart,  and  bri^ten  ereiy  eye ; 
Justice,  thy  harbinger,  before  thee  send, 
I    Thy  myrtle-sceptre  o'er  the  globe  extend : 
I    Thy  cherub-look  again  shall  soothe  mankind. 
Thy  cherub-hand  the  wounds  of  discord  bind ; 
Thy  smile  of  heaven  shall  eveiy  muse  inspire. 
To  thee  the  bard  shall  strike  the  silTcr  l3rre. 
Descend  onco  more !  to  bid  the  world  rejoice — 
Let  nations  hail  thee  with  exulting  voice, 
Around  thy  shrine  with  purest  incense  throng, 
Weave  the  fresh  palm,  and  swell  the  choral  song ! 
Then  shall  the  shepherd's  flute,  the  woodland 

reed. 
The  martial  clarion  and  the  drum  succeed ; 
Again  shall  bloom  Arcadia's  fiiirest  flowers, 
And  music  waible  in  Idalian  bowers. 
Wliere  war  and  carnage  blew  the  blast  of  death, 
The  gale  shall  whisper  with  Favonian  breath  ; 
And  golden  Ceres  bless  the  festive  swain, 
Where  the  wild  combat  redden'd  o'er  the  plain. 
These  are  thy  blessings,  fair  benignant  maid ! 
Return,  return,  in  vest  of  light  array'd  ! 
Let  angeVforms  and  floating  sylphids  bear 
Thy  car  of  sapphire  through  the  realms  of  air  : 
With  accents  milder  than  jEolian  hiys, 
Wlicn  o'er  the  harp  the  fanning  seph3rr  plays^ 
Be  tliine  to  charm  the  raging  world  to  rest, 
Diffusing  round  the  heaven  that  glows  within  thy 
breast ! 

0  Thou  !  whose  fiat  lulls  the  storm  asleep  ! 
Thou,  at  whose  nod  subsides  the  rolling  deep ! 
Wliose  awful  word  restrains  the  whirlwind's  force, 
And  stays  the  thunder  in  its  vengeful  course ; 
Fountain  of  life !  Omnipotent  Supreme  ! 
Robed  in  perfection !  crown'd  with  glory's  beam ! 
Oh !  send  on  earth  thy  consecrated  dove. 
To  bear  the  sacred  olive  from  above ; 
Restore  again  the  blest,  the  halcyon  time, 
The  festal  harmony  of  nature's  prime ! 
Bid  truth  and  justice  once  again  ^ipear. 
And  spread  their  sunshine  o'er  this  mundane 

sphere; 
Bright  in  their  path,  let  wreaths  unfiMling  bloom, 
Transcendant  light  their  hallow'd  fane  illume ; 
Bid  war  and  anarchy  for  ever  cease. 
And  kindred  seraphs  rear  the  shrine  of  Peace; 
Brothers  once  more,  let  men  her  empire  own. 
And  realms  and  monarchs  bend  before  the  throne. 
While  circling  rays  of  angel-mercy  shed 
Eternal  haloes  round  her  sainted  head ! 


THE  DOMESTIC  AFFECTIONS, 
AND  OTHER  POEMS. 

[In  181S,  another  and  much  smaller  vohmae,  entitled  The 
IMnerffc4|fccffoiif,<ifKioAcrAMM,  wasghren  tothenwld — 
the  kit  that  was  to  appear  with  the  name  of  FeUda  Browne ; 
for,  in  the  summer  of  the  same  jr«ar,  its  antlior  vuimngad 
ibai  appellation  for  tlie  one  undo*  wliich  slie  lus  lieoooie  so 
much  mors  generally  Icnown.  Captain  Hemans  had  n- 
tumed  to  Wales  in  the  preceding  year,  when  tlie  aoqaaln- 
tance  was  renewed  wUdi  liad  begun  so  long  befote  at  Gwiydi ; 
and  as  tiie  sentiments  tiieB  mutually  awakened  continyed 
unaltered,  no  furtlier  opposition  was  made  to  a  union,  on 
which  (however  little  in  accordance  with  the  dictates  of 
woridly  prudmoe)  the  h^qdness  of  both  partisi  iSBineil  so 
entirdy  to  depend.— ITonoIr,  p.  S4.] 

THE  SILVER  LOCKS. 

ADOmBSaCD  TO  AW  AQKD  rBUtXD. 

Though  youth  may  boast  the  curis  thai  flow 

In  sunny  waves  of  auburn  glow ; 
Am  graceful  on  thy  hoary  head 
Has  Time  the  robe  of  honour  spread. 
And  there,  oh  t  softly,  9qftlp  shed 
His  wreath  of  snow  ! 

As  frost-work  on  the  trees  di^lay'd 
AMien  weeping  Flora  leayes  the  shade, 

E'en  more  than  Flora,  charms  the  sig^ ; 

E'en  so  thy  locks  of  purest  white 

SurrivBy  in  age*s  frost-woric  bri^t, 
Youth's  venial  rose  decayed  ! 

To  grace  the  nymph  whose  tresses  play 

Light  on  the  sportive  breeze  of  May, 
Let  other  bards  the  garland  twine. 
Where  sweets  of  every  hue  combine ; 
Those  locks  revered,  that  silvery  shine^ 
Invite  my  lay ! 

Less  white  the  summer^doud  sublime. 
Less  white  the  winter  s  Mnging  time ; 

Nor  do  Belinda's  lovelier  seem 

(A  Poet's  blest  immortal  theme) 

Than  thinei,  which  wear  the  moonlight  beam 
Of  reverend  Time ! 

Long  may  the  graceful  honours  smile, 

Like  moss  on  some  declining  pile ; 
O  much  revered  !  may  filial  care 
Around  thee,  duteous,  long  repair. 
Thy  joys  with  tender  bliss  to  shares 
Thy  pains  beguile  ! 


THE  DOMESTIC  AFFECTIONS, 


II 


VfiiD^  lon^  76  snowy  riii(^etSy  wave  1 
Lon^  long;  yoor  much-loved  beauty  save  ! 
JIaj  bliis  your  latest  evening  crown, 
Diasnn  life's  winter  of  its  frown. 
And  Bofty  ye  hoary  hairs*  go  down 
In  gladness  to  the  grave  ! 

And  as  the  parting  beams  of  day 
On  moontain-snows  reflected  play, 
And  tints  of  roseate  lustre  shed ; 
Thufl^  on  the  snow  that  crowns  thy  head, 
^7  J^>  ^"^^  evening  planet,  shed 
His  mildest  ray  1 
18,1800. 


TO  MY  MOTHER. 

If  e*er  from  human  bliss  or  woe 

I  feel  the  sympathetic  glow; 

If  e^er  my  heart  has  leom'd  to  know 

The  generous  wish  or  prayer; 
Who  sow*d  the  germ  with  tender  hand  ? 
Who  mark'd  its  infiint  leaves  expand?— 

My  mother*s  fostering  care. 
And  if  on«  flower  of  charms  refined 
May  grace  the  garden  of  my  mind, 

TwBS  she  who  nursed  it  there : 
She  loved  to  cherish  and  adorn 

Each  blossom  of  the  soil ; 
To  banish  every  weed  and  thorn 

That  oft  opposed  her  toil ! 

And  oh  t  if  e'er  I  sigh'd  to  claim 
T%e  palm,  the  living  palm  of  flEune, 

The  glowing  wreath  of  praise ; 
If  e*er  I  wish'd  the  glittering  stores 
That  Fortune  on  her  favourite  pours ; 
Twas  but  that  wealth  and  fame,  if  mine, 
Round  f^  with  streaming  rays  might  shine, 

And  gild  thy  sun-bright  days ! 

Tet  not  that  splendour,  pomp,  and  power 
Might  then  irradiate  every  hour ; 
For  thcj^,  my  mother  !  well  I  know. 
On  thee  no  raptures  could  bestow ; — 
But  could  thy  bounty,  warm  and  kind. 
Bo,  like  thy  wishes,  uncomfi'M.d, 
And  fall  as  manna  from  the  skies. 
And  bid  a  train  of  blessings  rise. 

Diffusing  joy  and  peace ; 
The  tear-drop,  grateful,  pure,  and  bright. 
For  thee  would  beam  with  softer  light 
Than  all  the  diamond's  cxystal  rays, 
Than  all  the  emerald's  lucid  blaze ; 


And  joys  of  heaven  would  thrill  thy  heart 
To  bid  one  boaom-grief  depart. 
One  tear,  one  sorrow  cease  I 

Then,  oh  i  may  Heaven,  that  loves  to  blesa^ 
Bestow  the  power  to  cheer  distress ; 
Moke  (kee  its  minister  below. 
To  light  the  doudy  path  of  woe ; 
To  visit  the  deserted  cell. 
Where  indigence  is  doom'd  to  dwell ; 
To  raise,  when  drooping  to  the  earth. 
The  blossoms  of  neglected  worth ; 
.  And  round,  with  liberal  hand,  dispense 
The  sunshine  of  beneficence  ! 
But  ah  !  if  Fate  should  still  deny 
Delights  like  these,  too  rich  and  high ; 
If  grief  and  pain  thy  steps  assail. 
In  life's  remote  and  wintiy  vale; 
Then,  as  the  wild  ^olian  lyre 

Complains  with  soft  entrancing  number. 
When  the  lone  storm  awakes  the  wii'e, 

And  bids  enchantment  cease  to  slumber; 
So  filial  love,  with  soothing  voice, 
E'en  then  shall  teach  thee  to  rejoice ; 
E'en  then,  shall  sweeter,  mUdcr  soimd. 
When  sorrow's  tempest  raves  around ; 
While  dark  misfortune's  gales  destroy. 
The  frail  mimosa-buds  of  hope  and  joy  ! 


TO  MY  YOUNGER  BROTHER, 

O.V  MIS  RETURN  FROM  SPAIN,  APTKR  THB  FATAL  RBTREAT 
UNDER  SIR  JOHN  MOORS,  AND  THB  BATTLE  OF  CORUNNA. 

Though  dark  are  the  prospects  and  heavy  the  hours^ 
Though  life  is  a  desert,  and  cheerless  the  way; 

Yet  still  shall  affection  adorn  it  with  flowers, 
Whose  fragrance  shall  never  decay  ! 

And  lo  !  to  embrace  thee,  my  Brother  !  she  flies. 
With  artless  delight,  that  no  words  can  bespeak ; 

With  a  simbeam  of  transport  illuming  her  eyes. 
With  a  smile  and  a  glow  on  her  cheek  ! 

From  the  trophiea  of  war,  from  the  spear  and  the 
shield. 

From  scenes  of  destruction,  frY>m  perils  unblost ; 
Oh  !  welcome  again,  to  the  grove  and  the  field. 

To  the  vale  of  retirement  and  rest. 

Then  warble,  sweet  muse  !  with  the  lyre  and  the 
voice. 
Oh !  gay  be  the  measure  and  sportive  the  strain ; 


12 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


For  light  is  my  heart,  and  my  spirits  rejoice 
To  meet  thee,  m  j  Brother  1  again. 
I    When  the  heroes  of  Albion,  still  valiant  and  true, 
Were  bleeding,  were  fiJling^inth  victory  crowned, 
How  often  would  fancy  present  to  my  view 
I        The  horrors  that  waited  thee  round  1 

How  constant,  how  fervent,  how  pure  was  my 
!  prayer. 

That  Heaven  would  protect  thee  fix>m  danger 
and  harm; 
That  angels  of  mercy  would  shield  thee  with  care, 
In  the  heat  of  the  combat's  alarm  ! 
I 

How  sad  and  how  often  descended  the  tear, 

(Ah,  long  shall  remembrance  the  image  retain  !) 
How  mournful  the  sigh,  when  I  trembled  with 
fear 
I        I  might  never  behold  thee  again  ! 

-    But  the  prayer  was  accepted,  the  sorrow  is  o*er, 
I        And  the  teai^drop  is  fled,  like  the  dew  on  the 
I  rose; 

;    Thy  dangers,  our  tears,  have  endeared  thee  the 
more. 
And  my  bosom  with  tenderness  glows. 

And  oh  1  when  the  dreams,  the  enchantments  of 
youth. 
Bright  and  transient^  have  fled  like  the  rain- 
bow away ; 
My  affection  for  thee,  still  unfading  in  truth. 
Shall  never,  oh  I  never  decay  I 

No  time  can  impair  it»  no  change  can  destroy, 
Whate*er  be  the  lot  I  am  destined  to  share ; 

It  will  smile  in  the  sunshine  of  hope  and  of  joy. 
And  beam  through  the  doud  of  despair  1 


TO  MY  ELDEST  BROTHER. 

(WITB  TBK  BRITISH  ABJCT  IN  PORTVOAL.) 

How  many  a  day,  in  various  hues  arra/d, 
Bright  with  gay  sunshine,  or  edipoed  with  shade. 
How  many  an  hour,  on  silent  wing  is  post, 
O  my  loved  Brother !  since  we  saw  thee  last ! 
Since  then  has  childhood  ripened  into  youth, 
And  fancy's  dreams  have  fled  fix>m  sober  truth ; 
Her  splendid  fabrics  melting  into  air. 
As  sage  experience  waved  the  wand  of  care  ! 
Yet  ttiU  thine  absence  wakes  the  tender  sigh. 
And  the  tear  trembles  in  affection's  ^e  1 


When  shall  we  meet  again  1 — ^with  glowing  ray^ 
Hoart^oothing  hope  illumes  some  future  day ; 
Checks  the  sad  thoug^t^  beguiles  the   starting 

tear. 
And  sings  benignly  still — that  daj  is  near  1 
She,  with  bright  eye,  and  soul-bewitching  voice. 
Wins  us  to  smile,  inspires  us  to  rejoice ; 
TeUs  that  the  hour  approaches,  to  restore 
Our  cherish'd  wanderer  to  his  home  once  more ; 
Where  sacred  ties  his  manly  worth  endear. 
To  £Edth  still  true,  affection  stiU  sincere ! 
Then  the  past  woes,  the  future's  dubious  lot^ 
In  that  blest  meeting  shall  be  all  forgot ! 
And  joy's  full  radiance  gild  that  sun-bric^t  hour. 
Though  all  around  th'  impending  storm  should 

lower. 

Now  distant  fiEur,  amidst  the  intrepid  host^ 
Albion's  firm  sons,  on  Lumtania's  coasts 
(That  gallant  band,  in  countless  dangers  tried. 
Where    glory's  pole-star  beams   their  constant 

guide,) 
Say,  do  thy  thoughts,  my  Brother,  fondly  stray 
To  Cambria's  vales  and  mountains  fiir  away? 
Does  fimcy  oft  in  busy  day-dreams  roam. 
And  paint  the  greeting  that  awaits  at  home? 
Docs  memory's  pencil  oft>  in  mellowing  huei. 
Dear  social  scenes,  departed  joys  renew; 
In  softer  tints  delighting  to  retrace 
Each  tender  image  and  each  well-known  fekce  1 
Yeoi,  wanderer !  yes  I  thy  spirit  flies  to  those 
Whose  love,  unalter'd,  warm  and  £Edthful  glows. 

Oh  !   could  that  love,  through  life's  eventful 

hours. 
Illume  thy   scenes  and  strew  thy  path  with 

flowers  1 
Perennial  joy  shoiild  harmonise  thy  breast, 
No  struggle  rend  thee,  and  no  cares  molest ! 
But  though  our  tenderness  can  but  bestow 
The  wish,  the  hope,  the  prayer,  averting  woe. 
Still  shall  it  live,  with  pure,  unclouded  flame. 
In   storms,    in   sunshine,    for   and   near  —  the 

same ! 
Still  dwell  enthroned  within  th'  unvarying  heart. 
And,  firm  and  vital,  but  with  life  depart ! 
BronwyUia,  Feb.  8, 1811. 


LINES 

WRITTEN  IN  TUB  MEMOIRB  OF  SULIBSTH  SMITB. 

0  thou  !  whose  pure,  exalted  mind. 
Lives  in  this  record,  &ir  and  bright ; 
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0  thou  !  whose  blameleas  life  combined 
Soft  f<nnale  charmsy  and  grace  refined. 
With  sdenoe  and  with  light ! 
CeleBtial  maid  I  whose  spirit  soar'd 

Beyond  thia  Tale  of  tears — 
Whose  dear,  enlighten'd  eye  explored 
The  lore  of  years  ! 

Daughter  of  Heaven  !  if  here,  e'en  li€rt, 

The  wing  of  towering  thought  was  thine ; 
If,  on  this  dim  and  mundane  sphere, 
Fair  truth  illumed  thy  bright  career, 
With  moming-star  diTino ; 
How  must  thy  bless'd  ethereal  soul 
NwB  kindle  in  her  noon-tide  ray. 
And  hail,  tmfetter'd  by  control, 
The  Fount  of  Day  ! 

Fen  luno,  peihaps,  thy  seraph  eyes, 

Undimm'd  by  doubt,  nor  voil'd  by  fear, 
Behold  a  chain  of  wonders  rise — 
Qase  on  the  noon-beam  of  the  skies, 

Transcendant,  pure,  and  clear  ! 
E'en  now,  the  fiiir,  the  good,  the  true, 

Fh>m  mortal  sight  conceol'd. 
Bless  in  one  blaze  thy  raptured  view, 
In  light  revcol'd  1 

If  hert  the  lore  of  distant  time. 

And  learning's  flowers,  were  all  thine  own ; 
How  must  thy  mind  ascend  sublime. 
Matured  in  heaven's  empyreal  clime. 

To  light's  imdouded  throne  I 
Perhaps  e*en  now  thy  kindling  glance 

Each  orb  of  living  fire  explores. 
Darts  o*er  creation's  wide  expanse. 
Admires— adores ! 

Oh  t  if  that  lightning-eye  surveys 
This  dark  and  sublimory  plain ; 
How  must  the  wreath  of  human  praise 
Fade,  wither,  vanish,  in  thy  gaze. 

So  dim,  so  pale,  so  vain  1 
How,  like  a  fidnt  and  shadowy  dream. 

Must  quiver  learning's  brightest  ray ; 
While  on  thine  eyes,  with  lucid  stream, 
The  sun  of  glory  pours  his  beam. 

Perfection's  day  1 


[TIm  rettdar  may  eootntt  these  eaiij  lines  of  Mrs  Henuins 
«lth  tbe  maUuw  ones  on  tiie  suae  subject  by  Professor  Wil- 
son.—Poou,  vol  iL  p.  140-9.] 


THE  RUIK  AND  ITS  FLOWERS. 

Sweets  of  the  wild !  that  breathe  and  bloom 
On  this  lone  tower,  this  ivied  wall. 

Lend  to  the  gale  a  rich  perfume. 
And  grace  the  ruin  in  its  fsUL 

Though  doom'd,  remote  firom  careless  eye. 

To  smile,  to  flourish,  ond  to  die 
In  solitude  sublime, 

Oh  I  ever  may  the  spring  renew, 

Your  balmy  scent  and  glowing  hue. 
To  deck  the  robe  of  time  ! 

Breathe,  fragrance  !  breathe  !  enrich  the  air, 
Though  wasted  on  its  wing  unknown  ! 

Blow,  flowerets  !  blow  1  though  vainly  fiur. 
Neglected  and  alone  ! 

These  flowers  that  long  withstood  the  blast, 

These  mossy  towers,  are  mouldering  &st. 
While  Flora's  children  stay — 

To  mantle  o'er  the  lonely  pile. 

To  gild  Destruction  with  a  smile. 
And  beautify  Decay ! 

Sweets  of  the  wild  1  uncultured  blowing, 
Neglected  in  luxuriance  glowing ; 
From  the  dark  ruins  frovming  near. 
Your  charms  in  brighter  tints  appear. 

And  richer  blush  assume ; 
You  smile  with  softer  beauty  crowu'd. 
Whilst  all  is  desolate  around, 

Like  sunshine  on  a  tomb  ! 

Thou  hoary  pile,  mi\jestic  still. 

Memento  of  departed  £uno  ! 
While  roving  o'er  the  moss-clad  hill, 

I  ponder  on  thine  andent  name  ! 

Here  Grandeur,  Beauty,  Valour  sleep. 
That  here,  so  oft,  have  shone  supremo ; 

While  Glory,  Honour,  Fancy,  weep 
That  vanish'd  is  the  golden  dream  ! 

Where  are  the  banners,  waving  proud. 
To  kiss  the  summer^e  of  even — 

All  puxple  as  the  morning-cloud. 
All  streaming  to  the  winds  of  heaven  1 

Where  is  the  harp,  by  rapture  strung 
To  melting  song  or  martial  story  1 

Where  are  the  lays  the  minstrel  sung 
To  loveliness  or  glory  ? 
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Lorn  Echo  of  these  mouldering  walls, 

Lend  to  the  gale  a  rich  perfiunfl^ 

To  thee  no  festal  measure  caUs ; 

And  grttoe  the  ruin  in  its  ML  ! 

No  music  through  the  desert  halls. 

Awakes  thee  to  rejoice ! 

Thus  round  Misfortune's  holy  head. 

How  still  thy  sleep  I  as  death  profound — 

Would  Pity  wreaths  of  honour  apnad ; 

As  if,  within  this  lonely  round. 

Like  you,  thus  blooming  on  this  lonelj  pile^ 

A  step — a  note — a  fekuper'd  Mownd 

She  seeks  Despair,  with  heart-reviving  smile ! 

Had  ne'er  aroused  thj  voice  ! 

1 

Thou  hearst  the  zephyr  munnuring;  dying, 

Thou  hear'st  the  foliage  waving,  sighing; 

CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

But  ne'er  again  shall  harp  or  song. 

These  dark  deserted  courts  along. 

Fair  Gratitude  !  in  strain  sublime. 

Disturb  thy  calm  repose. 

Swell  high  to  heaven  thy  tuneftil  seal; 

The  haip  is  broke,  the  song  is  fled. 

And,  hailing  this  auspicious  time^ 

The  voice  is  hush*d,  the  bard  is  dead  ; 

Kneel,  Adoration  !  kneel ! 

And  never  shall  thy  tones  repeat 

Or  lofty  strain  or  carol  sweet 

CHORUS. 

With  plaintive  close ! 

For  lo  !  the  day,  th'  immortal  day. 

When  Mercy's  fUll,  benignant  ray 

Proud  Castle  !  though  the  days  are  flown 

Chased  every  gathering  doud  away. 

When  once  thy  towers  in  ^ory  shone ; 

And  poured  the  noon  of  light ! 

When  music  through  thy  turrets  rung. 

*Raptur0  !  he  kindling,  mounting;  glowing; 

When  banners  o'er  thy  ramparts  hung. 

While  firom  thine  eye  the  tear  is  flowing 

Though  'midst  thine  arches,  frowning  lone. 

Pure,  warm,  and  bright ! 

Stem  Desolation  rear  his  throne ; 

And  Silence,  deep  and  awful,  reign 

'Twas  on  this  day — oh,  love  divine  I — 

Where  ccho'd  once  the  choral  strain ; 

The  Orient  Starts  effulgence  rose ; 

Yet  oft,  dark  ruin  !  lingering  here. 

Then  waked  the  Mom,  whose  eye  benign 

The  Muse  will  hail  thee  with  a  tear; 

Shall  never,  never  dose  ! 

Hero  when  the  moonlight,  quivering,  beams, 

And  through  the  firinging  ivy  streams. 

CHORUS. 

And  softens  every  shade  sublime. 

Messiah  !  be  thy  name  adored. 

And  mellows  every  tint  of  Time — 

Eternal,  hi^,  redeeming  Lord  ! 

Oh  !  hero  shall  Contemplation  love. 

By  gratefid  worlds  be  anthems  pourd — 

Unseen  and  imdisturb'd,  to  rove ; 

Emanuel !  Prince  of  Peace  !                   i 

And  bending  o'er  some  mossy  tomb. 

This  day,  from  heaven's  empyreal  dwelling 

Where  Valour  sleeps  or  Beauties  bloom. 

Harp,  lyre,  and  voice,  in  concert  swelling, 

Shall  weep  for  Glory's  transient  day 

Bade  discord  cease  ! 

And  Grandeur^s  evanescent  ray ; 

And  listening  to  the  swelling  blast. 

W  ake  the  loud  poan,  tune  the  voice, 

Shall  wako  the  Spirit  of  the  Ptot— 

Children  of  heaven  and  sons  of  earth  ! 

Call  up  the  forms  of  ages  fled. 

Seraphs  and  men  !  exult,  rejoice. 

Of  wumors  and  of  minstrels  dead. 

To  bless  the  Saviour's  birth  f 

Who  sought  the  field,  who  struck  the  lyre. 

With  all  Ambition's  kindling  fire  ! 

CHORUS. 

Devotion  !  light  thy  purest  fire  ! 

Nor  wilt  thou.  Spring  !  refuse  to  breathe 

Transport !  on  cherub  wing  aspire  I 

Soft  odours  on  this  desert  air; 

Praise  !  wake  to  Him  thy  golden  lyre^ 

Beftise  to  twine  thine  earliest  wreath. 

Strike  every  thrilling  chord  ! 

And  fiinge  these  towers  with  garlands  fair ! 

While,  at  the  Ark  of  Mercy  VnAAling^ 

We  own  thy  grace,  reviving  healing, 

Sweets  of  the  wild,  oh  !  ever  bloom 

Redeemer  !  Lord  I 

Unheeded  on  this  ivied  wall  I 
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Whutob  are  those  tranquil  joys  in  mercy  giTen^ 
To  light  the  wildemees  with  beuDB  of  heaven  1 
To  aoothe  oar  cares,  and  throng  the  cloud  di£^ise 
Their  temper'd  sunshine  and  oelestial  hues  1 
Those  pure  delights,  ordain'd  on  life  to  throw 
Gleams  of  the  bliss  ethereal  natures  know  1 
Say,  do  they  grace  Ambition's  regal  throne. 
When  kneeling  myriads  call  the  world  his  own  1 
Or  dwell  with  Luxury,  in  th'  enchanted  bowers 
Where  toste  and  wealth  exert  ereattse  powers) 

FaTOur'd  of  heaven  1  0  Qenius  1  are  th^  thine, 
When  round  thy  brow  the  wreaths  of  g^ory  shine ; 
While  rapture  gases  on  thy  radiant  way. 
Midst  the  bright  realms  of  dear  snd  mental  day  ? 
No !  sacred  joys !  'tis  yours  to  dwell  enshrined, 
Most  fondly  cherish'd,  in  the  purest  mind ; 
To  twine  with  flowers  those  loved,  endearing  ties. 
On  earth  so  sweet — so  perfect  in  the  skies  1 

Nursed  in  the  lap  of  solitude  and  shade, 
TbB  violet  smiles,  embosom'd  in  the  glade 
There  sheds  her  spirit  on  the  lonely  gale. 
Gem  of  seclusion  !  treasure  of  the  vale  ! 
Thus,  fur  retired  from  life's  tumultuous  road. 
Domestic  Blias  has  fixed  her  calm  abode 
Where  haHoVd  Innocence  and  sweet  Repose 
May  strew  her  shadowy  path  with  many  a  rose. 
As,  when  dread  thunder  shakes  the  troubled  sky, 
The  cherubv  Infimcy,  can  dose  its  eye. 
And  sweetly  smile,  unconscious  of  a  tear, 
While  viewless  angols  wave  their  pinions  near  ; 
Thus,  while  around  the  storms  of  Discord  roll. 
Borne  on  resLstless  wing  from  pole  to  pole. 
While  War^s  red  lightnhigs  desolate  the  ball. 
And  thrones  and  empires  in  destruction  fidl ; 
Then  calm  as  evening  on  the  silvery  wave. 
When  the  wind  slumbers  in  the  ocean  cave. 
She  dwells  unruflled,  in  her  bower  of  rest. 
Her  empire  Home! — ^her  throne,  Afifection's  breast ! 

I     For  her,  sweet  Nature  wears  her  loveliest  blooms, 
And  softer  sunshine  every  scene  illumes. 
When  Spring  awakes  the  spirit  of  the  breeze, 
Whose  light  wing  undulates  the  sleeping  seas ; 
When  Summer,  waving  her  creative  wand. 
Bids  verdure  smile,  and  glowing  life  expand ; 
Or  Autumn's  pencil  sheds,  with  magic  tracer 
O'er  fiiding  loveliness,  a  moonlight  grace ; 
Oh !  still  for  her,  throu^  Nature's  boundless  reign, 
Ko  charm  is  ket^  no  beauty  blooms  in  vain ; 
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While  mental  peace,  o'er  every  prospect  bright. 
Throws  meUowiug  tints  and  harmonising  light  1 
Lo  !  borne  on  clouds,  in  rushing  might  sublime. 
Stem  Winter,  bursting  from  the  polar  clime^ 
Triumphant  waves  his  signal-torch  on  high. 
The  blood-red  meteor  of  the  northern  sky  1 
And  high  through  darkness  rears  his  giant-form. 
His  throne  the  billow,  and  his  flag  the  storm  ! 
Yet  then,  when  bloom  and  sunshine  are  no  more. 
And  the  wild  surges  foam  along  the  shore. 
Domestic  Blias,  thy  heaven  is  still  serene. 
Thy  star  \mdouded,  and  thy  myrtle  green ! 
Thy  fane  of  rest  no  raging  storms  invade — 
Sweet  peace  is  thine,  the  seraph  of  the  shade  ! 
Clear  through  the  day,  her  light  around  thee 

glows. 
And  gilds  the  midnight  of  thy  deep  repose ! 
— Hail,  sacred  Home  1  where  soft  Affection's  hand 
With  flowers  of  Eden  twines  her  magic  band ! 
Where  pure  and  bright  the  social  ardours  rise, 
Concentring  all  their  holiest  enei^gies  I — 
When  wasting  toil  has  dimm'd  the  vital  flame, 
And  every  power  deserts  the  sinking  fiiune. 
Exhausted  nature  still  from  sleep  implores 
The  charm  that  lulls,  the  manna  that  restores  ! 
Thus,  when  oppress'd  with  rude,  tumultuous  cares, 
To  thee,  sweet  Home  !  the  £sunting  mind  repairs ; 
Still  to  thy  breast,  a  wearied  pilgrim,  flies, 
Her  ark  of  refuge  from  uncertain  skies ! 

Bower  of  repose  !  when,  torn  from  all  we  love. 
Through  toil  we  struggle,  or  through  distance  rove; 
To  thee  we  turn,  still  faithful,  from  afiu? — 
Thee,  our  bright  vista !  thee,  our  magnet-star ! 
^nd  from  the  martial  field,  the  troubled  sea. 
Unfettered  thought  still  roves  to  bliss  and  thee  ! 

When  ocean-sounds  in  awfiil  slumber  die. 
No  wave  to  murmur,  and  no  gale  to  sigh ; 
Wide  o'er  the  world  when  Peace  and  Midnight  reign. 
And  the  moon  trembles  on  the  sleeping  main ; 
At  that  still  hour,  the  sailor  wakes  to  keep, 
Midst  the  dead  calm,  the  vigil  of  the  deep  ! 
No  gloaming  shores  his  dim  horizon  bound. 
All  heaven — and  sea — and  solitude — around  ! 
Then,  from  the  lonely  deck,  the  silent  helm, 
From  the  wide  grandeur  of  the  shadowy  realm. 
Still  homeward  borne,  his  fimcy  unconfined. 
Leaving  the  worlds  of  ocean  for  behind. 
Wings  like  a  meteor-flash  her  swift  career. 
To  the  loved  scenes,  so  distant,  and  so  dear ! 

Lo  i  the  rude  whirlwind  rushes  firom  its  cavo^ 
And  Danger  frowns — the  monarch  of  the  wave  I 
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Lq  1  rocks  and  storms  the  striTiog  bark  repel. 
And  Death  and  Shipwreck  ride  the  foaming  swell ! 

Child  of  the  ocean  !  is  thy  bier  the  surge, 
Thy  grave  the  bUlow,  and  the  wind  thy  diigel 
Yes  !  thy  long  toO,  thy  weary  conflict  o*er. 
No  storm  shall  wake,  no  perils  rouse  thee  more  ! 
Tet,  in  that  solemn  hour,  that  awful  strife, 
The  struggling  agony  for  death  or  life, 
Ken  then  thy  mind,  embittering  every  pain, 
Retraced  the  image  so  beloved — ^in  vain  ! 
Still  to  sweet  Home  thy  last  regrets  were  true. 
Life's  parting  sigh — the  miurmur  of  adieu  ! 

Can  war^s  dread  scenes  the  hallow'd  ties  effiicc, 
Each  tender  thought,  each  fond  remembrance 

chase? 
Can  fields  of  carnage,  days  of  toil,  destroy 
The  loved  impression  of  domestic  joy  ? 

Ye  daylight  dreams !  that  cheer  the  soldier's 
breast. 
In  hostQo  climes,  with  spells  benign  and  blest, 
Soothe  his  brave  heart,  and  shod  your  glowing  ray 
Oor  the  long  march  through  Desolation's  way; 
Oh  !  stOl  ye  bear  him  fix>m  th'  ensanguined  plain, 
Armour^s  bright  flash,  and  Victory's  choral  strain, 
To  that  loved  Homo  where  pure  affection  glows, 
That  shrine  of  bliss  !  asylum  of  repose  ! 
When  all  is  hush'd — the  rage  of  combat  past, 
And  no  dread  war-note  swells  the  moaning  blast; 
When  the  warm  throb  of  many  a  heart  is  o'er. 
And  many  an  eye  is  closed  to  wake  no  more ; 
Lull'd  by  the  night-wind,  pillow'd  on  the  ground, 
(The  dewy  deathbed  of  his  comrades,  round  !)    * 
While  o'er  the  slain  the  tears  of  midnight  weep, 
Faint  with  &tigue,  he  sinks  in  slumbers  deep  ! 
E'en  then,  soft  visions,  hovering  round,  portray 
The  cherish'd  forms  that  o'er  his  bosom  sway ; 
He  sees  fond  transport  light  each  beaming  face. 
Meets  the  warm  tear^bx>p  and  the  long  embrace ! 
While  the  sweet  welcome  vibrates  through  his 

heart, 
"  Hail,  weary  soldier  I — never  more  to  part !" 

And  lo  !  at  last,  released  from  every  toil. 
He  comes  ! — ^the  wanderer  views  his  native  soil ! 
Then  the  bright  raptures  words  can  never  speak 
Flash  in  his  eye  and  mantle  o'er  his  cheek  ! 
Then  Love   and    Friendship,  whose    unceasing 

prayer 
Implored  for  him  each  guardian-spirit's  care ; 
Who,  for  his  &te,  through  sorrow's  lingering  year. 
Had  proved  each  thrilling  pulse  of  hope  and  fear; 


In  that  blest  moment,  all  the  past  forget — 
Houn  of  8oq;>enao  and  vigils  of  regret ! 

And  oh  I  for  him,  the  child  of  rude  alarms. 
Reared  by  stem  danger  in  the  school  of  anna  ! 
How  sweet  to  change  the  war-song's  pealing  note 
For  woodland-sounds  in  summer  air  that  float ! 
Through  valeeofpeaoe,  o'ermountain  wilds  to  roam, 
Andbreathehisnativegales,thatwhisper — 'Home." 

Hail,  sweet  endearments  of  domestic  ties. 
Charms  of  existence  !  angel  sjrmpathies  ! 
Though  Pleasure  smile,  a  soft  Circassian  queen  ! 
And  guide  her  votaries  through  a  Bediy  scene. 
Where  sylphid  forms  beguile  their  vernal  hours 
With  mirth  and  music  in  Arcadian  bowers ; 
Though  gazing  nations  hail  the  fiery  car 
That  bears  the  Son  of  Conquest  torn  afiur, 
AVhile  Fame's  loud  pean  bids  his  heart  rejoice. 
And  every  life-pulse  vibrates  to  her  voice ; — 
Yet  fix>m  your  source  oIkhu^  in  mazes  bright, 
Flows  the  full  current  of  serene  delight ! 

On  Freedom's  wing,  that  every  wild  explores, 
Through  realms  of  space,  th'  aspiring  ea^e  soars! 
Darts  o'er  the  clouds,  exulting  to  admire, 
Meridian  glory — on  her  throne  of  fire  ! 
Bird  of  the  Sun  !  his  keen  unwearied  gaze 
Hails  the  fiill  noon,  and  triumphs  in  the  blaze ; 
But  soon,  descending  from  his  height  sublime. 
Day's  burning  fount,  and  light's  empyreal  dime. 
Once  more  he  speeds  to  joys  more  calmly  blest. 
Midst  the  dear  inmates  of  his  lonely  nest ! 

Thus  Qenius,  mounting  on  his  bright  career 
Through  the  wide  regions  of  the  mental  ^herc. 
And  proudly  waving  in  his  gifted  hand. 
O'er  Fancy's  worlds,  Invention's  plastic  wand. 
Fearless  and  firm,  with  lightning-eye  surveys 
The  clearest  heaven  of  intellectual  rays  I 
Yet,  on  his  course  though  loftiest  hopes  attend. 
And  kindling  raptures  aid  him  to  ascend, 
(While  in  his  mind,  with  high-bom  grandeur 

fraught, 
Dilate  the  noblest  energies  of  thought ;) 
Still,  from  the  bliss,  ethereal  and  refined, 
Wliich  crowns  the  soarings  of  triuimphant  mind, 
At  length  he  flies,  to  that  serene  retreat, 
Where  calm  and  pure  the  mild  affections  meet ; 
Embosom'd  there,  to  feel  and  to  impart 
The  softer  pleasures  of  the  social  heart ! 

Ah  I  weep  for  those,  deserted  and  forlonu 
From  every  tie  by  &te  relentless  torn ; 
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See,  on  the  barren  coast,  the  lonely  isle, 
Mark'd  with  no  step,  uncheer'd  by  human  smile, 
Heartsick  and  £sunt  the  ship-wreck'd  wanderer 

stand. 
Raise  the  dim  eye,  and  lift  the  suppliant  hand  ! 
Explore  with  fruitless  gaze  the  billowy  main, 
And  weep— and  pray — and  linger — ^but  in  vain  ! 

Thence,  roving  wild  through  many  a  depth  of 
shade. 
Where  voice  ne'er  echo'd,  footstep  never  stray'd. 
He  fondly  seelra,  o*or  clifiBi  and  deserts  rude. 
Haunts  of  mankind  midst  realms  of  solitude  ! 
And  paoBes  oft,  and  sadly  hears  alone 
The  wood's  deep  sigh,  the  surge  s  distant  moan  ! 
All  else  is  hush'd  !  so  silent,  so  profound. 
As  if  some  viewless  power,  presiding  round. 
With  mystic  spell,  imbroken  by  a  breath, 
Had  spread  for  ages  the  repose  of  death  ! 
Ah  !  still  the  wanderer,  by  the  boundless  deep. 
Lives  bat  to  watch — and  watches  but  to  weep  ! 
Ho  sees  no  sail  in  fiiint  perspective  rise, 
His  th€  dread  loneliness  of  sea  and  skies  ! 
Far  from  his  cherish'd  friends,  his  native  shore, 
Banish'd  from  being — ^to  return  no  more ; 
There  most  he  die  ! — ^within  that  circling  wave. 
That  lonely  isle — ^his  prison  and  his  grave  ! 

Lo  I  through  the  waste,  the  wilderness  of  snows, 
With  fainting  step,  Siberia's  exile  goes ! 
Homeless  and  sad,  o'er  many  a  polar  wild, 
Where  beam,  or  flower,  or  verdure  never  smiled ; 
Where  frost  and  silence  hold  their  despot-reign, 
And  bind  existence  in  eternal  chain  ! 
Child  of  the  desert  I  pilgrim  of  the  gloom  ! 
Datk  is  the  path  which  leads  thee  to  the  tomb  ! 
While  on  thy  faded  cheek  the  arctic  air 
Congeals  the  bitter  tear-drop  of  despair ! 
Tei  not  that  feite  condemns  thy  closing  day 
In  that  stem  clime  to  shed  its  parting  ray; 
Koithat  fidr  nature's  loveliness  and  light 
Ko  more  shall  beam  enchantment  on  thy  sight  ; 
Ah  !  not  for  t^tf— far,  for  beyond  relief 
Deep  in  thy  bosom  dwells  the  hopeless  grief; 
But  that  no  friend  of  kindred  heart  is  there, 
Thy  woes  to  mitigate,  thy  toils  to  share; 
That  no  mild  soother  fondly  shall  assuage 
The  stormy  trials  of  thy  lingering  age ; 
Xo  smile  of  tenderness,  with  angel  power. 
Lull  the  dread  pongs  of  dissolution's  hour ; 
For  this  alone,  despair,  a  withering  guest. 
Sits  on  thy  brow,  and  cankers  in  thy  breast ! 
Tes !  there,  e'en  there,  in  that  tremendous  dime. 
Where  desert  gnindeur  frowns  in  pomp  sublime ; 


Where  winter  triumphs,  through  the  polar  nighty 
In  all  his  wild  magnificence  of  might ; 
E'en  iKert,  affection's  hallow'd  spell  might  pour 
The  light  of  heaven  around  th'  inclement  shore  ! 
And,  like  the  vales  with  gloom  and  sunshine 

graced. 
That  smile,  by  circling  Pyrenees  embraced. 
Teach  the  pure  heart  with  vital  fires  to  glow. 
E'en  'midst  the  world  of  solitude  and  snow  ! 
The  halcyon's  charm,  thus  dreaming  fictions  feigu^ 
With  mystic  power  could  tranquillise  the  main ; 
Bid  the  loud  wind,  the  mountain  billow  sleep. 
And  peace  and  silence  brood  upon  the  deep  ! 

And  thus,  Affection,  can  ihy  voice  compose 
The  stormy  tide  of  passions  and  of  woes ; 
Bid  every  throb  of  wild  emotion  cease, 
And  lull  misfortune  in  the  arms  of  peace  ! 

Oh  !  mark  yon  drooping  form,  of  aged  mien. 
Wan,  yet  resign'd,  and  hopeless,  yet  serene ! 
Long  ere  victorious  time  had  sought  to  chase 
The  bloom,  the  smile,  that  once  illumed  his  £ace. 
That  faded  eye  was  dimm'd  with  many  a  care. 
Those  waving  locks  were  silver'd  by  despair ! 
Yet  filial  love  can  pour  the  sovereign  balm. 
Assuage  his  pangs,  his  wounded  spirit  calm  ! 
He,  a  sad  emigrant !  condemn'd  to  roam 
In  life's  pale  autumn  from  his  ruin'd  home. 
Has  borne  the  shock  of  Peril's  darkest  wave. 
Where  joy  —  and  hope — and  fortune — found  a 

grave ! 
'Twos  his  to  see  Destruction's  fiercest  band 
Rush,  like  a  Typhon,  on  his  native  land. 
And  roll  triumphant  on  their  blasted  way. 
In  fire  and  blood,  the  deluge  of  dismay  1 
Unequal  combat  raged  on  many  a  plain. 
And  patriot-valour  waved  the  sword  in  vain  ! 
Ah  !  gallant  exile !  nobly,  long;  he  bled. 
Long  braved  the  tempest  gathering  o'er  his  head ! 
Till  all  was  lost !  and  horror's  darkened  eye 
Roused  the  stem  spirit  of  despair  to  die  ! 

Ah  !  gallant  exile !  in  the  storm  that  roU'd 
Far  o'er  his  country,  rushing  imcontroU'd, 
The  flowers  that  graced  his  path  with  loveliest 

bloom, 
Tom  by  the  blost,  were  scattered  on  the  tomb  ! 
When  carnage  burst,  exulting  in  the  strife. 
The  bosom  ties  that  bound  his  soul  to  life. 
Yet  one  was  spared  1  and  she,  whose  filial  smile 
Can  soothe  his  wanderings  and  his  tear6  beguile^ 
E'en  then  could  temper,  with  divine  relief. 
The  wild  delirium  of  unbotmded  griof ; 
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And,  whispering  peace,  conceal  with  duteous  art 
Her  own  deep  sorrowB  in  her  inmost  heart ! 
And  now,  though  time,  subduing  ereiy  trace. 
Has  iiidhw*d  all,  he  never  can  erase  ; 
Oft  win  the  wanderer^B  tears  in  sflcnce  flow. 
Still  sadly  fiiithfiil  to  remember* d  woe  ! 
Then  she,  who  feels  a  fkthcr*s  pang  alone, 
(Still  fondly  struggling  to  suppress  her  own,) 
With  anxious  tenderness  ts  ever  nigh. 
To  chase  the  image  that  awakes  the  sigh  ! 
Her  angel-Toice  his  fidnting  soul  can  raise 
To  brighter  Tisions  of  celestial  days  ! 
And  speak  of  realms,  where  Virtue's  wing  shall  soar 
On  eagle-plume — ^to  wonder  and  adore ; 
And  fiiends,  divided  here,  shall  meet  at  last, 
Unite  thehr  kindred  souls — and  smile  on  all  the 
past ! 

Yes  !  we  may  hope  that  nature's  deathless  tics, 
Kenew'd,  refined,  shall  triumph  in  the  skies  ! 
Heart«oothing  thought !  whose  loved,  consoling 

powers 
With  seraph-dreams  can  gild  reflection's  hours, 
Oh  I  still  bo  near,  and  brightening  through  the 

g^oom. 
Beam  and  ascend  !  the  day^tar  of  the  tomb  ! 
And  smile  for  those,  in  sternest  ordeals  proved. 
Those  lonely  hearts,  bereft  of  all  they  lovedL 

I.o  !  by  the  couch  where  pain  and  chUl  disease 
la  every  vein  the  ebbing  life-blood  freeec ; 
Where  youth  is  taught,  by  stealing,  slow  decay. 
Life's  closing  lesson — ^in  its  dawning  day ; 
Wlicro  beauty's  rose  is  withering  ere  its  prime. 
Unchanged  by  soirow  and  unsoU'd  by  time  ; 
There,  bending  still,  with  fix'd  and  sleci^ess  eye, 
There,  from  her  child,  the  mother  learns  to  die ; 
Explores,  with  fearful  gaze,  each  mournful  trace 
Of  lingering  sickneas  in  the  fiuled  face ; 
Through  the  sad  nighty  when  every  hope  is  fled. 
Keeps  her  lone  vigil  by  the  sufferer's  bed ; 
And  starts  each  mom,  as  deeper  marks  declare 
The  spoiler's  hand — the  blight  of  death  is  there  ! 
He  comes  !  now  feebly  in  the  exhausted  fhune, 
Slow,  languid,  quivering,  bums  the  vital  flame ; 
From  the  glazed  eye-ball  sheds  its  parting  ray — 
Dim,  transient  spark,  that  fluttering  fades  away  ! 
Faint  beats  the  hovering  pulse,  the  trembling  heart ; 
Yet  fond  existence  lingers  ere  she  part ! 

1^  past !  the  struggle  and  the  pang  are  o'er. 
And  life  shall  throb  with  agony  no  more ; 
While  o'er  the  wasted  form,  the  features  pale. 
Death's  awful  shadows  throw  their  silvery  veiL 


Departed  spirit !  on  this  earthly  sphere 

Though  poignant    saflering  mark'd   thy   riiort 

career. 
Still  could  maternal  love  beguile  thy  woea, 
And  hush  thy  sighs — an  angel  of  repose  ! 

But  who  may  charm  her  sleepless  pang  to  veet^ 
Or  draw  the  thorn  that  rankles  in  her  breast  t 
And,  while  she  bends  in  silence  o'er  thy  bier. 
Assuage  the  grief,  too  heart-sick  for  a  tear? 
Visions  of  hope  in  loveliest  hues  array'd. 
Fair  scenes  of  bliss  by  fimpy's  hand  portrayed ! 
And  were  ye  doom'd  with  felse,  illusive  smile, 
With  flattering  promise,  to  enchant  awhile  ? 
And  are  ye  vanish'd,  never  to  return. 
Set  in  the  darkness  of  Uie  mouldering  urn  1 
Will  no  bright  hour  departed  joys  restore  ? 
Shall  the  sad  parent  meet  her  child  no  moret 
Behold  no  more  the  soul-illiuninod  feoe. 
The  expressive  smile,  the  animated  grace  ! 
Must  the  fieur  blossom,  wither'd  in  the  tomb. 
Revive  no  more  in  loveliness  and  bloom  1 
Descend,  blest  fiuth  !  dispel  the  hopeless  care. 
And  chase  the  gathering  phantoms  of  despair ; 
Tell  that  the  flower,  transplanted  in  its  mora. 
Enjoys  bright  Eden,  freed  from  eveiy  thorn ; 
Expands  to  milder  suns,  and  softer  dew% 
The  full  perfection  of  immortal  hues; 
Tell,  that  when  mounting  to  her  native  skiee^ 
By  death  released,  the  parent  spirit  flies ; 
There  shall  the  child,  in  anguish  moum'dBolong, 
With  rapture  hail  her  midst  the  cherub  throo^ 
And  guide  her  pinion  on  exulting  flight, 
Tlirough  glory's  boundless  realms,  and  worida  of 
living  light 

Ye  gentle  spirits  of  departed  friends ! 
If  e'er  on  earth  your  buoyant  wing  desoeiida; 
If,  with  benignant  care,  ye  linger  near. 
To  guard  the  objects  in  existence  dear; 
If,  hovering  o'er,  ethereal  band  !  ye  view 
The  tender  sorrows,  to  your  memory  trae ; 
Oh  !  in  the  musing  hour,  at  midnight  deep^ 
While  for  your  loss  affection  wakes  to  weep ; 
\Miile  every  sound  in  hallow'd  stillness  lies* 
But  the  low  murmur  of  her  plaintive  sighs; 
Oh  !  then,  amidst  that  holy  calm  be  near. 
Breathe  your  light  whisper  softly  in  her  ear; 
With  secret  spells  her  wx)unded  mind  oompoae^ 
And  chase  the  fiuthful  tear — ^for  you  that  flows : 
Be  near — ^when  moonlight  spreads  the  duunm  you 

loved 
O'er  scenes  where  once  your  earthly  fbotstep 

roved. 
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Then,  while  she  waaden  o*er  the  sparkling  dew, 
nirongh  ^ens  and  wood-pathsy  onoe  endear*d 

tyyou. 
And  fondly  lingers  in  jour  fiivourite  bowers^ 
And  pauses  oft,  recalling  former  hours ; 
Then  ware  your  pinion  o'er  each  well-known  vale, 
Float  in  the  moonbeam,  sigh  upon  the  gale; 
Bid  your  wild  symphonies  remotely  swell. 
Borne  by  the  summer-wind  from  grot  and  dell ; 
And  touch  your  viewless  harps,  and  soothe  her  soul 
With  soft  enchantments  and  divine  control ! 
Be  near,  sweet  guardians  t  watch  her  sacred  rest^ 
When  Slumber  folds  her  in  his  magic  vest; 
Around  her,  smiling,  let  your  forms  arise, 
Retum'd  in  dreams,  to  bless  her  mental  eyes ; 
Effiioe  the  memory  of  your  last  fiirewell — 
Of  glowing  joya^  of  radiant  prospects  tell ; 
The  sweet  communion  of  the  past  renew. 
Reviving  former  scenes,  array'd  in  softer  hue. 

Be  near  when  death,  in  virtue's  brightest  hour. 
Galls  up  each  pang,  and  summons  all  his  power; 
Oh  !  then,  transcending  Fancy's  loveliest  dream, 
Then  let  your  forms  unvoU'd  around  her  beam ; 
Then  waft  the  vision  of  unclouded  light, 
A  burst  of  glory,  on  her  closing  sight ; 
Wake  from  the  harp  of  heaven  th' immortal  strain, 
To  hush  the  final  agonies  of  pain ; 
"^^ith  rapture's  flame  the  parting  soul  illume, 
And  smile  triumphant  through  the  shadowy  gloom ! 
Oh !  still  be  near,  when,  darting  into  day, 
Th*  grralting  spirit  Icoves  her  bonds  of  clay ; 
Be  yours  to  guide  her  fluttering  wings  on  high 
0*er  many  a  world,  ascending  to  the  sky ; 
There  let  your  presence,  once  her  earthly  joy. 
Though  dimm'd  with  tears  and  clouded  with  alloy, 
Now  form  her  bliss  on  that  celestial  shore 
Where  death  shall  sever  kindred  hearts  no  more. 

Yes  !  in  the  noon  of  that  Elysion  clime. 
Beyond  the  sphere  of  anguish,  death,  or  time ; 
Where  mind's  bright  eye,  with  renovated  fire, 
Shall  beam  on  gkiriee  never  to  expire ; 
Oh  !  there  th'  illumined  soul  may  fondly  trust, 
More  poie^  more  perfect,  rising  from  the  dust, 
Those  mild  affections,  whose  consoling  light 
Sheds  the  soft  moonbeam  on  terrestrial  night, 
Sublimed,  ennobled,  shall  for  ever  glow, 
F.xalting  n^piare — not  assuaging  woe  ! 


I 


TO  MR  EDWARDS,  THE  HARPER   OP 

CONWAY. 

[Some  of  the  bapirfeft  di^  the  young  poetets  ever  paned 
were  during  occaeional  Tfate  to  wme  frieodf  at  Conwaj,  tdiert 
the  charms  of  the  scenery,  eombining  aU  that  is  most  beauti- 
ful in  wood,  water,  and  ruin,  are  sufficient  to  inspire  the  most 
prosaic  temperament  with  a  certain  degree  of  enthusiasm ; 
and  it  may  therefore  well  be  supposed  bow  iierTently  a  soul 
constituted  like  bers  would  worship  Nature  at  so  fitting  a 
shrine.  With  that  happy  rersatility  which  was  at  all  times  a 
leading  characteristic  of  her  mind,  she  would  now  enter  with 
cfaild-lilie  playfulness  into  the  enjoyments  of  a  mountain 
scramble,  or  a  pic-nic  water  party,  the  gayest  of  the  merry 
band,  of  whom  some  are  now,  like  herself,  laid  low,  some  fsr 
away  in  foreign  leads,  some  changed  by  sorrow,  and  all  by 
time ;  and  then,  in  graver  mood,  dream  away  hours  of  pen- 
sive contemplation  amidst  the  gn^  ruins  of  that  noblest  of 
Welsh  castles,  standing,  as  it  then  did,  in  solitary  grandeur, 
unapproached  by  bridge  or  causeway,  flinging  its  broad  shadow 
across  the  tributary  wares  which  washed  its  regal  walls.  These 
lovely  scenes  never  oeeeed  to  retain  their  bold  over  the  hnagi- 
natton  of  her  whose  youthful  muse  had  so  often  odebiated 
their  praises.  Her  peculiar  Admiration  of  Urs  Joanna 
Baillie's  play  of  EXhwaUL  was  always  pleasingly  associated 
with  the  recollection  of  her  having  first  read  it  amklst  the 
ruins  of  C!onway  Castle.  At  Conway,  too,  she  first  made 
acquaintance  with  the  lively  and  graphic  Chronicles  of  the 
chivalrous  Froissart,  whose  inspiring  pages  never  lost  tlieir 
place  in  her  fkvour.  Her  own  little  poem,  "  Tlie  Ruin  and 
its  Ftowers,"  which  will  be  found  amongst  tlie  earlier  pieces 
in  the  present  collection,  was  written  on  an  excursion  to  the 
old  fortress  of  Dyganwy,  the  remahis  of  whidi  are  dtuated 
on  a  bokl  promontory  near  the  entrance  of  the  river  Conway ; 
and  whose  ivied  walls,  now  fut  mouldering  into  <d>livion,  once 
bore  their  part  bravely  in  the  defiance  of  Wales;  and  are 
further  endeared  to  the  lovers  of  song  and  tradition  as  having 
echoed  the  complaints  of  the  captive  Elphin,  and  resounded 
to  the  harp  of  Taliedn.  A  scarcely  degenerate  representative 
of  that  gifted  bard  ^  had,  at  the  time  now  alluded  to,  his 
appropriate  dwelling-plaoe  at  Conway ;  but  his  strains  have 
long  been  silenced,  and  there  now  remain  few,  indeed,  on 
whom  the  Druidical  mantle  has  lUlen  so  worthily.  In  the 
days  when  his  playing  was  beard  by  one  so  fitted  to  enjoy  its 
originality  and  beauty, 

"  The  minitrel  wm  infirm  and  old ;  " 
but  his  inspiration  had  not  yet  forsalcen  him ;  and  the  follow- 
ing lines  (written  in  ISll)  will  give  an  idea  of  the  magic 
power  he  stUl  knew  bow  to  exercise  o\-er  the  fseUngs  of  hie 
auditors.] 

Minstrel  !  whose  gifted  hand  can  bring 
Life,  rapture,  soul,  from  every  string  ; 
And  wake,  like  bards  of  former  time, 
The  spirit  of  the  harp  sublime ; — 
Oh  !  still  prolong  the  varjring  strain  ! 
Oh  I  touch  th'  enchanted  chords  again  ! 

1  MrEdwards,  the  Harper  of  Conway,  as  be  was  generally 
called,  had  been  blind  from  his  birth,  and  was  endowed  with 
that  extreorMnary  muskal  genius  by  which  persons  sofliBring 
under  socfa  a  visitation  are  not  nnlkvquently  indemnified. 
From  the  respectability  of  his  drcamstanoes,  be  was  not 
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Thine  is  the  chann,  suspending  care, 
The  heavenly  swell,  the  dying  dose. 
The  cadence  melting  into  air. 
That  lulls  each  passion  to  repose ; 
While  transport,  lost  in  silenoe  near. 
Breathes  all  her  language  in  a  tear. 

Exult,  0  Cambria  1 — now  no  more 
With  sighs  thy  slaughtered  bards  deplore : 
What  though  Plinlimmon's  misty  brow 
And  Mona's  woods  bo  silent  now. 
Yet  can  thy  Conway  boost  a  strain 
Unrivall'd  in  thy  proudest  reign. 

For  Qenius,  with  divine  control. 
Wakes  the  bold  chord  neglected  long, 
And  pours  Expression's  glowing  soul 
0*cr  the  wild  Harp,  renown'd  in  song ; 
And  Inspiration,  hovering  round, 
Swells  the  fiill  energies  of  sound. 

Now  Grandeur,  pealing  in  the  tone, 
Could  rouse  the  warrior's  kindling  fire. 
And  now,  'tis  like  the  breease*8  moan. 
That  murmurs  o'er'th'  Eolian  lyre : 
As  if  some  sylph,  with  viewless  wing. 
Were  sighing  o'er  the  magic  string. 

Long,  long,  &ir  Conway  !  boast  the  skill 
That  soothes,  inspires,  commands,  at  will ! 
And  oh  !  while  rapture  hails  the  lay. 
Far  distant  be  the  closing  day, 
When  Genius,  Taste,  again  shall  wcop. 
And  Cambria's  Harp  lie  hush'd  in  sleep  ! 
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Stop,  passenger  !  a  wondrous  tale  to  list- 
Here  lies  a  fiEunous  Mineralogist 


caDad  npoo  to  cxcrdn  his  tafenti  with  any  Tiew  to  rtmmier- 
ation.  H«  played  to  deUgfat  himadf  and  oth«n;  and  the 
Innooent  complacency  with  which  be  enjoyed  the  ecataeiee 
called  forth  by  his  skill,  and  the  degree  of  ajqwedation  with 
which  be  regarded  hhnself,  as  in  a  manner  consecmted,  by 
being  made  the  depositary  of  a  direct  gift  from  HeaTen,  were 
as  fitf  as  poasible  remored  from  any  of  the  common  modifica- 
tions of  Tanity  or  self-conceit. 

^  **  Whilst  on  the  subject  of  Conway,  it  may  not  be  amiss 
to  introduce  two  little  pieces  of  a  very  diflerent  character  from 
the  foregoing,  [Lines  to  Mr  Edward  the  Harper,]  trtiidi 
were  written  at  the  same  place,  three  or  ibor  yean  afterwards, 
and  wHl  serve  as  a  proof  of  that  versatility  of  talent  before 
aUnded  to.  As  may  easily  be  supposed,  they  were  never  in- 
tended for  publication,  but  were  merely  a  Jni  dre$prit  of  the 
moment,  in  good-humoured  raillery  of  the  inirfifigiMe  seal 
and  perseverance  of  one  of  the  party  in  hto  geological  re- 
'"'Mamfir,  p.  90. 


Famous  indeed  1  such  traces  of  his  power, 

He^  left  from  Penmaenbach  to  Pc 

Such  caves,  and  chasms,  and  fissures  in  the  rodoB, 

His  works  resemble  those  of  earthquake  shocks; 

And  future  ages  very  much  may  wonder 

What  mighty  giant  rent  the  hiUs  oaandv. 

Or  whether  Lucifer  himself  had  ne'er 

Gone  with  his  crew  to  play  at  foot-ball  there. 

His  fossilsy  flints,  and  spars,  of  every  hoc. 
With  him,  good  reader,  here  lie  buried  too — 
Sweet  specimens  !  which,  toiling  to  obtain. 
He  split  huge  clifb,  like  so  much  wood,  in  twiuxL. 
We  knew,  so  great  the  fiiss  he  made  about  them. 
Alive  or  dead,  he  ne'er  would  rest  without  them; 
So,  to  secure  soft  slumber  to  his  bones. 
We  paved  his  grave  with  all  his  fiivouiite  stones. 
His  much-loved  hammei^s  resting  by  his  side ; 
Each  hand  contains  a  shell-fish  petrified : 
His  mouth  a  piece  of  pudding-stone  incloses, 
And  at  his  feet  a  limip  of  coal  reposes : 
Sure  he  was  bom  beneath  some  lucky  planet! — 
His  very  cofiSn-plate  is  made  of  granite. 

Weep  not,  good  reader  !  he  is  truly  blest 
Amidst  chalcedony  and  quartz  to  rest : 
Weep  not  for  him  !  but  envied  be  his  doom, 
AMiose  tomb,  though  small,  ftjr  all  he  loved  had 

room : 
And,  0  ye  rocks  ! — schist,  gneiss,  whate*er  ye  bc^ 
Ye  varied  strata  ! — ^names  too  hard  for  me — 
Sing,  "  Oh,  be  joyful ! "  for  yomr  direst  foe 
By  death's  fell  hanmier  is  at  length  laid  low. 
Ne'er  on  yotir  spoils  again  shall  W riot. 


Clear  up  yotir  cloudy  brows,  and  rest  in 

He  sleeps — ^no  longer  planning  hostile  actioni^ 

As  cold  as  any  of  his  petrifactions ; 

Enshrined  in  specimens  of  every  huei, 

Too  tranquil  e'en  to  dream,  ye  rocks;,  of  you. 


EPITAPH 

ON  THC  BAUUKK  OF  TUX  APOKSSAIO  MIXSMAUMIST. 

Here  in  the  dust,  its  strange  adventures  o*er, 
A  hammer  rests,  that  ne'er  knew  rest  before. 
Released  from  toil,  it  slumbers  by  the  side 
Of  one  who  oft  its  temper  sorely  tried ; 
No  day  e'er  pass'd,  but  in  some  desperate  strife 
Ho  rifik'd  the  faithful  hammer's  limbs  and  Hfe : 
Now  laying  siege  to  some  old  limestone  wall. 
Some  rock  now  battering,  proof  to  cannon-ball 
Now  scaling  heights  like  Alps  or  Pyrenees, 
Perhaps  a  flint,  perhaps  a  slate  to  seize ; 
But,  if  a  piece  of  copper  met  his  eyes, 
He'd  mount  a  precipice  that  touched  the 
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And  bring  down  lumps  so  precious,  and  so  many, 
Fm  sure  they  almost  would  have  made — a  penny  ! 
Thinky  when  such  deeds  as  tliese  were  daily  done, 
What  fearful  risks  this  hammer  must  have  run. 
And,  to  say  truth,  its  praise  deserves  to  shine 
In  lays  more  lofty  and  more  fSuncd  than  mine  : 
Oh  !  that  in  strains  which  no  cr  should  be  forgot. 
Its  deeds  were  blazon'd  forth  by  Walter  Scott  1 
Then  should  its  name  with  his  be  closely  link'd, 
And  Hto  till  every  mineral  were  extinct. 
Rise,  epic  bards  !  be  yours  the  ample  field — 

Bid  W 's  hammer  match  Achilles'  shield  : 

As  for  my  muse,  the  chaos  of  her  brain, 
I  search  for  specimens  of  wit  in  vain ; 
Then  let  me  cease  ignoble  rhymes  to  stammer, 
And  seek  some  theme  less  arduous  than  the  ham- 
mer; 
Remembering  well,  "  what  perils  do  environ  '* 
Woman  or  "  man  that  meddles  with  cold  iron.'* 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  POOR  QENTLEMAN, 

AS  iirmrDBD  to  be  psRroRaiEO  by  thb  orrzcsRs  or  thb 
34tu  rboimbnt  at  cxxjnmel.^ 

EnUr  Captain  Gborgb  Browns,  in  the  character  of 
Corporal  Foss. 

To-inoHT,  kind  friends,  at  your  tribunal  here. 

Stands  "  The  Poor  Qentleman,"  with  many  a  fear ; 

Since  well  he  knows,  whoe'er  may  judge  his  cause, 

That  Poverty's  no  title  to  applause. 
;   Genius  or  Wit,  pray,  who'll  admire  or  quote, 
I   If  all  their  drapery  be  a  Jbhreadbare  coat  1 
,    Who,  in  a  world  where  all  is  bought  and  sold, 
!   Hinds  a  man's  worth — except  his  worth  in  gold  ? 
I   Wholl  greet  poor  Merit  if  she  lacks  a  dinner  ! 

Hence,  starving  saint,  but  welcome,  wealthy  sinner ! 
I   Away  with  Poverty  !  let  none  receive  her, 
\   She  bears  contagion  as  a  plague  or  fever ; 

^  Bony,  and  gaunt,  and  grim  " — like  jaundiced  eyes, 

Discolonring  all  within  her  sphere  that  lies. 
I  ''Poor  Gentleman  !"  and  by  poor  soldiers,  too  I 
'  Gh,  matchless  impudence  !  without  a  sous  ! 
;   In  Bcoies,  in  actors  poor,  and  what  fiir  worse  is, 
I   With  heads,  perhaps,  as  empty  as  tlieir  purses, 
'   How  iball  they  dare  at  such  a  bar  appear  ? 

What  are  their  tactics  and  manonivrcs  here  ? 

While  thoughts  like  these  come  rushing  o'er 
our  mind, 
Ob. !  maj  we  still  indulgence  hope  to  find  ! 
Brave  sons  of  Erin  !  whose  distinguish'd  name 
Shines  with  such  brilliance  in  the  page  of  Fame, 


written  Rboot  the  Bame  time  as  the  pre- 
epttepha. 


And  you,  fidr  daughters  of  the  Emerald  Isle  t 
View  our  weak  efforts  with  approving  smile  ! 
School'd  in  rough  camps,  and  still  disdaining  art^ 
HI  can  the  soldier  act  a  borrowed  part ; 
The  march,  the  skirmish,  in  this  warlike  age, 
Are  his  rehearsals,  and  the  field  his  stage ; 
His  theatre  is  found  in  every  land. 
Where  wave  the  ensigns  of  a  hostile  band  : 
Place  him  in  danger  s  front — ^he  recks  not  where— 
Be  your  own  Wellington  his  prompter  there. 
And  on  that  stage  he  trusts,  with  fcaiful  mien. 
He'll  act  his  part  in  glory's  tragic  scene. 
Yet  here,  though  friends  aire  gaily  marshall'd 

round. 
And  from  bright  eyes  alone  he  dreads  a  wound. 
Here,  though  in  ambush  no  sharpshooter's  wile 
Aims  at  his  breast,  save  hid  in  beauty's  smile ; 
Though  all  unused  to  pause,  to  doubt,  to  fear. 
Yet  his  heart  sinks,  his  courage  fails  him  here. 
No  scenic  pomp  to  him  its  aid  supplies, 
No  stage  effect  of  glittering  pageantries  : 
No,  to  your  kindness  he  must  look  alone 
To  realise  the  hope  he  dares  not  own ; 
And  trusts,  since  here  he  meets  no  cynic  eye. 
His  wish  to  please  may  claim  indemnity. 

And  why  despair,  indulgence  when  we  crave 
From  Erin's  sons,  the  generous  and  the  brave  1 
Theirs  the  high  spirit,  and  the  liberal  thought. 
Kind,  warm,  sincere,  with  native  candour  fraught ; 
Still  has  the  stranger,  in  their  social  isle. 
Met  the  frtmk  welcome  and  the  cordial  smile. 
And  well  their  hearts  can  share,  though  unexpress'd. 
Each  thought,  each  feeling,  of  the  soldier's  breast. 

[  Ab,  In  the  present  collected  edition  of  t)ie  writings  of  Mrs 
Ilemans,  chronological  arrangement  has  heen  for  the  first 
time  strictly  attended  to,  a  selection  from  her  Juvenile  com- 
positions  has  been  given,  chiefly  as  a  matter  of  cariosity— for 
her  real  career  as  an  authoress  cannot  be  said  to  have  com- 
menced before  the  publication  of  the  section  which  immedi- 
ately follows. 

In  a  very  general  point  of  view,  the  intellectual  history  of 
Mrs  Hemans'  mind  may  be  divided  into  two  distinct  and  sepa- 
rate eras — ^the  first  of  which  may  be  termed  the  doMticalt  and 
comprehends  the  productions  of  her  pen,  from  *'  The  Restora- 
tion of  the  Works  of  Art  to  Italy,"  and  *'  Modem  Greece/' 
down  to  the  "  Historical  Scenes,**  and  the  *'  Transhttions  from 
Camoens ;" and  the  hut,  the  rcmantic^  which  commences  witli 
*'  The  Forest  Sanctuary,"  and  includes  **  The  Records  of 
Woman,"  together  with  nearly  all  her  later  efforts.  In  r^;ard 
to  excellence,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  last  section  as 
far  transcends  the  first  as  that  does  the  merely  Juvenile  Poems 
now  given,  and  which  certainly  appear  to  us  to  exhibit  occa- 
sional scintiUations  of  the  brightness  which  followed.  Even  after 
the  early  poetical  attempte  of  Cowley  and  Pope,  of  Chatterton, 
Kirke  White,  and  Byron,  these  fanmature  outpourings  of  sen- 
timent and  description  may  be  read  with  an  interest  which 
diminislies  not  by  comparison.] 
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[**  The  French,  who  in  emy  inyaaion  hmve  been  the  icourse  of  Italy,  «nd  haw  rivalled  or  rather  surpMMd  the  rapMilgr  ol 
the  Goths  and  Vandals,  laid  their  sacril^ioas  hands  on  the  unparalleled  collection  of  the  Vaticnn,  tore  its  maaCarpieeei 
from  their  pedestals,  and,  dragging  them  from  their  temples  of  maxUe,  transported  them  to  Paris,  and  consigned  them  to 

the  duU  snUen  haOs,  or  rather  staUes,  of  the  Loavre. But  the  Joy  of  discovery  was  short,  and  the 

of  taste  transitocy.**— EuaTACB's  CUusiotU  Tow  thrattgh  Ikdj/t  voL  iL  p.  00.] 


** Italia,  lUBai  O  ta  eai di«  la  ■orta 
Dono  iniWoe  dl  belleaa,  ond'  hal 
FaaaU  dote  dlafinitl  rnai, 
Cha'n  froato  writte  per  gran  doglia  port* ; 
Deh,  fcflri  to  nMQ  b^la,  o  almm  plo  forte.** 


FlUCAJA. 


La2!D  of  departed  £gune  !  whose  classio  plains 
Have  proudly  ccho'd  to  immortal  strains ; 
Whose  halloVd  soil  hath  given  the  great  andbrare, 
Day-stars  of  life^  a  birth-place  and  a  grave ; 
Homo  of  the  Arts !  where  gloiy's  fiaded  smilo 
Sheds  lingering  light  o'er  many  a  mouldering  pile ; 
Proud  wreck  of  vamsh'd  power,  of  splendour  ficd. 
Majestic  temple  of  the  mighty  dead  1 
Whose  grandeur,  yet  contending  with  decay. 
Gleams  through  the  twilight  of  thy  glorious  day ; 
Though  dimm'd  thy  brightness,  riveted  thy  chain, 
Yety  fallen  Italy  !  rqjoice  again  ! 
Lo6t>  lovely  realm  !  once  more  'tis  thine  to  gaze 
On  the  rich  relics  of  sublimer  days. 

Awake,  ye  Muses  of  Etrurian  shades, 
Or  sacred  Tivoli*s  romantic  glades ; 
Wake,  ye  that  slumber  in  the  bowery  gloom 
Where  the  wild  ivy  shadows  Virgil's  tomb ; 
Or  ye,  whoso  voice,  by  Soiga's  lonely  wave, 
Swell'd  the  deep  echoes  of  the  fountain's  cave. 
Or  thrill'd  the  soul  in  Tasso's  numbers  hi^ — 
Those  magic  strains  of  love  and  chivaliy ! 
If  yet  by  classic  streams  ye  fondly  rove. 
Haunting  the  myrtle  vale,  the  laurel  grove. 
Oh  1  rouse  «nco  more  the  daring  soul  of  song, 
Seize  with  bold  hand  the  harp,  foigot  so  long. 
And  hail,  with  wonted  pride,  those  works  revered, 
Hallow'd  by  time,  by  absence  more  endeared. 

And  breathe  to  Those  the  strain,  whose  warrior- 
might 
Each  danger  stemmed,  prevaU'd  in  evoiy  fight — 
Souls  of  unyielding  power,  to  storms  inured. 
Sublimed  by  peril,  and  by  toil  matured. 
Sing  of  that  Leoder,  whose  ascendant  mind 
Could  rouse  the  shunbering  spirit  of  mankind ; 
Whose  banners  track'd  the  vanquish'd  Eagle's  flight 
Cer  many  a  plain,  and  dark  sierra's  height; 


Who  bade  once  more  the  wild  heroic  lay 
Record  the  deeds  of  Roncesvalles'  day ; 
Who,  through  each  mountain-pass  of  rockandsnow. 
An  Alpine  huntsman,  chased  the  fear-struck  foe; 
Waved  his  proud  standard  to  the  balmy  gales, 
Rich  Langucdoc  !  that  fan  thy  glowing  vales, 
And  'midst  those  scenes  renew'd  th'  achievements 

high 
Bequeath'd  to  fame  by  England's  ancestry. 

Yet,  when  the  storm  seem'd  hush'd,  the  confli(^ 
past. 
One  strife  remain'd — ^the  mightest  and  the  last  1 
Nerved  for  the  struggle,  in  that  fateful  hour 
Untamed  Ambition  summoned  all  his  power : 
Vengeance  and  Pride,  to  &enzy  roused,  were  there^ 
And  the  stem  might  of  resolute  Despair. 
Isle  of  the  free  I  'twas  then  thy  champions  stood. 
Breasting  unmoved  the  combat's  wildest  flood ; 
Sunbeam  of  battle  !  then  thy  spirit  shone, 
Glow'd  in  each  breast,  and  sunk  with  life  alMae. 

0  hearts  devoted  !  whose  iUustrioos  doom 
Gave  there  at  once  your  triumph  and  your  tomb^ 
Yc  firm  and  fJEiithful,  in  the  ordeal  tried 
Of  that  dread  strife,  by  Freedom  sanctified ; 
Shrined,  not  entomb'd,  ye  rest  in  sacred  earth, 
Hallow'd  by  deeds  of  more  than  mortal  woitli. 
What  though  to  mark  where  sleeps  heroic  dust. 
No  sculptured  trophy  rise,  or  breathing  bust, 
Yours,  on  the  scene  where  valoiir's  race  was  nm, 
A  prouder  sepulchre — the  field  ye  won  ! 
There  every  mead,  each  cabin's  lowly  name. 
Shall  live  a  watchword  blended  with  your  fiune ; 
And  well  may  flowers  suffice  those  graves  to  crown 
That  ask  no  urn  to  blazon  their  renown  1 
There  shall  the  bard  in  future  ages  tread. 
And  bless  each  wreath  that  blossoms  o'or  tfaa 
dead; 
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ReTere  each  tree  whose  slieltenng  branches  wave 
O'er  the  low  moandBy  the  altars  of  the  brave  1 
PaoM  o'er  each  warrior's  grsas-grown  bed,  and  hear 
In  every  breeze  some  name  to  glory  dear ; 
And  as  the  shades  of  twilight  close  around, 
With  martial  pageants  people  all  the  gronnd. 
Thither  unborn  descendants  of  the  shun 
Still  throng  as  pilgrims  U>  the  holy  fane, 
While  as  they  trace  each  spot^  whose  records  tell 
Where  fought  thdr  fathers,  and  prevail'd,  and  fell. 
Warm  in  their  souls  shall  loftiest  feelings  glow. 
Claiming  proud  kindred  with  the  dust  below  ! 
And  many  an  age  shall  see  the  brave  repair 
To  learn  the  Hero's  bright  devotion  there. 

And  well,  Ausonia  I  may  that  field  of  £une, 
FVom  thee  one  song  of  echoing  triumph  claim. 
Land  of  the  lyre  1  'twas  there  th'  avenging  sword 
Won  the  bright  treasures  to  thy  fmes  restored ; 
Those  precious  trophies  o'er  thy  realms  that  throw 
A  veil  of  radiance,  hiding  half  thy  woe. 
And  bid  tiie  stranger  for  awhile  forget 
How  deep  thy  fsil,  and  deem  thee  glorious  yet. 

Tes,  fair  creations  !  to  perfection  wrought. 
Embodied  visions  of  ascending  thought ! 
Forms  of  sublimity  !  by  Qenius  traced 
In  tints  that  vindicate  adoring  taste  ! 
Whose  bri^t  originals,  to  earth  unknown, 
live  in  the  spheres  endrcling  glory's  throne ; 
Models  of  art,  to  deathless  fame  consign'd, 
Stamp'd  with  the  high-bom  majesty  of  mind ; 
Tefl^  matchless  works !  your  presence  shall  restore 
One  beam  of  splendour  to  your  native  shore. 
And  her  sad  soenes  of  lost  renown  illume. 
As  the  bright  sunset  gilds  some  hero's  tomb. 

Oh  !  ne'er,  in  other  climes,  though  many  an  e3re 
Dwelt  on  your  charms,  in  beaming  ecstasy — 
Ne'er  was  it  yours  to  bid  the  soul  expand 
With  thoughts  so  mighty,  dreams  so  boldly  grand. 
As  in  that  realm,  where  each  faint  breeze's  moan 
Seems  a  low  dixge  for  glorious  ages  gone  ; 
Where  midst  the  ruin'd  shrines  of  many  a  vale, 
ETen  Desolation  tells  a  haoghty  tale. 
And  scarce  a  fountain  flows,  a  rock  ascends. 
But  its  proud  name  with  song  eternal  blends  ! 

Yes  !  in  those  scenes  where  every  ancient  stream 
Bids  memory  kindle  o'er  some  lofty  theme ; 
Where  every  marble  deeds  of  &me  records. 
Each  ruin  tells  of  Earth's  departed  lords ; 
And  the  deep  tones  of  inspiration  sweU 
F^om  oadi  wild  olive-wood,  and  Alpine  dell ; 


Where  heroes  slumber  on  their  battle  plains^ 
Midst  prostrate  altars  and  desoted  ftnes, 
And  Fancy  communes,  in  each  londy  spot, 
With  shades  of  those  who  ne'er  shall  be  fbzgot ; 
Tkere'^N?A  yoiur  home,  and  thereyourpower  imprest. 
With  tenfold  awe,  the  pilgrim's  glowing  breast ; 
And,  as  the  wind's  deep  thrills  and  mystic  sig^ 
Woke  the  wild  harp  to  loftiest  harmoniesy 
Thus  at  your  influence,  starting  fix>m  repose^ 
Thought  Feeling,  Fancy,  into  grandeur  rose. 

Fair  Florence  !  queen  of  Amo's  lovely  vale ! 
Justice  and  Truth  indignant  heard  thy  tale. 
And  sternly  smiled,  in  retribution's  hoiur. 
To  wrest  thy  treasures  from  the  Spoiler's  power. 
Too  long  the  spirits  of  thy  noble  dead 
Moum'd  o'er  the  domes  they  rear'd  in  ages  fled. 
Those  daasic  scenes  their  pride  so  richly  graced. 
Temples  of  genius,  palaces  of  taste. 
Too  long,  with  sad  and  desolated  mien, 
Revoal'd  where  Conquest's  lawless  track  had  been ; 
Reft  of  each  form  with  brighter  light  imbued. 
Lonely  they  frown'd,  a  desert  solitude. 
Florence  1  th'  Oppressor's  noon  of  pride  is  o'er. 
Rise  in  thy  pomp  again,  and  weep  no  more  ! 

As  one  who,  starting  at  the  dawn  of  day 
From  dark  illusions,  phantoms  of  dismay, 
With  transport  heighten'd  by  those  ills  of  night, 
Hails  the  rich  glories  of  expanding  light  ; 
E'en  thus,  awakening  from  thy  dream  of  woe, 
While  heaven's  own  hues  in  radiance  round  thee 

glow. 
With  warmer  ecstasy  'tis  thine  to  trace 
Each  tint  of  beauty,  and  each  line  of  grace ; 
More  bright,  more  prized,  more  precious,  since 

deplored 
As  loved  lost  relics,  ne'er  to  be  restored — 
Thy  grief  as  hopeless  as  the  teardrop  shed 
By  fond  afltection  bending  o'er  the  dead. 

Athens  of  Italy  !  once  more  are  thine 
Those  matchless  gems  of  Art's  exhaustless  mine. 
For  thee  bright  Genius  darts  his  living  beam. 
Warm  o'er  thy  shrines  the  tints  of  Qlory  stream. 
And  forms  august  as  natives  of  the  sky 
Rise  round  each  &ne  in  faultless  majesty — 
So  chastely  perfect,  so  serenely  grand. 
They  seem  creations  of  no  mortal  hand. 

Ye  at  whose  voice  fiedr  Art,  with  eagle  glance, 
Burst  in  full  ^lendour  from  her  deathlike  tranoe— 
Whose  rallying  call  bade  slumbering  nations 
And  daring  Intellect  his  bondage  break — 
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Beneath  whoee  eye  the  lords  of  song  arose, 
And  snatch'd  the  Tuscan  lyre  fh>m  long  repose, 
And  bade  its  pealing  eneigies  resound 
With  power  electric  through  the  realms  around ; 
O  high  in  thought^  magnificent  in  soul ! 
Bom  to  inspire,  enlighten,  and  control ; 
Cosmo,  Lorenzo  !  view  your  reign  once  more. 
The  shrine  where  nations  mingle  to  adore  ! 
Again  th'  enthusiast  there,  with  ardent  gaze. 
Shall  hail  the  mighty  of  departed  days : 
Those  sovereign  spirits,  whoso  commanding  mind 
Seems  in  the  marble's  breathing  mould  enshrined; 
Still  with  ascendant  power  the  world  to  awe. 
Still  the  deep  homage  of  the  heart  to  draw ; 
To  breathe  some  spell  of  holiness  around. 
Bid  all  the  scene  be  consecrated  ground, 
And  from  the  stone,  by  Inspiration  wrought, 
Dart  the  pure  lightnings  of  exalted  thought. 

There  thou,  fair  o£Espring  of  immortal  Mind  ! 
Love's  radiant  goddess,  idol  of  mankind  ! 
Once  the  bright  object  of  Devotion's  vow, 
Shalt  daim  from  taste  a  kindred  worship  now. 
Oh  !  who  can  toll  what  beams  of  heavenly  light 
Flash'd  o'er  the  sculptor  s  intellectual  sight. 
How  many  a  glimpse,  reveal'd  to  him  alone, 
Made  brighter  beings,  nobler  worlds,  his  own ; 
Ere,  Uke  some  vision  sent  the  earth  to  bless. 
Burst  into  life  thy  pomp  of  loveliness  ! 

Young  Genius  there,  while  dwells  his  kindling 
eye 
On  forms  instinct  with  bright  divinity, 
While  new-bom  powers,  dilating  in  his  heart. 
Embrace  the  full  magnificence  of  Art ; 
From  scenes  by  Raphael's  gifted  hand  array'd. 
From  dreams  of  heaven  by  Angelo  portray'd  ; 
From  each  fair  work  of.  Grecian  skill  sublime, 
Seal'd  with  perfection,  "  sanctified  by  time ;" 
Shall  catch  a  kindred  glow,  and  proudly  feel 
His  spirit  bum  with  emulative  zeal : 
Buoyant  with  loftier  hopes,  his  soul  shall  rise. 
Imbued  at  once  with  nobler  enexgies ; 
O'er  life's  dim  scenes  on  rapid  pinions  soar, 
And  worlds  of  visionary  grace  explore. 
Till  his  bold  hand  give  glory's  daydream  birth. 
And  with  new  wonders  charm  admiring  earth. 

Venice  exult !  and  o'er  thy  moonlight  seas 
Swell  with  gay  strains  each  Adriatic  breeze  ! 
What  though  long  fled  those  years  of  martial  fame 
That  shed  romantic  lustre  o'er  thy  name ; 
Thouj^  to  the  winds  thy  streamers  idly  play. 
And  the  wUd  waves  another  Queen  obey ; 


Though  quench'd  the  spirit  of  thine  ancient  race, 
And  power  and  freedom  scarce  have  left  a  trace ; 
Tet  still  shall  Art  her  splendours  round  thee  cast, 
And  gild  the  wreck  of  years  for  ever  past 
Again  thy  fiemcs  may  boast  a  Titian's  dyes, 
Whose  clear  soft  brilliance  emulates  thy  skies. 
And  scenes  that  glow  in  colouring's  richest  bloom 
With  life's  warm  flush  Palladian  halls  illume. 
From  thy  rich  dome  again  th'  unrivaU'd  steed 
Starts  to  existence,  rushes  into  spAeod, 
Still  for  Lysippus  claims  the  vrrcath  of  &me. 
Panting  with  ardour,  vivified  with  flame. 

Proud  Bacers  of  the  Sun  !  to  fimcy's  thought 
Bui-ning  with  spirit,  from  his  essence  caught. 
No  mortal  birth  ye  seem — but  form'd  to  bear 
Heaven's  car  of  triumph  through  the  realms  of 

air; 
To  range  imcurb'd  the  pathless  fields  of  space. 
The  winds  your  rivals  in  the  glorious  race ; 
Traverse  empyreal  spheres  with  buoyant  feet. 
Free  as  the  zephyr,  as  the  shot-star  fleet ; 
And  waft  through  worlds  unknown  the  vital  ray, 
The  flame  that  wakes  creations  into  day. 
Creatures  of  fire  and  ether  !  wing'd  with  light. 
To  track  the  regions  of  the  Infinite  ! 
From  purer  elements  whose  life  vras  drawn, 
Spnmg  from  the  sunbeam,  ofi&iHring  of  the  dawn 
What  years,  on  years  in  silence  gliding  by. 
Have  spared  those  forms  of  perfect  symmetry ! 
Moulded  by  Art  to  dignify  alone 
Her  own  bright  deity's  resplendent  throne, 
Since  first  her  skill  their  fiery  grace  bestow'd 
Meet  for  such  lofty  fate,  such  high  abode. 
How  many  a  race,  whose  tales  of  glory  seem 
An  echo's  voice — the  music  of  a  dream. 
Whose  records  feebly  from  oblivion  save 
A  few  bright  traces  of  the  vrise  and  brave ; 
How  many  a  state,  whose  pillar'd  strength  sublime 
Defied  the  storms  of  war,  the  waves  of  tune. 
Towering  o'er  earth  majestic  and  alone. 
Fortress  of  power — ^has  fiomisb'd  and  is  gone ! 
And  they,  from  clime  to  clime  by  conquest  bome^ 
Each  fleeting  triumph  destined  to  adom. 
They,  that  of  powers  and  kingdoms  lost  and  won 
Have  seen  the  noontide  and  the  setting  son. 
Consummate  still  in  every  grace  remain. 
As  o'er  their  heads  had  ages  roU'd  in  vain  ! 
Ages,  victorious  in  their  ceaseless  flight 
O'er  countless  monuments  of  earthly  mig^t ! 
While  she,  from  fiiir  Byzantium's  lost  domain. 
Who  bore  those  treasures  to  her  ocean-reign, 
'Midst  the  blue  deep,  who  rcor'd  her  island  thron«^ 
And  called  th'  infinitude  of  waves  her  own; 
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!    Venioe  the  proud,  the  Regent  of  the  sea, 

'    Welcomes  in  chains  the  trophies  of  the  Free  ! 

And  thou,  whose  Eagle  towering  plume  unfurl'd 
Once  cast  its  shadow  o'er  a  Tassal  world, 
Eternal  city  !  round  whose  Curule  throne 
The  lords  of  nations  knelt  in  ages  flown  ; 
Thou,  whose  Augustan  years  have  left  to  time 
Immortal  records  of  their  glorious  prime ; 
When  deathless  bards,  thine  olive-shades  among. 
Swelled  the  high  raptures  of  heroic  song ; 
Fair,  £dlen  Empress  !  raise  thy  languid  head 
From  the  cold  altars  of  th*  illustrious  dead, 
And  once  again  nvith  fond  delight  survey 
The  proud  memorials  of  thy  noblest  day. 

Lo !  where  thy  sons,  0  Rome  !  a  godlike  train. 
In  imaged  majesty  return  again ! 
Bazds,    chiefboins,   monarchs,  tower  with  mien 

august 
0*er  scenes  that  shrine  their  venerable  dust 
Those  forms,  those  features,  limiinous  with  soul, 
StUl  o*«r  thy  children  seem  to  claim  control ; 
With  awful  grace  arrest  the  pilgrim's  glance, 
Bind  his  rapt  soul  in  elevating  trance. 
And  bid  the  past,  to  fancy's  ardent  eyes. 
From  time's  dim  sepulchre  in  glory  rise. 


Souls  of  the  lofty  !  whoso  undying  names 
Rouse  the  young  bosom  still  to  noblest  aims ; 
Oh  !  with  your  images  could  fate  restore 
Your  own  higb  spirit  to  your  sons  once  more ; 
Patriots  and  Heroes  !  could  those  flames  return 
That  bade  your  hearts  with  freedom's  ardours  bum ; 
Then  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  the  first. 
Blight  a  new  Rome  in  phoenix  grandeur  burst ! 
With  one  bright  glance  dispel  th'  horizons  gloom, 
WxUi  one  loud  call  wake  empire  from  the  tomb ; 
Bind  round  her  brows  her  own  triimiphal  crown, 
Lift  her  dread  ngis  with  majestic  frown, 
Undudn  her  eagle's  wing,  and  guide  his  flight 
To  bathe  his  plumage  in  the  fount  of  light ! 

Vain  dream !  Degraded  Rome !  thy  noon  is  o'er; 
Once  lost,  thy  spirit  shall  revive  no  more. 
It  sleeps  with  those,  the  sons  of  other  days. 
Who  fix'd  on  thee  the  world's  adoring  gaze ; 
Thoee,  blest  to  live,  while  yet  thy  star  was  high, 
More  blest,  ere  darkness  quench'd  its  beam,  to  die ! 

Tet,  though  thy  faithless  tutelary  powers 
Have  fled  thy  shrines,  left  desolate  thy  towers. 
Still,  stm  to  thee  shall  nations  bend  their  way. 
Revered  in  mln,  sovereign  in  decay ! 


Oh  !  what  can  realms  in  fiune's  full  zenith  boast 
To  match  the  relics  of  thy  splendour  lost  1 
By  Tiber^s  waves,  on  each  illustrious  hill. 
Genius  and  Taste  shall  love  to  wander  still ; 
For  there  has  Art  survived  an  empire's  doom. 
And  rear'd  her  throne  o'er  Latium's  trophied 

tomb: 
She  from  the  dust  recalls  the  brave  and  free, 
Peopling  each  scene  with  beings  worthy  thee  ! 

Oh!  ne'er  again  may  War,  withlightning-strokc. 
Rend  its  last  honours  from  the  shattor'd  oak  ! 
Long  be  those  works,  revered  by  ages,  thine, 
To  lend  one  triumph  to  thy  dim  decline. 

Bright  with  stem  beauty,  breathingwrathful  flre. 
In  all  the  grandeur  of  celestial  ire. 
Once  more  thine  own,  th'  immortal  Archer^s  form 
Sheds  radiance  round,  with  more  than  Being 

warm  I 
Oh !  who  could  view,  nor  deem  that  perfect  frame 
A  living  temple  of  ethereal  flame  ? 

Lord  of  the  daystar  !  how  may  words  portray 

Of  thy  chaste  glory  one  reflected  ray  ? 

Whate'er  the  soul  could  dream,  the  hand  could 

trace. 
Of  regal  dignity  and  heavenly  grace ; 
Each  purer  effluence  of  the  fair  and  bright. 
Whose  fitful  gleams  have  broke  on  mortal  sight 
Each  bold  idea,  borrow'd  fr^m  the  sky, 
To  vest  th'  embodied  form  of  Deity ; 
All,  all  in  thee,  ennobled  and  refined. 
Breathy  and  enchant,  transcendently  combined  ! 
Son  of  Elysium  !  years  and  ages  g^ne 
Have  boVd  in  speechless  homage  at  thy  throne. 
And  days  unborn,  and  nations  yet  to  be. 
Shall  gaze,  absorb'd  in  ecstasy,  on  thee  ! 

And  thou,  triumphant  wreck,^  e'en  yet  sublime. 
Disputed  trophy,  claimed  by  Art  and  time : 
Hail  to  that  scene  again,  where  Genius  caught 
From  thee  its  fervours  of  diviner  thought ! 
Where  He,  th'  inspired  One,  whose  gigantic  mind 
Lived  in  some  sphere  to  him  alone  assign'd  ; 
Who  from  the  past,  the  future,  and  th'  unseen 
Could  call  up  forms  of  more  than  earthly  mien : 
Unrivall'd  Angelo  on  thee  would  gaze. 
Till  lus  full  soul  imbibed  perfection's  blaze  ! 
And  who  but  he,  that  Prince  of  Art,  might  dare 
Thy  sovereign  greatness  view  without  despair  1 

1  The  BclTldere'  Torso,  the  fkrourlto  study  of  MIcIumI 
Angelo,  and  of  many  othtf  distinguished  artists. 
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Emblem  of  Rome  !  firom  power's  meridian  hurrd. 
Yet  claiming  still  the  homage  of  the  worid. 

What  hadst  thou  been,  ere  barbarous  hands 
de&ced 
7%e  work  of  wonder,  idolised  by  taste  ? 
Oh  !  worthy  still  of  some  divine  abode. 
Mould  of  a  Conqueror  !  ruin  of  a  God  1  ^ 
Still,  likesome  brokengem,  whoeequenchless  beam 
From  each  bright  firagment  pours  its  vital  stream, 
'Tis  thine,  by  &te'  unoonquer^d,  to  dispense 
From  eveiy  part  some  ray  of  excellence  ! 
E'en  yet»  informed  with  essence  from  on  high. 
Thine  is  no  trace  of  frail  mortality  ! 
Within  that  frame  a  purer  being  glows, 
Through  viewless  veins  a  bri^ter  current  flows ; 
Fill'd  with  inmiortal  life  each  muscle  swells. 
In  every  line  supernal  grandeur  dwells, 

Consummate  work  !  the  noblest  and  the  last 
Of  Qrecian  Freedom,  ere  her  reign  was  past : ' 
Nurse  of  the  mighty,  she,  while  lingering  still. 
Her  mantle  flowed  o'er  many  a  classic  hill. 
Ere  yet  her  voice  its  parting  accents  breathed, 
A  hero's  image  to  the  world  bequeathed ; 
Enshrined  in  thee  th'  impextthable  ray 
Of  high-soul'd  Qenius,  foster'd  by  her  sway. 
And  bode  thee  teach,  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
What  lofty  dreams  were  hers — who  never  shall 
return  ! 

And  mark  yon  group,  transfix'd  with  many  a  throe, 
Seal'd  with  the  image  of  eternal  woe : 
'With  fearful  truth,  terrific  power,  exprest^ 
Thy  pangs,  Laocoon,  agonise  the  breast^ 
And  the  stem  combat  picture  to  mankind 
Of  suffering  nature  and  enduring  mind. 


1  "  Quoique  oette  atatae  d*  Hercule  ait  ^t^  maltnit^  et 
mntilte  d'ane  muii^  ^iimnge,  m  trouvAnt  mu  Mta,  aans 
bru,  ^  ant  jambes,  elto  est  oqwndant  coccm  on  chef* 
d'cniTre  aux  yeux  des  connobaeim ;  et  ceax  qui  nTent  pooer 
dans  les  mjgt^re*  de  Tart, m  la  reprtentent  dans  toute  aa 
beauts.  L' Artiste,  en  Toulant  refir^aenter  Hereole,  a  forrn^ 
on  corps  id^  aodewus  de  la  nature  *  *  *  Get  Hereole 
parott  done  id  tel  qufl  put  £tre  loreqne,  porifl^par  le  iiea  des 
foiblesses  de  rfanmanit^,  Q  obtint  1' immortality  et  prit  place 
auprte  des  Dieox.  11  est  repr^sent^  sansaacan  besoin  de 
nourrlture  et  de  reparation  de  foreee.  Les  Telnes  7  sont  toot 
invisibles.**  —  WisrcKCLKAxit,  Mitloira  de  f  Art  eha  Us 
Ancient,  torn.  iL  p.  248. 

>  "  Le  Torso  d*  Hercule  parolt  on  des  demiers  ouvragas 
par&its  que  I'art  ait  produit  en  Qr^ce,  avant  la  perte  de  sa 
lib^rte.  Car  apr^  que  la  Gr^oe  ftit  rMutte  en  proiinoe 
Romaine,  I'histoire  ne  fiUt  mention  d*aucun  artiste  ctiibre 
de  osMa  nation,  Jusqa'aux  temps  du  TrfomTirat  Romain.**— 
WriscKKLMAirN,  ibid,  torn.  iL  p.  850. 


Oh,  mighty  conflict  1  though  Ins  pains  intense 
Distend  each  nerve,  and  dart  throu^  every  sense; 
Though  fix'd  on  him,  his  children's  suppliant  eyes 
Implore  the  aid  avenging  ftite  denies ; 
Though  with  the  giant-snake  in  firnitless  strifia^ 
Heaves  eveiy  muscle  with  convulsive  life. 
And  in  each  Umb  existence  writhes^  enroU'd 
Midst  the  dread  circles  of  the  venom'd  fold; 
Tet  the  strong  spirit  lives — and  not  a  07 
Shall  own  the  might  of  Nature's  agony  I 
That  furrowed  brow  unoonquer'd  soul  reveal^ 
That  patient  eye  to  angiy  Heaven  ^ypeals^ 
That  struggling  bosom  concentrates  its  bveatli. 
Nor  yields  one  moan  to  torture  or  to  death  !  * 

Sublimest  triimiph  of  intrepid  Art ! 
With  speechless  horror  to  congeal  the  hearty 
To  freeze  each  pulse,  and  dart  through  eveiy  vein 
Cold  thrills  of  fear,  keen  aympathies  of  pain ; 
Yet  teach  the  spirit  how  its  lofty  power 
May  brave  the  pangs  of  &te's  severest  hour. 

Turn  from  such  conflicts,  and  enrs^ptured  gaes 
On  soenes  where  painting  all  her  skill  displays : 
Landscapes,  by  colouring  dress'd  in  richer  dyes^ 
More  mollow'd  sunshine,  more  xindoaded  skiei^ 
Or  dreams  of  bliss  to  dying  martyrs  giveii» 
Descending  seraphs  robed  in  beams  of  heaven. 

Oh  !  sovereign  Masters  of  the  Pencil's  mi^t^ 
Its  depths  of  shadow  and  its  blaze  of  light; 
Ye,  whoso  bold  thought,  disdaining  every  bound. 
Explored  the  worlds  above,  below,  around. 
Children  of  Italy  !  who  stand  alone 
And  uni^proach'd,  midst  regions  all  your  own ; 
What  scenes,  what  beings  bless'd  your  &vour*d 

sights 
Severely  grand,  unutterably  bright ! 

>  *'  It  is  not,  in  the  same  manntf ,  In  the  agonind  Hadbs, 
or  in  the  oonndsed  musdes  of  the  I^Mooon,  that  tba  •acnt 
grace  of  its  composition  resides ;  it  is  in  the  majwllc  air  oi 
tlie  liead,  which  lias  not  yieldrd  to  suffering,  and  in  tha  deep 
sovnity  of  the  forehead,  which  seems  to  be  still  superior  to 
an  its  qffHeHcm,  and  signlfleant  of  a  mind  that  cbbboC  be 
subdued.**— AuaoK*8  Estttfs,  toL  iL  p.  400. 

'*  Laocoon  nous  ofF^  le  spectacle  de  hi  nature  ImiiiainadaBs 
la  plus  grande  douleur  dont  elle  soit  susceptible,  sous  1*  imayt 
d*un  homme  qui  tiche  de  rassembler  contre  eHe  toula  la 
force  del* esprit.  Tandis  que  Texctede  la  sooflhmos  mOm 
les  nraseles,  et  tire  Tiolemment  les  nerft,  le  eoonct  m  moetva 
sur  le  firont  gonfl^:  la  poitrine  s'^li?e  avee  peine  par  la 
n^cessit^  de  hi  respiration,  qui  est  ^galement  oontniata  par 
le  silence  que  hi  force  de  1*  &me  impoee  k  la  dooleor  qnlslls 
voudroit  ^ufKer  «  a  ♦  *  fion  air  est  plaintif,  el  bob 
criard.**— WiMCKSLMAifir,  Histoirt  derArtdkezUsAnekmt, 
torn.  iL  p.  214. 
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.    'Priumphaut  Bpiiits  I  your  exulting  eye 
I    Could  meet  the  noontide  of  eternity, 
I    And  gazo  untired,  undaunted,  uncontroll'd. 
On  all  that  Fancy  trembles  to  behold. 

I 

Bright  on  your  view  such  forms  their  splendour 

I  shed 

,    As  burst  on  prophet-bards  in  ages  fled : 

i    Forms  that  to  trace  no  hand  but  yours  might  dare. 
Darkly  sublime,  or  exquisitely  £Bur; 
These  o'er  the  walls  your  magic  skill  array'd, 

I    Glowinrich8unshine,gleamthroughmeltingshade, 
Float  in  light  graoe^  in  awful  greatness  tower. 
And  breathe  and  move,  the  records  of  your  power. 
Ini^pixed  of  heaven  1  what  heightened  pomp  ye 'cast 
0*er  all  the  deathless  trophies  of  the  past ! 
Round  many  a  marble  fime  and  classic  dome. 
Asserting  still  the  majesty  of  Rome — 
Round  many  a  work  that  bids  the  world  beHeve 
What  Grecian  Art  could  image  and  aohieye. 
Again,  creative  minds,  your  visions  throw 
li&'s  ehasten'd  warmth  and  Beauty's  mellowest 

glow. 
And  when  the  Mom's  bright  beams  and  mantling 

dyes 
Poor  the  rich  lustre  of  Auaonian  sides, 
Or  evening  sons  illume  with  purple  smile 
The  Buian  altar  and  the  pillared  aisle, 
Hmd,  ae  the  full  or  soften'd  radiance  fiUls 
On  angel-groups  that  hover  o'er  the  waUs, 
Well  may  those  temples,  where  your  hand  has  shed 
Light  o'er  the  tomb,  existence  round  the  dead, 
Sesm  like  some  world,  so  perfect  and  so  £ur. 
That  nought  of  earth  should  find  admittance  there. 
Soma  q^here,  where  beings,  to  mankind  unknown, 
Dwell  in  the  brightness  of  their  pomp  alone  ! 

Hence,  ye  vain  fictions  !  fimcy's  erring  theme  ! 
Gods  of  illusion  !  phantoms  of  a  dream  1 
YrtSi^  powerless  idols  of  departed  time. 
Fables  of  song;  delusive,  though  sublime  ! 
To  loftier  tasks  has  Roman  Art  assign'd 
Her  mafcrhloM  pencil,  and  her  mighty  mind  ! 
from,  brighter  streams  her  vast  ideas  fiow'd, 
With  purer  fire  her  ardent  spirit  glow'd. 
To  her  *twas  given  in  fimcy  to  explore 
The  land  of  miracles,  the  holiest  shore; 
That  realm  where  first  the  Light  of  life  was  sent> 
The  loved,  the  punish'd,  of  th*  Onmipotent  1 
OWJudah'shillsher  thoughts  inspired  wouldstray. 
Through  Jordan's  valleys  trace  their  lonely  way ; 
%  Sloe's  brook,  or  Almotana's  deep,^ 
Chain'd  in  dead  silence,  and  unbroken  sleep; 

*  iilwilgiie.  Tbt  name  given  Iqr  the  Aimbt  to  the  D«ad  Sea. 


Scenes,  whose  cleft  rocks  and  blasted  deserts  toll 
Where  pass'd  th'  Eternal,  where  his  anger  fell  1 
Where  ofb  his  voice  the  words  of  f&to  roveal'd, 
Swell'd  in  the  whirlwind,  in  the  thunder  peal'd. 
Or,  heard  by  prophets  in  some  palmy  vale, 
**  Breathed  still  small "  whispers  on  the  midnight 

gale. 
There  dwelt  her  spirit — there  her  hand  portray' d. 
Midst  the  lone  wilderness  or  cedar-shade, 
Ethereal  forms  with  awful  missions  fraught. 
Or  patriarch-seers  absorb'd  in  sacred  thought, 
Bards^  in  high  converse  with  the  world  of  rest^ 
Saints  of  the  earth,  and  spirits  of  the  blest. 
But  chief  to  Him,  the  Conqueror  of  the  grave. 
Who  lived  to  guide  us,  and  who  died  to  save ; 
Him,  at  whose  glance  the  powers  of  evil  fled. 
And  soul  retum'd  to  animate  the  dead; 
Whom  the  waves  own'd — and  sunk  beneath  his  eye. 
Awed  by  one  accent  of  Divinity ; 
To  Him  she  gave  her  meditative  hours, 
Hallow'd  her  thoughts,  and  sanctified  her  powers. 
O'er  her  bright  scenes  sublime  repose  she  threw. 
As  all  aroimd  the  Godhead's  presence  knew. 
And  robed  the  Holy  One's  benignant  mien 
In  beaming  mercy,  majesty  serene. 

Oh !  mark  where  Raphael's  pure  and  perfect  line 
Portrays  that  form  ineffiibly  divine  ! 
Where  with  transccndant  skill  his  hand  has  shed 
Diffusive  sunbeams  round  the  Saviour's  head;' 
Each  heaven-illumined  lineament  imbued 
With  all  the  fulness  of  beatitude. 
And  traced  the  sainted  group,  whose  mortal  sight 
Sinks  overpower 'd  by  that  excess  of  light  1 

Gaze  on  that  scene,  and  own  the  might  of  Ai-t, 
By  truth  inspired,  to  elevate  the  heart  I 
To  bid  the  soul  cxultingly  possess. 
Of  all  her  powers,  a  heighten'd  consciousness ; 
And,  strong  in  hope,  anticipate  the  day. 
The  last  of  life,  the  first  of  freedom's  ray ; 
To  realise,  in  some  unclouded  sphere, 
l^oee  pictured  glories  feebly  imaged  here  ! 
Dim,  cold  reflections  from  her  native  sky, 
F^t  effluence  of  "  the  Dayspring  from  on  high  ! " 

[This  poem  i«  thus  alluded  to  by  Ix)rd  Byron,  in  one  of  hia 
published  letters  to  Bfr  Murray,  dated  from  DIodati,  Sept. 
30th,  1818 :— ^'  Italy  or  Dafanatia  and  another  iommer  may, 
or  may  not,  set  me  off  again.  ...  I  shall  take  Felicia 
Ilemans's  Ratoration,  Ac,  witli  me— it  is  a  good  poem— 
rery."] 

«  The  Tran^fiywraHon,  thought  to  be  so  perfect  a  specbnen 
of  art,  that,  in  hononr  of  Raphael,  it  vaa  carried  befow  hii 
body  to  the  grave. 
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'*  O  Greece !  thoo  Mident  none  of  finer  arts, 
Whidi  to  bright  Sdence  blooming  Ftocy  bure» 
Be  this  thy  praise,  that  thou,  and  thoo  alone, 
In  these  hast  led  the  waj,  in  these  exc^'d, 
Crown'd  with  the  laurel  of  assenting  Thne.** 

TaoxM>2i*8  Libtrttt. 


Oh  I  who  hath  trod  thy  consecrated  clime, 
Fair  land  of  Phidias !  theme  of  lofly  strains  ! 
And  traced  each  scene  that,  midst  the  wrecks 

df  time, 
The  print  of  Gloiy's  parting  step  retains ; 
Nor  for  awhile,  in  high-wrought  dreams,  foi^t. 
Musing  on  years  gone  hy  in  brightness  there. 
The  hopes,  the  fears,  the  sorrows  of  his  lot. 
The  hues  his  fate  hath  worn,  or  yet  may  wear ; 
As  when,  from  moimtain-heights,  his  ardent  eye 
Of  sea  and  hearon  hath  track'd  the  blue  infinity  ^ 

Is  there  who  views  with  cold  unalter  d  mien. 
His  frozen  heart  with  proud  indifference  fraught. 
Each  sacred  haimt,  each  unforgotten  scene. 
Where  Freedom  triumph'd,  or  where  "Wisdom 

taught? 
Souls  that  too  deeply  feel !  oh,  envy  not 
The  sullen  calm  your  &te  hath  never  known : 
Through  the  dull  twilight  of  that  wintery  lot 
Genius  ne'er  pierced,  nor  Fancy's  sunbeam  shone, 
Nor  those  high  thoughts  that>  hailing  Glory's 
trace, 
Olowwith  the  generous  flamesof  every  age  and  race. 

m. 

But  blest  the  wanderer  whose  enthusiast  mind 
Each  muse  of  ancient  days  hath  deep  imbued 
With  lofty  lore,  and  all  his  thoughts  refined 
In  the  calm  school  of  silent  solitude  ; 
Pour'd  on  his  ear,  midst  groves  and  glens  retired. 
The  mighty  strains  of  each  illustrious  clime. 
All  that  hath  lived,  while  empires  have  expired. 
To  float  for  evcr^on  the  winds  of  time ; 
And  on  his  soul  indelibly  portray'd 
Fair  visionary  forms,  to  fill  each  classic  shade. 

IV. 

Is  not  this  mind,  to  meaner  thoughts  unknown, 
A  sanctuary  of  beauty  and  of  light  ? 
There  he  may  dwell  in  regions  all  his  own, 
A  world  of  dreams,  where  all  is  pure  and  bright 


For  him  the  scenes  of  old  renown  pcssess 
Romantic  charms,  all  veil'd  from  other  eyes ; 
There  eveiy  form  of  nature's  loveliness 
Wakes  in  his  breast  a  thousand  sympathies ; 
As  music's  voice,  in  some  lone  mountain  dell. 
From  rocks  and  caves  around  calls  forth  eacl 
echo's  swelL 

V. 

For  him  Italia's  brilliant  skies  illume 

The  bard's  lone  haunts,  the  warrior's  combat 

plains. 
And  the  wild  rose  yet  lives  to  breath  and  bloon 
Bound  Doric  Psestum's  solitary  fiinea^ 
But  most,  flEur  Greece  I  on  thy  majestic  shore 
He  feels  the  fervours  of  his  spirit  rise ; 
Thou  birth-placeof  the  Muse !  whose  voice  of  yon 
Breathed  in  thy  groves  immortal  harmonies  ; 
And  lingers  still  around  the  well-known  coast, 
Murmuringa  wild  fiairewell  to  fiune  and  freedom  lost 

VI. 

By  seas  that  flow  in  brightness  as  they  lave 
Thy  rocks,  th'  enthusiast  rapt  in  thought  mai 

stray, 
While  roves  his  eye  o'er  that  deserted  wave. 
Once  the  proud  scene  of  battle's  dread  array. 
— 0  ye  blue  viratcrs !  yc,  of  old  that  bore 
The  free,  the  conquering,  hynm'd  by  choni 

strains. 
How  sleep  ye  now  around  the  silent  shore. 
The  lonely  realm  of  ruins  and  of  chains  ! 
How  are  the  mighty  vanish'd  in  their  pride  ! 
E'en  as  their  barks  have  left  no  traces  on  your  tide 

TU. 

Hush'd  are  the  Fteans  whose  exulting  tone 
Swell'do'erthattide^ — the  sons  of  battle  sleep- 

^  **  The  Pcstan  rose,  from  its  pecnliar  fragrance  and  th 
singnlarity  of  blotHng  tirice  a-ysar,  b  often  mentioned  b. 
the  daisle  poets.  The  wild  rose,  whidi  now  shoots  up  amon 
the  rains,  is  of  the  small  sing^  damask  Und,  with  a  vst; 
high  perfume ;  as  a  farmer  assured  me  on  the  q>ot,  it  flowei 
both  in  qiring  and  autumn."— SwiirBraxs's  TraveU  in  Ok 
TwoSieUies. 

s  In  the  naval  engagements  of  the  Greeks, "  it 
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Hie  wind's  wild  sigh,  the  halcyon's  voice  alone 
Blend  with  the  plaintive  munnur  of  the  deep. 
Yet  Ythsia  those  waves  have  caught  the  splendid 

hues 
Of  mom's  rich  firmament^  serenely  bright^ 
Or  setting  suns  the  lovely  shore  suffuse 
W^th  all  their  purple  mellowness  of  lights 
Oh  1  who  could  view  the  scene,  so  calmly  fair, 
Kor  dream  that  peace,  and  joy,  and  liberty  were 

there? 

vm. 

Where  soft  the  sunbeams  play,  the  zephyra  blow, 
lis  hard  to  deem  that  misery  can  be  nigh ; 
'Where  the  clear  heavens  in  blue  transparence 

glow. 
Life  should  be  calm  and  cloudless  as  the  sky ; 
— ^Yet  o'er  the  low,  dark  dwellings  of  the  dead. 
Verdure  andflowersin  summer-bloom  may  smile. 
And  ivy-boughs  their  graceful  drapeiy  spread 
In  green  luxuriance  o'er  the  ruin'd  pile ; 
And  mantling  woodbine  veil  the  withered  tree ; — 
And  thus  it  is,  &ir  land  !  forsaken  Greece,  with 

thee. 

IX. 

For  all  the  loveliness,  and  lights  and  bloom 
Tliait  yet  are  thine,  surviving  many  a  storm, 
Are  but  as  heaven's  warm  radiance  on  the  tomb. 
The  rose's  blush  that  masks  the  canker-worm. 
And  thou  art  desolate — ^thy  mom  hath  pass'd  ! 
So  damling  in  the  splendour  of  its  sway. 
Thai  the  dork  shades  the  night  hath  o'er  thee  cast 
Throw  tenfold  gloom  aroun4  thy  deep  decay. 
Once  proud  in  freedom,  still  in  ruin  fair. 
Thy  fiite  hath  been  immatch'd — in  gloiy  and 
despair. 

X. 

For  thee,  lost  land !  the  hero  s  blood  hath  flow'd. 
The  high  in  soul  have  brightly  lived  and  died ; 
For  thee  the  light  of  soaring  genius  glow'd 
O'er  the  fidr  arts  it  form'd  and  glorified. 
Thine  were  the  minds  whose  energies  sublime 
So  distanced  ages  in  their  lightning-race, 
The  task  they  left  the  sons  of  later  time 
Was  bat  to  follow  their  illumined  trace. 
— Now,  bow'd  to  earth,  thy  children,  to  be  free, 
Must  break  each  link  that  binds  their  filial  hearts 
to  thee. 


Cor  the  nUien  before  tb«  fight  to  ling  a  pcan,  or  hymn,  to 
MSB,  and  afttr  the  fl^t  anotber  to  ApoDo."— Sm  Pottsr's 
AwHq^Un  </<7r«ree,  voL  U.  p.  lfi&. 


ZI. 

Lo  1  to  the  scenes  of  fiction  s  wildest  tales. 
Her  own  bright  East,  thy  son,  Morea  I  flies^^ 
To  seek  repose  midst  rich,  romantic  vales. 
Whose  incense  mounts  to  Asia's  vivid  skies. 
There  shall  he  rest  1 — ^Alos  1  his  hopes  in  vain 
Guide  to  the  sun-clad  regions  of  the  palm : 
Peace  dwells  not  now  on  oriental  plain, 
Though  earth  is  fruitfulness,  and  air  is  balm ; 
And  the  sad  wanderer  finds  but  lawless  foes,     . 
Where  patriarchs  reigu'd  of  old  in  pastoral  roposoi 

XIL 

Where  Syria's  mountainsrise,  or  Yemen's  groves, 

Or  Tigris  rolls  his  genii-haunted  wave. 

Life  to  his  eye,  as  wearily  it  roves. 

Wears  but  two  forms — the  tyrant  and  the  slave! 

There  the  fierce  Arab  leads  his  daring  horde 

Where  sweeps  the  sand-storm  o'er  the  burning 

wild; 
There  stem  Oppression  waves  the  wasting  sword 
O'er  plains  that  smile  as  ancient  Eden  smiled ; 
And  the  vale's  bosom,  and  the  desert's  gloom. 
Yield  to  the  injured  there  no  shelter  save  the  tomb. 

XIII. 

But  thou,  fiiir  world!  whose  &esh  unsullied 

charms 
Welcomed  Columbus  from  the  western  wave. 
Wilt  thou  receive  the  wanderer  to  thine  arms,^ 
The  lost  descendant  of  the  immortal  brave } 
Amidst  the  wild  magnificence  of  shades 
That  o'er  thy  floods  their  twilight-grandeur  cast. 
In  the  green  depth  of  thine  untrodden  glades 
Shall  he  not  rear  his  bower  of  peace  at  lastl 
Yes  !  thou  hast  many  a  lone,  m(\jestic  scene, 
Shrined  in  primeval  woods,  where  despot  ne'er 

hath  been. 

XIV. 

There  by  some  lake,  whose  blue  expansive  breast 
Bright  from  afar,  an  inland  ocean,  gleams, 
Girt  with  vast  solitudes,  profusely  dress'd 
In  tints  like  those  that  float  o'er  poet's  dreams:    ^ 

^  The  «migntion  of  the  natives  of  tlie  Morea  to  different  1 
ports  of  Asia  is  thus  mentioned  by  Cbftteaubriand  In  bis 
ItitUraire  de  Paris  d  JinuaUm — '*  Parvenu  ao  dernier 
dcgr^  du  malheur,  le  MoraXte  s'arraclie  de  son  pays,  eft  va 
chercber  en  Asie  un  sort  moins  rigoureiuu  Vain  eq>oir !  il 
retroave  des  cadis  et  des  pacfaos  Jusques  dans  les  sables  du 
Jourdain  et  dans  les  d^ierts  de  Palmyre." 

s  In  the  same  work,  Cbiteaubriand  also  relates  bis  having 
met  with  several  Greek  emigrants  who  had  established  them- 
selves in  the  woods  of  Florida. 
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Or  where  some  flood  fram  pinoKilad  mouutain 

pours 
Its  might  of  waters,  glittering  in  their  foam. 
Midst  the  rich  verdure  of  its  wooded  shores, 
The  exiled  Qreek  hath  fix'd  his  sylvan  home : 
So  deeply  lone,  that  roimd  the  wild  retreat 
Scarce  have  the  paths  been  trod  by  Indian  hunts- 
man's feet 

XV. 

The  forests  are  around  him  in  their  pride, 
The  green  savannas,  and  the  mighty  vraves ; 
And  isles  of  flowers,  bright-floating  o'er  the  tide,^ 
That  images  the  fairy  worlds  it  laves, 
And  stillness,  and  luxuriance.    O'er  his  head 
The  ancient  cedars  wave  their  peopled  bowers. 
On  high  the  palms  their  graceful  foliage  spread. 
Cinctured  with  roses  the  magnolia  towers; 
And  from  those  green  arcades  a  thousand  tones 
Wake  with  each  breeze,  whose  voice  through  Na- 
ture's temple  moans. 

XVL 

And  there,  no  traces  left  by  brighter  days 
For  glory  lost  may  wake  a  sigh  of  grief ;' 
Some  grassy  mound,  perchance,  may  meet  his 

gaze. 
The  lone  memorial  of  an  Indian  chief. 
There  man  not  yet  hath  mark'd  the  boundless 

plain 
With  mari^lo  records  of  his  fame  and  power ; 
The  forest  is  his  everlasting  &no. 
The  palm  his  monument,  the  rock  his  tower : 
Th'  eternal  torrent  and  the  giant  tree 
Remind  him  but  that  they,  like  him,  are  wildly 

free. 

XVIL 

But  doth  the  exile  s  heart  serenely  there 

In  sxmshine  dwell  1 — ^Ah  !  when  was  exile  blest  1 

When  did  bright  scenes,  clear  heavens,  or  siun- 

mer  air. 
Chase  from  his  soul  the  fever  of  unrest  ? 
— There  is  a  heart-sick  weariness  of  mood. 
That  like  slow  poison  wastes  the  vital  glow. 
And  shrines  itself  in  mental  solitude. 
An  uncomplaining  and  a  nameless  woe. 

1  **  La  grice  est  toujoun  unSe  &  U  magnificence  dans  lei 
•e^nei  de  la  nature :  et  (andis  que  le  oourant  da  milieu  en- 
tnilne  vers  la  mer  Ics  cadavres  des  pins  et  des  chtaes,  on  voit 
sur  les  deux  oourants  lat6«ux,  remonter,  le  long  des  rlmges 
des  ties  flottantes  de  Pistia  et  de  N^nuplur,  dont  les  roses 
Jaones  s'dlfevent  comme  de  petlts  papiDons.*'— XXeirWpeitfn  qf 
(he  Banki  qfthe  MittUrtppi,  CiiATKiiUfiniANo'e  Atala, 


That  coldly  smiles  midst  pleasure'sbxig^teflfc  ray, 
Ab  the  chill  glader^s  peak  reflects  the  flush  of  day 

xvm. 

Such  grief  is  theirs,  who,  fix'd  on  formgn  shores 
Sigh  for  the  spirit  of  their  native  gales. 
As  pines  the  seaman,  midst  the  ocean's  roar. 
For  the  green  earth,  with  all  its  woods  and  vales. 
Thus  feels  thy  child,  whoso  memoiy  dwells 

with  thee. 
Loved  Qreece !  all  simk  and  blighted  as  thou  art 
Though  thought  and  step  in  western  wildsbe  free, 
Yet  thine  are  still  the  daydreams  of  his  heart : 
The  deserts  spread  between,  the  billows  foam. 
Thou,  distant  and  in  chains,  are  yet  his  spirit's 

home. 

In  vain  f<^  him  the  gay  liannee  entwine, 
Or  the  green  flre-fly  sparkles  through  the  brakes, 
Or  summer-winds  waft  odours  from  the  pine. 
As  eve's  last  blush  is  dying  on  the  lakes. 
Through  thy  fair  vales  his  fiincy  roves  the  while. 
Or  breathes  the  freshness  of  Cithasron's  height, 
Or  dreams  how  softly Athc  as'  towers  would  smile, 
Or  Sunium's  ruins,  in  the  feuling  light ; 
On  Corinth's  cliff  what  sunset  hues  may  deep. 
Or,  at  that  placid  hour,  how  calm  th'  j£gcan  deep ! 

What  scenes,  what  sunbeams,  are  to  him  like 

thine? 
(The  all  of  thine  no  tyrant  could  destroy !) 
E'en  to  the  stranger's  roving  eye,  they  shine 
Soft  as  a  vision  of  remembered  joy. 
And  he  who  comes,  the  pilgrim  of  a  day, 
A  passing  wanderer  o'er  each  Attic  hHI, 
Sighs  as  his  footsteps  turn  from  thy  decay. 
To  laughing  climes,  where  all  is  splendour  still; 
And  views  with  fond  regret  thy  lessening  shore^ 
As  he  would  watch  a  star  that  sets  to  rise  no  more. 

XXL 

Realm  of  sad  beauty  !  thou  art  as  a  shrine 
That  Fancy  visits  with  Devotion's  seal. 
To  catch  high  thoughts  and  impulses  divine, 
And  all  the  glow  of  soul  enthusiasts  feel 
Amidst  the  tombs  of  heroes — for  the  brave 
Whose  dust,  so  many  an  age,  hath  been  thy  sml. 
Foremost  in  honour's  phalanx,  died  to  save 
The  land  redcem'd  and  hallow'd  by  their  toil ; 
And  there  is  language  in  thy  lightest  galei, 

That  o'er  the  plains  they  won  seems  murmuring 

'  yet  their  tale. 
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xzn. 

And'he,  whose  heart  is  weary  of  the  strifb 
Of  meaner  ^iritSy  and  whose  mental  gaze 
Would  shun  the  dull  cold  littleness  of  life, 
Awhile  to  dwell  amidst  suhlimer  days. 
Must  torn  to  thee,  whose  every  yalley  teems 
With  prood  rememhrances  that  cannot  die. 
Thy  glens  are  peopled  with  inspiring  dreams, 
Thy  winds,  the  voice  of  oracles  gone  by  ; 
And  midst  thy  laurel  shades  the  wanderer  hears 
The  soimd  of  mighty  names,  the  hymns  of  vanished 
years. 

Througjfa  that  deep  solitude  be  his  to  stray. 
By  Foon  and  Oread  loved  in  ages  past, 
Where  dear  Peneus  winds  his  rapid  way 
Though  the  cleft  heights,  in  antique  grandeur 


Romantic  Tempe  !  thou  art  yet  the  same — 
Wndy  as  when  sung  by  bards  of  elder  time  :^ 
Tears,  that  have  changed  thy  river^s   classic 

name,* 
Have  left  thee  still  in  savage  pomp  sublime ; 
And  from  thine  Alpine  clefts  and  marble  caves, 
Inlhring  lustre  still  break  forth  the  fountain  waves. 

XXIV. 

Beneath  thy  mountain  battlements  and  towers, 
Where  the  rich  arbute*s  coral  berries  glow,' 


^  **  LooMny  generally  at  Uie  narrownen  and  abraptnesB  of 
thk  ■oaatefaKliaDDel,  (T«mpe,)  and  contracting  it  with  the 
oouna  of  tte  Panaus  through  tha  plaint  of  Tbeikly,  tlie 
imaginition  inttanUy  recurs  to  the  tradition  that  these  plains 
wen  OBfla  eovwed  tilth  water,  for  which  some  conTulslon  of 
aatofahad  eabeequentiy  opened  this  narrow  passage.  The 
•ana  eialf,  la  our  langaage,  is  usnaUy  employed  to  deeeribe 
seMNcy  in  which  the  predominant  featm-es  are  breadth, 
baaaty,  and  repose.  The  reader  has  already  perceived  tliat 
the  tanu  is  wfaoUy  inapplicable  to  the  scenery  at  this  spot, 
and  that  the  phrase,  vale  of  Tempe,  is  one  that  depends  on 

poilie  llelion The  real  character  of  Tempe, 

thoofb  tt  pvfaapi  ba  less  beautlAil,  yet  poaeaseee  more  of 
than  is  implied  in  the  epithet  given  to  it.  .  . 
To  thcee  who  have  visited  St  Vincent's  rocks,  below 
I,  I  cannot  convey  a  more  euflBcient  idea  of  Tempe, 
ten  bj  Miying  VbaA  its  scenery  resembles,  though  on  a  much 
tafSV  teale,  that  of  the  former  phice.  The  Peneus,  indeed, 
■s  It  flows  through  the  valley,  is  not  greatly  wider  than  the 
AvQo;  and  tbt  diannd  between  the  diflii  is  equally  con- 
In  Iti  dimensions:  but  these  cllA  themsdves  are 
and  more  precipitous,  and  project  their  vast 
of  rock  with  ttlD  more  extraordinary  abruptness  over 
beoaath."— HoLijkifo'B  Travdt  in  Albania »  Sfc. 

*  Ttw  modvn  name  of  the  Peneus  is  Salympria. 

*  **1!lBrwaiditha  lower  part  ofTempe,  these  diflh  are  pealced 
la  a  wy  riognkr  manner,  and  form  projecting  angles  on  the 


Or  midst  th'  exuberance  of  thy  forest  bowers. 
Casting  deep  shadows  o*er  the  current's  flow, 
Oft  shall  the  pHgrim  pause,  in  lone  recess, 
As  rock  and  stream  some  glancing  light  have 

caught, 
And  gaze,  till  Nature's  mighty  forms  impress 
His  soul  with  deep  sublimity  of  thought ; 
And  linger  oft,  recalling  many  a  tale. 
That  breeze,  and  wave,  and  wood  seem  whisper- 
ing through  thy  dale. 

zxv. 

He,  thought-entranced,  may  wander  where  of  old 
From  Delphi's  chasm  the  mystic  vapour  rose. 
And  trembling  nations  heard  their  doom  foretold 
By  the  dread  spirit  throned  midst  rocks  and 

snows. 
Though  its  rich  fimes  be  blended  with  the  dust. 
And  silence  now  the  hallow'd  ha\mt  possess. 
Still  is  the  scene  of  ancient  rites  august, 
Magnificent  in  mountain  loneliness ; 
Still  inspiration  hovers  o'er  the  groimd. 
Where  Greece  her  councils  held,*  her  Pythian 

victors  crown'd. 

XXVI. 

Or  let  his  steps  the  rude  gray  cliffs  explore 
Of  that  wild  pass,  once  dyed  with  Spartan  blood. 
When  by  the  waves  that  break  on  (Eta's  shore. 
The  few,  the  fearless,  the  devoted,  stood  ! 
Or  rove  where,  shadowing  Bfantinea's  plain. 
Bloom  the  wild  laurels  o'er  the  i^'arlike  dead,' 
Or  lone  Platiea's  ruins  yet  remain 
To  maik  the  battle-field  of  ages  fled  : 
Still  o'er  such  scenes  presides  a  sacred  power. 
Though  Fiction's  gods  have  fled  from  fountain, 
grot,  and  bower. 

vast  perpendicular  bees  of  rode  which  they  present  towards 
the  chasm ;  where  the  surface  renders  it  possible,  the  sum- 
mits and  ledges  of  the  rocks  are  for  the  most  part  covered 
with  small  wood,  chiefly  oak,  with  the  arbutus  and  other 
shrubs.  Ou  the  banks  of  the  rivo*,  wherever  there  is  a  small 
interval  between  tlie  water  and  the  difls,  it  is  oovcred  by  the 
rich  and  widely  spreading  foliage  of  the  pUne,  the  oak,  and 
other  forest  trees,  which  in  these  situations  have  attained  a 
remarkable  dzc,  and  in  various  places  extend  their  shadow 

far  over  the  channd  of  the  stream. The  rocks 

on  cadi  side  of  tha  vals  of  Tempe  are  evidently  tlie  ssme ; 
what  may  ba  called,  I  believe,  a  coane  bhilsh-gray  marble, 
with  vdns  and  portions  of  the  rock  in  which  the  marble  is  of 
finer  quality." — HoLLAND'a  Travdt  in  Albania^  SfC. 

*  The  Amphictyonic  Oouncfl  was  convened  in  spring  and 
autumn  at  Ddfrfii  or  Tbennopylse,  and  presided  at  the 
Pythian  games  which  were  oeMrated  at  Delfriii  every  fifth  year. 

*  **  This  spot,  (the  field  of  Mantinea,)  on  which  so  many 
brave  men  were  laid  to  rest,  is  now  covered  with  rosemary 
and  laurels." — Pouqusvills's  TYavels  in  the  MoreA. 
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XX  vn. 

Oh  !  still  unblazned  may  fancy  fondly  deem, 
That,  lingering  yet,  benignant  genii  dwell 
Where  mortal  worth  has  hallowed  grove  or 

stream, 
To  sway  the  heart  with  some  ennobling  spell ; 
For  mightiest  minds  have  felt  their  blest  control 
In  the  wood's  murmur,  in  the  zephyr's  sigh. 
And  these  are  dreams  that  lend  a  voice  and  soul, 
And  a  high  power,  to  Nature's  majesty  ! 
And  who  can  rove  o'er  Grecian  shores,  nor  feel, 
Soft  o'er  his  inmost  heart,  their  secret  magic  steal  ? 

xxvin. 

Tet  many  a  sad  reality  is  there. 
That  Fancy's  bright  illusions  cannot  voiL 
Pure  laughs  the  lights  and  balmy  breathes  the  air. 
But  Slavery's  mien  will  tell  its  bitter  tale ; 
And  there,  not  Peace,  but  Desolation,  throws 
Delusive  quiet  o'er  full  many  a  scene — 
Deep  as  the  brooding  torpor  of  repose 
That  follows  where  the  earthquake's  track  hath 

been; 
Or  solemn  calm  on  Ocean's  breast  that  lies. 
When  sinks  the  storm,  and  death  has  hush'd  the 

seamen's  cries. 

1      XXIX. 

Host  thou  beheld  some  sovereign  spirit,  hurVd 
By  Fate's  rude  tempest  from  its  radiant  sphere, 
Doom'd  to  resign  the  homage  of  a  world. 
For  Pity's  deepest  sigh  and  saddest  tear  ] 
Oh!  host  thou  watch'd  the  awfiil  wreck  of  mind 
That  weareth  still  a  gloiy  in  decay  ? 
Seen  all  that  dazzles  and  delights  mankind — 
Thought,  science,  genius— to  the  storm  a  prey; 
And  o'er  the  blasted  tree,  the  withered  ground. 
Despair's  wild  nightshade   spread,  and    darkly 
flourish  round  ? 

XXX. 

So  mayst  thou  gaze,  in  sad  and  awe-struck 

thought^ 
On  the  deep  fall  of  that  yet  lovely  clime  : 
Such  there  the  ruin  Time  and  Fate  have  wrought, 
So  changed  the  bright,  the  splendid,  the  sublime. 
There  the  proud  monuments  of  Valour's  name. 
The  mighty  works  Ambition  piled  on  high. 
The  rich  remains  by  Art  bequeath'd  to  Fame — 
Grace,  beauty,  grandeur,  strength,and  symmetry. 
Blend  in  decay ;  while  all  that  yet  is  fair 
Seems  only  spared  to  tell  how  much  hath  perish'd 

there  ! 


XXXI. 

There,  while  around  lie  mingling  in  the  dust 
The  colmnn's  graceful  shafts  with  weeds  o*er- 

grown. 
The  mouldering  torso,  the  forgotten  bust. 
The  warrior's  urn,  the  altar's  mossy  stone — 
Amidst  the  loneliness  of  shatter'd  £uie8, 
Still  matchless  monuments  of  other  years — 
O'er  cypress  groves  or  soUtary  plains, 
Its  eastern  form  the  minaret  proudly  rears : 
As  on  some  captive  city's  ruin'd  wall 
The  victor  8  banner  waves,  exulting  o'er  its  fioJL 

xxxn. 

StUl,  where  that  column  of  the  mosque  aspires, 
Landmark  of  slavery,  towering  o'er  the  waste. 
There  science  droops,  the  Muses  hush  their  lyres 
And  o'er  the  blooms  of  fiEmcy  and  of  taste 
Spreads  the  chill  blight ; — as  in  that  orient  isle 
Where  the  dark  upas  taints  the  gale  around, ' 
Within  its  precincts  not  a  flower  may  smile, 
Nor  dew  nor  sunshine  fertiUso  the  ground ; 
Nor  wild  birds'  music  float  on  zephyr's  breath. 
But  all  is  silence  roimd,  and  solitude,  and  death. 

xxxnL 

Far  other  influence  pour'd  the  Crescent's  light 
O'er  conquer  d  realms,  in  ages  pass'd  away ; 
Full  and  alone  it  beam'd,  intensely  bright^ 
AVhile  distant  climes  in  midnight  darkness  lay. 
Then  rose  th'  Alhambro,  with  its  founts  and 

shades. 
Fair  marble  halls,  alcoves,  and  orange  bowers : 
Its  sculptured  lions,'  richly  wrought  arcades, 
Atrial  pillarB,  and  enchanted  towers ; 
Light,  splendid,  wild,  as  some  Arabian  tale 
Would  picture  fairy  domes  that  fleet  before  the 

XXXIV. 

Then  fostcr'd  genius  lent  each  caliph's  throne 
Lustre  barbaric  pomp  could  ne'er  attain ; 

^  For  the  acoounts  of  the  upas  or  poison  tree  of  Jara,  now 
generally  believed  to  be  fabulous,  or  greatly  exaggerated,  aet 
the  notes  to  Darwin's  Botanic  Garden. 

*  **  Tlie  court  most  to  be  admired  of  the  Alhambra  la  that 
called  the  court  of  the  Lions ;  it  is  ornamented  iritli  sixty 
elegant  pillars  of  an  architecture  which  bean  not  the  koii 
resemUanoe  to  any  of  the  known  orders,  and  mi^t  ba  called 
the  Arabian  order.  ....  But  its  principal  ornament, 
and  that  from  which  it  took  its  name,  is  an  alabaster  Qvq;>,  six 
feet  in  diameter,  supported  by  twelve  lions,  which  is  said  to 
have  been  made  in  imitation  of  the  Brazen  Sea  of  Solomon's 
temple."— BuRGOANNB's  Travels  in  Spain. 
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And  fiten  unnumbered  o'er  the  orient  shone, 
Bright  as  that  Pleiady  sphered  in  Mecca's  fiwe.^ 
From  Bagdat's  palaces  the  choral  strains 
Rose  and  re-echoed  to  the  desert's  bound. 
And  Science,  woo'd  on  Egypt's  burning  plains, 
Bfear'd  her  mijeatic  head  with  gloiy  crown'd ; 
And  the  wild  Muses  breathed  romantic  lore 
From  Syria's  palmy  groTes  to  Andalusia's  shore. 

XXXV. 

Those  years  have  past  in  radiance — they  have 

past, 
As  sinks  the  daystar  in  the  tropic  main ; 
His  parting  beams  no  soft  reflection  cast, 
Hiey  bum — are  quench'd — and  deepest  shadows 

reign. 
And  Fame  and  Science  have  not  left  a  trace 
In  the  vast  regions  of  the  Moslem's  power, — 
SogioiiBi,  to  intellect  a  desert  space, 
A  wild  without  a  fountain  or  a  flower. 
Where  towers  Oppression  midst  the  deepening 

glooms, 
As  4ark  and  lone  ascends  the  cypress  midst  the 

tombs. 

XXXVL 

Alas  for  thee,  fiur  Greece  !  when  Asia  pour'd 
Her  fierce  fanatics  to  Byzantium's  wall ; 
When  Europe  sheath'd,  in  apathy,  her  sword. 
And  heard  unmoved  the  fated  city's  call. 
Ko  bold  crusaders  ranged  their  serried  line 
Of  ^pean  and  banners  roimd  a  falling  throne ; 
And  fhou,  O  last  and  noblest  Constantine  ! ' 
Didst  meet  the  storm  unshrinking  and  alone. 
Oh  !  blest  to  die  in  freedom,  though  in  vain — 
Thine  emj^'s  proud  exchange  the  grave,  and 
not  the  chain ! 

XXXYIL 

Hnsh'd  is  Byzantium — ^tis  the  dead  of  night — 
The  closing  night  of  that  imperial  race  ! ' 
And  an  is  vigil — but  the  eye  of  Hght 
Shan  soon  unfold,  a  wilder  scene  to  trace : 


1  **  Sept  dM  plus  fiuiMax  panni  let  andeni  poetM  An- 
UqMf  Mmi  dMgn^  P^r  les  toiTaini  oritntauz  worn  la  nom 
d>  PkMde  ulroMfitf,  et  toon  ooTrages  ^toient  euipendus 
Mtoor  dft  la  Caaba,  oa  Moaqne  de  la  Macque.**— Sismo.xdi, 

s  "  TIm  dktTMi  and  fiOl  of  tbt  last  Ckmstantine  an  more 
llarioas  than  tba  kmg  pioepsrity  of  the  Byzantine  Caaars."— 
Ot«K»r*S  JtaeNii#aiul  FaU^  Ac.  toL  xlL  p.  226. 

*  See  the  dseeriptlen  of  the  night  previous  to  the  taking  of 
Oonstaatinopie  Iqr  Mahomet  II.— OiBBoif 'e  Ikdin^  and  Fall, 
Ac  TeL  siL  p.  218. 


There  is  a  murmuring  stillnees  on  the  train 
Thronging  the  midnight  streets,  at  mom  to  die ; 
And  to  the  cross,  in  &ir  Sophia's  fane, 
For  the  last  time  is  raised  Devotion's  eye ; 
And,  in  his  heart  while  fiuth's  bright  visions  rise. 
There  kneels  the  high-soul'd  prince,  the  summon'd 
of  the  skies. 

XXXVUL 

Day  breaks  in  light  and  glory — 'tis  the  hour 
Of  conflict  and  of  fiite — ^thc  war-note  calls — 
Despair  hath  lent  a  stem,  delirious  power 
To  the  brave  few  that  guard  the  rampart  walls. 
Far  over  Marmora's  waves  th'  artillery's  peal 
Proclaims  an  empire's  doom  in  every  note ; 
Tambqur  and  trumpet  swell  the  clash  of  stcol , 
Round  spire  and  dome  the  clouds  of  battle  float  ] 
From campand  wave  rush  on  the  Crescent's  host. 
And  the  Seven  Towers^  are  scaled,  and  all  is  won 
and  lost 

XXXIX. 

Then,  Greece  Ithetcmpcstrose  that  burston  thee, 
Land  of  the  bard,  the  warrior,  and  the  sage  ! 
Oh !  where  were  then  thy  sons,  the  great,  the  free, 
Whose  deeds  are  guiding  stars  from  age  to  age  t 
Though  firm  thy  battlements  of  crags  and  snows. 
And  bright  the  memory  of  thy  days  of  pride. 
In  mountain  might  though  Corinth's  fortress  rose. 
On,  unresisted,  roU'd  th'  invading  tide  ! 
Oh  I  vain  the  rock,  the  rampart>  and  the  tower. 
If  Freedom  guard  them  not  with  Mind's  imcon- 
quer'd  power. 

XL. 

Where  were  th'  avengers  then,  whose  viewless 

mig^t 
Preserved  inviolate  their  awful  fanc,^ 
When  through  the  steep  defiles,  to  Delphi's 

height. 
In  martial  splendour  pour'd  the  Persian's  train  ] 
Then  did  those  mighty  and  mysterious  Powers, 
Arm'd  with  the  elements,  to  vengeance  wake, 
CaU  the  dread  storms  to  darken  round  their 

towers, 
Hurl  down  the  rocks,  and  bid  the  thunders  break; 


4  «  This  bonding  (the  Castle  of  the  Seven  Towersi  Is  men- 
tioned as  eariy  as  the  sixth  oentuxy  of  the  Christian  en,  as  a 
spot  which  oontilbated  to  the  d^isnee  of  Constantinople ;  and 
It  waa  the  principal  bohrark  of  the  town  on  the  coast  of  the 
Propontis,  in  the  test  periods  of  the  em]rirB.**— PovquB^rLLS's 
Trawit  in  Ma  Morea. 

•  See  the  account  fhnn  Herodotus  of  the  supernatural  de« 
fence  of  DdphL— Mirroao's  Greece,  vc^  L  p.  906-7. 
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Till  &r  around,  with  deep  and  fearfiil  dang. 
Bounds  of  unearthly  war  thvough  wild  PlaniaeBUB 
rang. 

XLI. 

Where  was  the  spirit  of  the  victor-throng 
Whose  tombs  are  glorious  by  Scamander's  tide, 
Whose  names  are  bright  in  everlasting  song, 
The  lords  of  war,  the  praised,  the  deified  ? 
Where  he,  the  hero  of  a  thousand  lays. 
Who  £rom  the  dead  at  Marathon  aroae^ 
AH  ann'd ;  and  beaming  on  the  Athenians*  gaze, 
A  battle-meteor,  guided  to  thdr  fbesf 
Or  they  whose  forms  to  Alaric's  awe^struck  eye,' 
Hovering  o'er  Athens,  biased  in  airy  panoply  t 

ZLn. 

Te  slept,  0  heroes  !  chief  ones  of  the  earth  ^ 
High  demigods  of  ancient  days  t  ye  slept : 
There  lived  no  spark  of  your  ascendant  worth 
When  o'er  your  land  the  victor  Moslem  swept. 
No  patriot  then  the  so^  of  freedom  led. 
In  mountain  pass  devotedly  to  die ; 
The  martyiHspirit  of  resolve  was  fled. 
And  the  high  soul's  unconquer'd  buoyancy ; 
And  by  your  graves,  and  on  your  battle-plains. 
Warriors  !  your  children  knelt  to  wear  the  stian- 
ger's  chains: 

ZLm. 

Nowhaveyour  trophies  vanish'd,  andyour  homes 
Are  mouldered  from  the  earth,  while  scarce 

remain 
E'en  the  faint  traces  of  the  ancient  tombs 
That  mark  where  sleep  the  slayers  or  the  slain. 
Your  deeds  are  with  the  days  of  glory  flown. 
The  lyres  are  hush'd  that  swcU'd  your  &me  a£u>. 
The  halls  that  echo'd  to  their  sounds  are  gone, 
Perish'd  the  conquering  weapons  of  your  war ;  ^ 

^  *' In  aacoeeding  aget  tfaa  AthenJaas  honomtd  Thsmii  M 
a  dtmigod,  induoad  to  it  a*  wall  by  otbar  reaaoaa  as  baaanie, 
when  they  were  fighting  the  Medes  at  Marathon,  a  eonaider- 
able  part  of  the  army  thought  they  nw  the  apparition  of  The- 
aeus  completely  armed,  and  bearing  down  before  than  upon 
the  barbarians."— Lanohorkk's  Plutarch^  L^  ifThemu. 

s  "  From  Thermi^ke  to  Sparta,  tha  leader  of  the  Cktha 
(Alaric)  pursued  liis  victorious  march  without  encountering 
any  mortal  antagonist ;  but  one  of  the  advocates  of  expiring 
paganism  has  confidently  asserted  that  the  walla  of  Athens 
were  guarded  by  the  goddeai  Minerva,  with  her  fomidable 
segis,  and  by  the  angry  phantom  of  AcbiUsi,  and  tlwft  the 
eonqneror  was  dismayed  by  the  presence  of  the  heetila  diriMea 
of  Orseoe."— Giuojr'a  DkUhb  and  Fail,  ^^  toL  v.  pi  188. 

*  **  Even  all  the  chitfma  <^the  eartt.*^— Isaiak,  xiv. 

4  '*  How  are  the  mighty  fiiJIen,  and  the  mapam  of  war 
perished  I  **•— Sajiubx.,  book  iL  chap.  L 


And  if  a  mossy  stone  your  names  retain, 
Tis  but  to  tell  your  sons,  for  them  ye  died  in 
vain. 

XLIV. 

Yet,  where  some  lone  sepulchral  relic  stands^ 
That  with  those  names  tradition  hallows  yet^ 
Oft  shall  the  wandering  son  of  other  lands 
Linger  in  solemn  thought  and  hush'd  regret. 
And  still  have  legends  mark'd  the  lonely  spot 
Where  low  the  dust  of  Agamemnon  lies ; 
And  shades  of  kings  and  leaders  unforgot, 
Hovering  around,  to  fancy's  vision  rise. 
Souls  of  the  heroes  !  seek  your  rest  again. 
Nor  mark  how  changed  the  realms  that  saw  your 
glory's  reign. 

XLV. 

Lo,  where  th'  Albanian  spreads  his  despot  sway 
O'er  Thessaly's  rich  vales  and  glowing  plains, 
Whose  sons  in  sullen  abjectness  obey, 
Nor  lift  the  hand  indignant  at  its  chains : 
Oh  !  doth  the  land  that  gave  AchiUee  birth. 
And  many  a  chief  of  old  illustrious  linei, 
Yield  not  one  spirit  of  unconquer'd  worth 
To  kindle  those  that  now  in  bondage  pine  ? 
No  !  on  its  mountain-air  is  slavery's  breath. 
And  terror  chills  the  hearts  whose  uttei'd  plaints 
were  death. 

XLVL 

Yet  if  thy  lij^t^  £ur  Freedom,  rested  there^ 
How  rich  in  charms  were  that  romantio  dime. 
With  streams,  and  woods,  and  pastoral  valleys 

£ur. 
And  wall'd  with  mountains,  haughtfly  sublime ! 
Heights  that  might  well  be  deem'd  the  Muses' 

reign. 
Since,  claiming  proud  alliance  with  the  skies, 
Theylose  in  loftier  spheres  their  wild  domain — 
Meet  home  for  those  retired  divinities 
That  love,where  nought  of  earth  may  e'er  intrude, 
Brightly  to  dwell  on  high,  in  lonely  sanctitude. 

XLvn. 

There  in  rude  grandeur  daringly  ascends 
Stem  Pindus,  rearing  many  a  pine-clad  height ; 
He  with  the  clouds  his  bleak  dominion  blends^ 
Frowning  o'er  valesin  woodland  verdure  brig^t^ 
Wild  and  august  in.  consecrated  pride^ 
l%ere  through  the  doep-bhie  heaven  Olympus 

towers, 
Girdled  with  mists,  light-floating  as  to  hide 
The  rock-built  palace  of  immortal  powers; 
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Where  £&r  on  hi^  the  sunbeam  finds  repose. 
Amidst  th'  etemsl  pomp  of  forests  snd  of  snows. 

XLYin. 

Those  savage  cli£b  and  solitudes  might  seem 
The  dhoeen  hsants  where  Freedom's  foot  would 


Siho  lores  to  dwell  by  glen  and  torrent«tream. 
And  make  the  rocky  £astneeseB  her  home. 
And  in  the  rushing  of  the  mountain  flood. 
In  the  wild  eagle's  solitary  oy^ 
In  sweeping  winds  that  peal  through  cave  and 

woody 
There  is  a  voice  of  stem  sublimity. 
Thai  swells  her  spirit  to  a  loftier  mood 
Of  solemn  joy  severe,  of  power,  of  fortitude. 

But  firom  those  hills  the  radiance  of  her  smile 
Hath  Tonish'd  long,  her  step  hath  fled  afw ; 
O'er  Suli's  firowning  rocks  she  paused  a  while,^ 
Kmi^ling  the  wfttch-fires  of  the  mountain  war. 
And  brightly  glow'd  her  ardent  spirit  there^ 
Still  brightest  midst  privation :  o'er  distress 
It  cast  romantic  splendour,  and  despair 
But  fann'd  that  beacon  of  the  wilderness ; 
And  rude  ravine^  and  precipice,  and  dell 
Sent  their  deep  echoes  forth,  her  rallying  voice  to 
swell 


Bark  children  of  thehUls!  'twasthen  ye  wrought 
Deeds  of  fierce  daring^  rudely,  sternly  grand ; 
As  midst  your  craggy  citadels  ye  f ought. 
And  women  mingled  with  your  warrior  band. 
Then  on  the  diff  the  frantic  mother  stood' 
ffig^  o'er  the  river's  darkly-rolling  wav^ 
And  hurl'd,  in  dread  deliriimi,  to  the  flood 
Her  free-bom  infimt,  ne'er  to  be  a  slave. 
For  all  was  lost — all,  save  the  power  to  die 
The  wild  indignant  death  of  savage  liberty. 

LL 

Now  is  that  strife  a  tale  of  vanished  days. 
With  mightier  things  forgotten  soon  to  lie ; 
Tet  oft  hath  minstrel  sung,  in  lofty  lays, 
Deeds  less  adventurous,  energies  less  high. 


1  For  nrcnl  inttnctiiig  partieiilBri  reiativ*  to  tiM  fiuHote 
virfu«  with  AH  PiMhrn,  wb  Hollan o'a  Tmwdi  in  AWatda, 

s  **  It  It  wlafd,  as  an  aatbtntie  story,  that  a  group  of 
Solioto  wooMii  aanmbled  on  one  of  the  prae^jilcai  atoning 
the  modm  aaratBo,  and  threw  their  infimts  into  the  efaaan 
below,  that  they  might  not  beoomt  the  dsTW  of  the  enemy." 
-HoLLAJn»'a  Trwfdt,  Ae. 


And  the  dread  struggle's  fearful  memory  stiL 
O'er  each  wild  rock  a  wilder  aspect  throws : 
Sheds  darker  shadows  o'er  the  frowning  hiU, 
More  solemn  quiet  o'er  the  glen's  repose ; 
Lends  to  the  rustling  pines  a  deeper  moan. 
And  the  hoarse  river  s  voice  a  murmur  not  its  own. 

Ln. 

For  stillness  now — ^the  stillness  of  the  dead — 
Hath  wrapt  that  conflict's  lone  and  awful  scene ; 
And  man's  forsaken  homes,  in  ruin  spread. 
Tell  where  the  storming  of  the  cli£b  hath  been. 
And  thersj,  o'er  wastes  magnificently  rude, 
What  race  may  rove,  imconsdous  of  the  chain  1 
Those  realms  have  now  no  desert  unsubdued. 
Where  Freedom's  banner  may  be  reor'd  again  : 
Sunk  ore  the  ancient  dwellings  of  her  £une. 
The  children  of  hst  sons  inherit  but  their  name. 

Lin. 

Qo,  seek  proud  Sparta's  monuments  and  fiuies ! 
In  scattered  fragments  o'er  the  vale  they  lie  ; 
Of  all  they  were  not  e'en  enough  remains 
To  lend  their  fall  a  mournful  mi^esty.' 
Birth-place  of  those  whose  names  we  first  revered 
In  song  and  story — temple  of  the  free  ( 
0  thou,  the  stem,  the  haughty,  and  the  fear'd. 
Are  such  thy  relics^  and  can  this  be  theel 
Thou  sl^ouldst  have  left  a  giant  wreck  behind. 
And  e'en  in  ruin  claim'd  the  wonder  of  mankind 

Liv. 

For  thine  wore  spirits  cast  in  other  mould 
Than  all  beside — and  proved  by  ruder  test ; 
They  stood  alone — the  proud,  the  firm,  the  bold. 
With  the  some  seal  indelibly  imprest. 
Theirs  were  no  bright  varieties  of  mind, 
One  image  stamp'd  the  rough,  colossal  race, 
In  rugged  grandeur  frowning  o'er  mankind. 
Stem,  and  disdainful  of  each  milder  grace ; 
As  to  the  sky  some  mighty  rock  may  tower, 
AMiose  front  can  brave  the  storm,  but  will  not  rear 
the  flower. 

LV. 

Such  were  thy  sons — their  life  a  bottl^doy  f 
Their  youth  one  lesson  how  fbr  thee  to  die  I 
Closed  is  that  task,  and  they  have  passed  away 
Like  softer  beings  train'd  to  aims  leas  high. 


*  The  mins  of  Sparta,  near  the  modern  town  of  ]iJfltn,aie 
Tvy  Inoonaldefahle,  and  onlty  ndBclMit  to  mark  the  lite  ol 
theandent  dty.  The  nanery  aronnd  them  It  deicribad  by 
travellers  ai  very  itrUdnf. 
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Tet  bright  on  earth  ihwr  fietme  who  proudly  fell, 
True  to  their  shields,  the  champions  of  thy 

cause. 
Whose  funeral  column  bade  the  stranger  tell 
How  died  the  brave,  obedient  to  thy  laws  !^ 
O  lofty  mother  of  heroic  worth, 
How  couldst  thou  live  to  bring  a  meaner  ofispring 

forth? 

LVL 

Hadst  thou  but  pcrish'dwith  the  free,  nor  known 
A  second  race,  when  glory's  noon  went  by, 
Then  had  thy  nome  in  single  brightness  shone 
A  watchword  on  the  helm  of  liberty  ! 
Thou  shouldst  have  pass'd  with  all  the  light  of 

fame. 
And  proudly  sunk  in  ruins,  not  in  chains. 
But  slowly  set  thy  star  midst  clouds  of  shame. 
And  tyrants  rose  amidst  thy  falling  fanes ; 
And  thou,  surrounded  by  thy  warriors'  graves, 
Hast  drain'd  the  bitter  cup  once  mingled  for  thy 

slaves. 

LVIL 

Now  all  is  o'er — ^for  thee  alike  are  flown 
Freedom's  bright  noon  and  slavery's  twilight 

cloud ; 
And  in  thy  &11,  as  in  thy  pride,  alone. 
Deep  solitude  is  round  thee  as  a  shroud. 
Home  of  Leonidas  !  thy  halls  are  low ; 
From  their  cold  altars  have  thy  Lares  fled ; 
O'er    thee,  tmmark'd,  the  sunbeams  fade  or 

glow. 
And  wild-flowers  wave,  unbent  by  human  tread ; 
And  midst  thy  silence,  as  the  grave's  profound, 
A  voice,  a  step,  would  seem  as  some  unearthly 

sound. 

LVHL 

Taj^getus  still  lifts  his  awful  brow 
High  o'er  the  mouldering  dty  of  the  dead, 
Sternly  sublime ;  while  o'er  his  robe  of  snow 
Heaven's  floating  tints  their  warm  sufiusions 

spread. 
And  yet  his  rippling  wave  Eurotas  leads 
By  tombs  and  ruins  o'er  the  silent  plain ; 
While,  whispering  there,  his  own  wild  graceful 

reeds 
Rife  as  of  old,  when  hail'd  by  dassio  strain ; 


^  Tlw  imcrlptkm  composed  by  Simonldas  for  the  Spirtan 
aKmaaMnt  in  tht  pan  of  Tliemiopyitt  has  been  thai  tnms- 
lated :— **  Stnuger,  go  toll  the  Laoedemoniani  that  w»  have 
obqrwi  their  kwi,  and  that  we  lie  tMre.", 


There  the  rose-laurels  still  in  beauty  wave,^ 
And  a  frail  shrub  survives  to  bloom  o'er  Sparta  *<i 
grave. 

LIX. 

Oh,  thus  it  is  with  man  I    A  tree,  a  flower. 
While  nations  perish,  still  renews  its  race, 
And  o'er  the  fidlen  records  of  his  power 
Spreads  in  wild  pomp,  or  smiles  in  fairy  grace. 
The  laurel  shoots  when  those  have  pass'd  away. 
Once  rivals  for  its  crown,  the  brave,  the  free  ; 
The  rose  is  flourishing  o'er  beauty's  day, 
The  myrtle  blows  when  love  hath  ceased  to  be ; 
Green  waves  the  bay  when  songand  bard  arefled. 
And  all  that  round  us  blooms  is  blooming  o'er  the 
dead. 

LX. 

And  still  the  olive  spreads  its  foliage  round 

Morea's  fallen  sanctuaries  and  towers. 

Once   its    green   boughs   Minerva's   votaries 

crown'd, 
Deem'd  a  meet  offering  for  celestial  powers. 
The  suppliant's  hand  its  holy  branches  bore ;' 
They  waved  around  the  Olympic  victor's  head ; 
And,  sanctified  by  many  a  rite  of  yore, 
Its  leaves  the  Spartan's  honoui'd  bier  o'crspread. 
Those  rites  have  vanish'd — ^but  o'er  vale  and  hill 
Its  fruitful  groves  arise,  revered  and  hallow*d  still.* 

LXI. 

Where  now  thy  shrines,  Eleusis !  whore  thy  fhne 
Of  fearful  visions,  mysteries  wild  and  hig^l 
The  pomp  of  rites,  the  sacrificial  train. 
The  long  procession's  awftil  pageantry? 
Quench'd  is  the  torch  of  Ceres^ — all  around 
Decay  hath  spread  the  stillness  of  her  reign ; 
There  never  more  shall  choral  hymns  resound 
O'er  the  hush'd  earth  and  solitary  tnain, 

*  *'  In  the  Eorotas  I  obeenred  abandanoe  of  thoea  fiunom 
reeds  which  were  known  in  the  earliest  ages;  and  all  the 
rivers  and  marshes  of  Greece  are  r^lete  with  rose-kuireb, 
while  the  springs  and  rivulets  are  covered  with  lilies,  tube- 
roses, hyacinths,  and  nardssus  orientalls.**— PouqusviLLR'a 
Travdt  in  the  Morta. 

*  It  was  usual  for  suppliants  to  cany  an  olive  bnmefa  bounil 
witii  wool. 

*  The  olive,  according  to  Pouqueville,  Is  still  regarded  with 
veneration  by  the  people  of  tlie  Mocrea. 

*  It  was  customary  at  Eleusis,  on  the  fifth  day  of  the 
festival,  for  men  and  women  to  ran  about  with  tovdiea  in 
their  hands,  and  abo  to  dedicate  torches  to  Ceres,  and  to 
contend  who  should  present  the  la]:gest  This  was  done  in 
memory  of  the  Jonm^  of  Ceres  in  seardi  of  Proeerplne,  dur- 
ing which  she  was  lighted  by  a  torch  kindled  in  the  flames  of 
Etna.— PoRTsm'8  AntiquitUi  qfOreece,  voL  L  p.  991 
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Whose  vraye  from  Salamis  doserted  flows. 
To  bathe  a  silent  shore  of  desolate  repose. 

Lzn. 

And  oh,  ye  secret  and  terrifio  powers  1 
Dark  oracles  !  in  depth  of  groves  that  dwelt> 
How  are  they  sunk,  the  altars  of  your  bowers. 
Where  Superstition  trembled  as  she  knelt ! 
Ye,  the  unknown,  the  viewless  ones !  that  made 
The  dementi  your  voice,  the  wind  and  wave ; 
Spirits !  whose  influence  daxken'd  many  a  shade, 
Mysterious  visitants  of  fount  and  oave  1 
How  long  your  power  the  awenstruck  nations 
sway'd. 
How  long  earth  dreamt  of  you,  and  shudderingly 
obey'dl 

Lxin. 

And  say,  what  marvel,  in  those  early  days, 
While  yet  the  lightof  heaven-bom  truth  was  not. 
If  man  around  him  cast  a  feaifiil  ^bze, 
Peopling  withshadowy  powers  each  dell  andgroti 
Awful  ia  nature  in  her  savage  forms. 
Her  aolenm  voioe  commanding  in  its  mighty 
And  mystery  then  was  in  the  rush  of  storms, 
The  gloom  of  woods,  the  miyesty  of  night ; 
And  mortals  heard  Fate's  language  in  the  blast, 
And  rear*d  your  forest-shrines,  ye  phantoms  of  the 
past! 

LXIV. 

Then  through  the  foliage  not  a  breeze  might  sigh 
But  with  prophetic  sound^ — a  waving  tree, 
A  meteor  fla'^hing  o*er  the  summer  sky, 
A  Inrd's  wild  flight  reveal'd  the  things  to  be. 
All  spoke  of  unseen  natures,  and  convey'd 
Their  inspiration ;  still  they  hovei'd  round, 
HaIlow*d  the  temple,  whispered  through  the 

shade. 
Pervaded  loneliness,  gave  soul  to  sound ; 
Of  them  the  fount,  the  forest,  murmur'd  still. 
Their  voice  was  in  the  stream,  their  footstep  on 

thchilL 

LXV. 

Now  is  the  train  of  Superstition  flown  ! 
Unearthly  beings  walk  on  earth  no  more ; 
The  deep  wind  swells  with  no  portentous  tone. 
The  rustling  wood  breathes  no  &tidic  lore. 
Fled  are  the  phantoms  of  Livadia's  cave. 
There  dwell  no  shadows,  but  of  crag  and  steep; 
Fount  of  Oblivion  !  in  thy  g^ushing  wave,  * 
That  murmurs  nigh,  those  powersof  terror  sleep. 

^  Th«  fDontaioa  of  Oblivion  and  Memory,  with  ttra  Hen7- 


Oh  that  such  dreams  alone  had  fled  that  clime! 
But  (heeoe  is  changed  in  all  that  could  be  changed 
by  time  1 

LXTI. 

Her  skies  are  those  whence  many^  mighty  bard 
Caught  inspiration,  glorious  as  their  beams ; 
Her  hiUs  the  same  that  heroes  died  to  guard. 
Her  vales,  that  fostered  Art's  divinest  dreams  ! 
But  that  bright  spirit  o'er  the  land  that  shone. 
And  all  around  pervading  influence  pour'd. 
That  lent  the  harp  of  ifischylus  its  tone. 
And  proudly  hallow'd  Lacedsemon's  sword, 
Abd  guided  Phidias  o*er  the  yielding  stone. 
With  them  its  ardours  lived — with  them  its  light 
is  flown. 

Lxvn. 

Thebes,  Corinth,  Axgos  ! — ^yo  renown*d  of  old. 
Where  are  your  chiefs  of  high  romantic  name ) 
How  soon  the  tale  of  ages  may  be  told  ! 
A  page,  a  verse,  records  the  fidl  of  &me, 
The  work  of  centuries.    We  gaze  on  you, 
0  cities  !  once  the  glorious  and  the  free. 
The  lofty  tales  that  charm'd  our  youth  renew, 
Andwonderingask,  if  these  their  scenescouldbet 
Search  for  the  classic  fane,  the  regal  tomb, 
Andfindthemoequealone — a  recordof  theirdoom ! 

Lxym. 

How  oft  hath  war  his  host  of  spoilers  poured. 
Fair  Elis  I  o'er  thy  consecrated  vales  1  * 
There  have  the  sunbeams  glanced  on  spear  and 

sword. 
And  banners  floated  on  the  balmy  gales. 
Once  didst  thou  smile,  secure  in  sanctitude. 
As  some  enchanted  isle  mid  stormy  seas ; 
On  thee  no  hostile  footstep  might  intrude. 
And  pastoral  sounds  alone  were  on  thy  breeze. 
Forsaken  home  of  peace  !  that  spell  is  broke  : 
Thou  too  hast  heard  the  storm,  and  bow'd  beneath 

the  yoke. 

LXIX. 

And  through  Arcadia's  wild  and  lone  retreats 
Far  other  sounds  have  echo'd  than  the  strain 


nian  foantedn,  are  ■till  to  be  aeen  amongst  the  rocki  near 
Livadia,  thooj^  the  sitnation  of  the  cave  of  TrophonioB,  in 
their  vicinity,  cannot  iM  exactly  ascertained. — See  Hollawd'a 
Travdt, 

s  Ells  was  anciently  a  sacred  territory,  its  inhabitants  being 
considered  as  consecrated  to  the  swioe  of  Jnpiter.    All  armies 
marching  throngta  it  delivered  up  their  weapons,  and  recdred 
I  them  again  when  they  had  passed  its  boondaiy. 


Of  fiMin  and  diyotd,  ttoai  their  woodland  aeats, 
Or  anoiant  reed  of  peaoeftil  monntain-Bwain  1 
There,  though  at  times  Alpheus  yet  surveys, 
On  his  greon  banks  reneVd,  the  classic  dance, 
And  nymph-like  forms,  and  wild  melodious 

Bevire  the  aylTan  scenes  of  old  romance ; 
Tet  brooding  fear  and  dark  sn^ieion  dwell 
Midst  Fan's  deserted  haunts,  by  fountain,  cave, 
anddelL 

Bat  thou,  &ir  Attica !  whose  rocky  bound 
All  art  and  nature'b  richest  gifts  enriuined. 
Thou  little  sphere,  whose  soul-illumined  round 
Concentrated  each  sunbeam  of  the  mind ; 
Who,  OS  the  summit  of  some  Alpine  height 
Glows  earliest,  latest,  with  the  blush  of  day. 
Didst  first  imbibe  the  splendours  of  the  light,^ 
And  smile  the  longest  in  its  lingering  ray ; 
Oh  I  let  us  gase  on  thee,  and  fondly  deem 
The  past  awhile  restored,  the  present  but   a 
dream. 

LXZI. 

Let  Vancfs  vivid  hues  awhile  prevail — 
Wake  at  her  call — be  all  thou  wert  once  mere! 
Harkl  hymns  of  triumph  swell  on  every  gale — 
Lo  !  bright  processions  move  along  thy  shore ; 
Again  thy  temples,  midst  the  olive-shade. 
Lovely  in  chaste  simplicity  arise ; 
And  graoefiil  monuments,  in  grove  and  glade. 
Catch  the  warm  tints  of  thy  resplendent  skies ; 
And  sculptured  forms,  of  high  and  heavenly 

mien. 
In  their  calm  beauty  smile  around  the  sun-bright 

scene. 

LXZIL 

Again  renewed  by  Thought's  creative  spells, 
In  all  her  pomp  thy  city,  Theseus  1  towers : 
Within,  around,  the  light  of  glory  dwells 
On  art's  feir  fabrics,  wisdom's  holy  bowers. 
There  marble  fanes  in  fiuish'd  grace  ascend. 
The  pencil's  world  of  life  and  beauty  glows ; 
Shrines,  pillars,  porticoes,  in  grandeur  blend. 
Rich  with  the  trophies  of  barbaric  foes  ; 
And  groves  of  platane  wave  in  verdant  pride. 
The  sage's  blest  retreats,  by  calm  Ilmia'  tide. 


1  <*  W«  ara  BSHired  by  Thucydides  that  Attfoa  tras  the 
pcovinof  of  GrMM  in  whiefa  popalailon  flrat  bacame  wttM, 
and  ivbwa  the  earlkat  progieH  waa  made  toward  dTilteHoB." 
^MirroRo'a  Qmett  voL  L  p.  S^ 


Lxxin. 

Bright  as  that  fairy  vision  of  the  wave. 
Raised  by  the  magic  of  Morgana's  wand," 
On  summer  seas  that  undulating  lave 
Romantic  Sicily's  Arcadian  strand ; 
That  pictured  scene  of  airy  colonnades, 
Light  palaces,  in  shadowy  glory  drest, 
Enchanted  groves,  and  temples,  and  arcades, 
Gleaming  and  floating  on  the  ocean's  breast ; 
Athens  1  thus  &ir  the  dream  of  thee  Bppeara, 
As  Fancy's  eye  pervades  the  veiling  doud  of  yearsL 

Lxxrv. 

Still  be  that  cloud  withdrawn — ohf  mazkonhigh. 
Crowning  yon  hill,  with  temples  richly  graced. 
That  &no,  august  in  perfect  symmetry. 
The  purest  model  of  Athenian  taste. 
Fair  Parthenon  !  thy  Doric  pillars  rise 
In  simple  dignity,  thy  marble's  hue 
Unsullied  shines,  relieved  by  brilliant  skies^ 
That  round  thee  spread  their  deep  ethereal  blue ; 
And  art  o'er  all  thy  light  proportions  throws 
The  harmony  of  grace,  the  beauty  of  repose. 

LXXV. 

And  lovely  o'er  thee  sleeps  the  sunny  glow. 
When  mom  and  eve  in  tranquil  splendour  reign. 
And  on  thy  sculptures,  as  they  smile,  bestcw 
Hues  that  the  pencil  emulates  in  vain. 
Then  the  fair  forms  by  Phidias  wrought,  unfold 
Each  latent  grace,  developing  in  light ; 
Catch,  from  soft  clouds  of  purple  and  of  gold, 
Each  tint  that  passes,  tremulously  bright ; 
And  seem  indeed  whate'er  devotion  deems, 
While  so  sufilised  with  heaven,  so  mingling  with 
its  beams. 


*  Fata  Morgana.  This  remarkable  atrial  phenomenon, 
which  is  thought  by  the  lower  order  of  Sicilians  to  be  the 
woric  of  a  fidry,  is  thns  described  by  Father  Anffdocd,  wfaoee 
aoconnt  is  quoted  by  Swinburne: — 

"  On  the  15th  August  1643, 1  was  surprised,  as  I  stood  at 
my  window,  with  a  most  wonderful  spectacle :  the'  sea  that 
washes  the  Sicilian  diore  swelled  up,  and  became,  for  ten 
mfles  in  length,  like  a  chain  of  dark  mountains,  while  the 
waters  near  oar  fSalahrian  coast  grew  quite  smooth,  and  in 
an  instant  appeared  like  one  dear  polished  mirror.  On  this 
glass  was  deleted,  in  chiaro-scuro,  a  string  of  several  thou- 
sands of  pilasters,  all  equal  in  height,  distance,  and  d^frees 
of  light  and  shade.  In  a  moment  thdy  bent  into  arcades, 
like  Roman  aquednets.  A  long  comtoe  was  next  formed  at 
the  top,  and  above  it  roae  innumerable  casUes,  all  perfectly 
alike;  these  again  changed  Into  towers,  which  were  shortly 
after  lort  in  otdonnades,  then  windows,  and  at  last  ended  in 
pines,  ejpNMSB,  and  other  trees.*'— «WTjrBt7iiifx*s  Travdt  {» 
ttcXWaMUcs. 
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LXXVL 

But  oh  f  what  words  the  vision  may  portray. 
The  form  of  sanctitude  that  guards  thy  shrine  1 
Then  Btands  thy  goddess,  robed  in  war's  array. 
Supremely  glorious^  awfUlly  divine  ! 
With  qiear  and  helm  she  stands^  anii  flowing 


And  acnlptored  agis,  to  perfection  wroog^t ; 
And  on  eodi  heayenly  lineament  imprest, 
Oihnly  sublime^  the  majesty  of  thought — 
Hie  pure  intelligence,  the  diaste  repose — 
AH  that  a  poet's  dream  around  Minerva  throws. 

Lxzyn. 

Bri(^t  age  of  Pericles !  lot  fimcy  still 
Throu^  time's  deep  shadovrs  all  thy  splendour 

traoei, 
And  in  each  work  of  art's  consummate  skill 
Hail  the  free  spirit  of  thy  lofty  race : 
That  q>irit»  roused  by  every  proud  reward 
That  hope  oould  picture,  gloiy  could  bestow, 
Foster'd  by  all  the  sculptor  and  the  bard 
Could  give  of  immortality  below. 
Thus  were  thy  heroes  form'dy  and  o'er  thoir 

name, 
IhnB  did  thy  genius  shed  imperishable  £une. 

LXXVnL 

Mark  in  the  thronged  Ceramicus,  the  train 
Of  mourners  weeping  o'er  the  martyr'd  bravo : 
Proud  be  the  tears  devoted  to  the  slain, 
Holy  the  amaranth  strewed  upon  their  grave  !  ^ 
And  hark  1  unrivall'd  eloquence  proclaims 
Their  deeds,  their  trophies,  with  triimiphant 

Toice ! 
Hark !  Pericles  records  their  honour'd  names !  ^ 
Sons  of  the  fidlen,  in  their  lot  rqjoioe : 
What  hath  life  brighter  than  so  bright  a  doom? 
What  power  hath  &te  to  soil  the  garlands  of  the 

tombi 


^  All  torts  of  purple  and  white  flowers  were  nippoied  by 
Chi  Grwks  to  be  acceptable  to  the  dead,  and  naed  in  adorn- 
iag  tombs ;  as  amaranth,  with  which  the  Theasalians  decor- 
ated the  tomb  of  AdUUiL— Porm'a  AiMqu^Uu  nf  Grtecc, 
toLU.pwS3SL 

*  Perklea,  on  his  return  to  Athens  after  the  rednctloD  of 
fleaos,  edebrated  In  a  splendid  manner  the  obeequies  of 
his  eouiitiymen  wiio  fdl  in  that  war,  and  pronounced  himself 
flw  ftraonl  oealton  nsnal  on  sndi  oecasJona  This  gained 
him  fnaft  applause ;  and  when  be  oame  down  from  the  ros- 
tmn  tbe  women  paid  their  respects  to  him,  and  presented 
Um  wKh  crowns  and  chaplets,  lilce  a  champion  Just  returned 
ifctetlous  fhxm  the  lists.— LAiiroROii?rs*t  Plutarch  ^  lAfit  df 
Hrida, 


Praise  to  the  valiant  dead !  £or  them  doth  art 
Exhaust  her  skill,  their  triumphs  bodying  forth ; 
Theirs  are  enshrindd  names,  and  every  heart 
Shall  bear  the  blason'd  impress  of  their  worth. 
Bright  on  the  dresms  of  youth  their  &me  shall 

rise, 
Their  fields  of  fight  shall  epic  song  record ; 
And,  when  the  voice  of  battle  rends  the  ddes, 
Their  name  shall  be  their  country's  rallying 

word  I 
While  fiuie  and  column  rise  august  to  tell 
How  Athens  honours  those  for  her  who  proudly 

&1L 

LXXX. 

City  of  Theseus  !  bursting  on  the  mind. 
Thus  dost  thou  rise,  in  all  thy  gloxy  fled  ! 
Thus  guarded  by  the  mighty  of  mankind. 
Thus  ballovr'd  by  the  memory  of  the  dead : 
Alone  in  beauty  and  renown — a  scene 
Whose  tints  are  drawn  from  freedom's  loveliest 

ray. 
Tis  but  a  vision  now — yet  thou  hast  been 
More  than  the  brightest  vision  might  portray ; 
And  every  stone,  with  but  a  vestige  fraught 
Of  thee,  hath  latent  power  to  wake  some  lofty 

thought. 

LXXXI. 

FalTn  are  thy  fiibrics,  that  so  oft  have  rung 

To  choral  melodies  and  tragic  lore ; 

Now  is  the  lyre  of  Sophocles  nnstrung, 

The  song  that  hail'd  Harmodius  peals  no  more. 

Thy  proud  Piraeus  is  a  desert  strand. 

Thy  stately  shrines  are  mouldering  on  their 

hill. 
Closed  are  the  triumphs  of  the  sculptor's  hand, 
The  magic  voice  of  eloquence  is  still  ; 
Minerva's  veil  is  rent ' — ^her  imago  gone ; 
Silent  the  eage's  bower — ^the  warrior^s  tomb  o*er- 
thrown.. 

*  The  pephts,  which  is  supposed  to  have  been  suspended  as 
an  awning  over  the  statue  of  Mino-va  in  the  Parthenon, 
was  a  principal  oniament  of  the  Panathenaic  festival ;  and  it 
was  embroidered  with  various  colours,  rapresenting  Uie  battle  I 
of  the  gods  and  Titans,  and  tbe  expIoiU  of  Athenian  heroes,  i 
When  the  festival  was  celebrated,  the  peplus  was  brought 
from  the  Acropolis,  and  subtended  as  a  sail  to  the  vessel, 
wiiidi  on  that  day  was  conduoted  through  tbe  Cenuni(»s  and 
prindpal  streets  of  Athens,  till  it  bad  made  the  circuit  of  tbe 
Acropolis.  Tbe  peplus  was  then  carried  to  the  Parthenon, 
and  consecrated  to  Mtaierva.— See  CiiAirDLBm'B  TravtU^ 
Stuart's  Athens,  ^ 

i 
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Tet  in  decay  thine  exquisite  remains 
Wondering  we  view,  and  silently  revere^ 
As  traces  left  on  earth's  foraakon  plains 
By  Tanish'd  beings  of  a  nobler  sphere  ! 
Not  all  the  old  magnificence  of  Borne, 
All  that  dominion  there  hath  left  to  time — 
Proud  Coliseum,  or  commanding  dome. 
Triumphal  arch,  or  obelisk  sublime, 
Oan  bid  such  reverence  o*6r  the  spirit  steal. 
As  aught  by  thee  imprest  with  beauty's  plastic  seal. 

Lxxxm. 

Though  still  the  empress  of  the  sunbunxt  waste, 

Palmyra  rises,  desolately  grand — 

Though  with  rich  gold  *  and  massy  sculpture 

graced. 
Commanding  still,  Persopolis  may  stand 
In  haughty  solitude — though  sacked  Nile 
The  first-born  temples  of  the  world  surreys 
And  many  an  awfiil  and  stupendous  pile 
Thebes  of  the  himdred  gates  e'en  yet  displays ; 
City  of  Peridoe  !  oh  who,  like  thee, 
Can  teach  how  fair  the  works  of  mortal  hand  may 

bol 

Lxxxnr. 

Thou  Icd'st  the  way  to  that  illumined  sphere 
Where  sovereign  beauty  dwells;   and  thence 

didst  bear. 
Oh,  still  triumphant  in  that  high  career  t 
Bright  archetypes  of  all  the  grand  and  fiedr. 
And  still  to  thee  th*  enlighten'd  mind  hath  flown 
As  to  her  country, — ^thou  hast  been  to  earth 
A  cynosure, — and,  e'en  from  victory's  throne. 
Imperial  Bome  gave  homage  to  thy  worth ; 
And  nations,  rising  to  their  fiune  afu*. 
Still  to  thy  model  turn,  as  seamen  to  their  star. 

LXXXY. 

Qloiy  to  those  whose  relics  thus  anest 
The  gaio  of  ages  !  Qlory  to  the  fi^e  I 
For  they,  they  only,  could  have  thus  imprest 
Their  mighty  imago  on  the  years  to  be  ! 
Empires  and  cities  in  oblivion  lie, 
ilraudour  may  vanish,  conquest  be  foxgot> — 
To  leave  on  earth  renown  that  cannot  die. 
Of  high-«oul'd  genius  is  th'  unrivaU'd  lot 
Honour  to  thee,  0  Athens  1  thou  hast  shown 
What  mortals  may  attain,  andsciscd  the  pahn  alone. 


^  TlwRttatigtMnldrtUwnitDtof  PtnepcOlibatiO.Meaid- 


Lxxzn. 

Oh  !  live  there  those  who  view  with  seoniful 

eyes 
All  that  attests  the  brightness  of  thy  prime  ? 
Yes ;  they  who  dwell  beneath  thy  lovely  skies^ 
And  breathe  th'  inspiring  ether  of  thy  dime ! 
Their  path  is  o'er  the  mightiest  of  the  dead. 
Their  homes  are  midst  the  worics  of  noblest  arts; 
Yet  all  aroimd  their  gaze,  beneath  their  tread. 
Not  one  proud  thrill  of  loftier  thought  imparts. 
Such  are  the  conquerors  of  Minerva's  land. 
Whore  Qenius  first  reveal'd  the  triimiphs  of  his 
hand  ! 

Lxxxvn. 

For  them  in  vain  the  glowing  light  may  smile 
O'er  the  pale  marble,  colouring's  warmth  to  shed^ 
And  in  chaste  beauty  many  a  sculptured  pile 
Still  o*er  the  dust  of  heroes  lift  its  head. 
No  patriot  feeling  binds  them  to  the  soil, 
Wliose  tombs  and  shrines  their  fiiihers  have  not 

rear'd ; 
Their  glance  is  cold  indiffcnrenoe,  and  their  toil 
But  to  destroy  what  ages  have  revered — 
As  if  exulting  sternly  to  erase 
^Whate'er  might  prove  thai  land  had  nursed  a 

nobler  race. 

Lxxxvm. 

And  who  may  grieve  that,  rescued  fixnn  tfaeii 

hands. 
Spoilers  of  excellence  and  foes  to  art, 
Thy  relics,  Athens  I  bome  to  other  lands» 
Claim  homage  still  to  thee  from  evexy  heart 
Though  now  no  more  th'  exploring  stranger'^ 

sight, 
Fix'd  in  deep  reverence  on  Minerva's  &ne. 
Shall  hail,  beneath  their  native  heaven  of  lights 
All  that  remain'd  of  forms  adored  in  vain ; 
A  few  short  years — and,  vanish'd  from  the  scene^ 
To  blend  with  classic  dust  their  proudest,  lot  had 

been. 

LXXXTX. 

Fair  Parthenon  !  yet  still  must  Fancy  weep 
For  thee,  thou  work  of  nobler  spirits  flown. 
Bright,  as  of  old,  the  sunbeams  o'er  thee  sleep 
In  all  their  beauty  still — and  thine  is  gone  ! 
Empires  have  sunk  since  thou  wert  first  revered. 
And  varying  rights  have  sanctified  thy  shrine. 
The  dust  is  round  thee  of  the  race  that  rear'd 
Thy  walls;  and  thou — ^thcir  fate  must  soon  be 
thine  I 
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I      Bui  when  shall  earth  again  emit  to  see   ' 
i    Visions  divine  like  theira  renew'd  in  aught  like 
i  thee  3 


xc. 

Lone  are  thy  pillars  now — each  passing  gale 
Si^is  o'er  them  as  a  spirit's  yoice,  which  moan'd 
That  loneliness,  and  told  the  plaintive  tale 
Of  the  bright  synod  once  aboye  them  throned. 
Kooniy  graceful  ruin  !  on  thy  sacred  hill, 
Thy  gods^  thy  rites,  a  kindred  &te  have  shared : 
Yet  art  thou  honour'd  in  each  fragment  still 
That  wasting  years  and  barbarous  hands  had 

qpazed; 
Each  hallow'd  stone;,  firom  rapine's  fuiy  borne. 
Shall  wake  bright  dreams  of  thee  in  ages  yet  un- 
born. 

XCL 

Yes!  in  those  fragments,  though  by  time  defiEM^ed 
And  mde  insonsate  conquerors,  yet  remains 
All  that  may  charm  th'  enlighten'd  eye  of  taste. 
On  shores  where  stUl  inspiring  freedom  roigns. 
As  vital  fragrance  breathes  frt)m  every  part 
Of  the  crush'd  myrtle,  or  the  bruisdd  rose, 
ETen  thus  th'  essenti&l  eneigy  of  art 
There  in  each  wreck  imperishably  glows  !  ^ 
The  soul  of  Athens  lives  in  every  line. 
Pervading  brightly  still  the  ruins  of  her  shrine. 

xcn. 

Mark  on  the  storied  frieze  the  graceful  train, 
The  holy  festival's  triimiphal  throng. 
In  ftir  prooeesion  to  Minerva's  fime, 
l^^th  many  a  sacred  symbol,  move  along. 
Tliere  every  shade  of  bright  existence  trace, 
^Hie  fire  of  youth,  the  dignity  of  age ; 
Tha  matron's  calm  austerity  of  grace. 
The  ardent  warrior,  the  benignant  sage ; 
The  nymph's  light  symmetry,  the  chief's  proud 
mien-— 
Eadiray  of  beauty  caught  and  mingled  in  the  scone. 

xcul 

Art  unobtrusive  there  ennobles  form,' 
Each  pure  chaste  outline  exquisitely  flows ; 


I 


I 


I  "  Ib  the  most  broken  fragmeDt,  the  same  great  principle 
of  life  een  be  proved  to  exiet,  as  in  the  most  perftet  figure," 
h  <ne  of  the  obeenrationB  of  Mr  Haydon  on  the  Qgin 


>  **  Bvery  thing  taece  bnathei  life,  with  a  veracity,  with  an 
tsqeirifte  knowledge  of  art,  bat  without  the  leaat  oetentatton 
«r  parade  of  it,  wfaidi  ie  concealed  by  eontnmmate  and  mae- 
l«^  ikiiL"— Cakova's  UUer  to  th$  Earl  qf  Elgin. 


There  e'onthe  steed,  withhold  expression  warm,* 
Is  clothed  with  majesty,  with  being  glows. 
One  mighty  mind  hath  harmonised  the  whole ; 
Those  varied  groups  the  same  bright  impress 

bear; 
One  beam  and  essence  of  exalting  soul 
Lives  in  the  grand,  the  delicate,  the  fur; 
And  well  that  pageant  of  the  glorious  dead 
Blends  us  with  nobler  days,  and  loftier  spirits  fled. 

xciv. 

0  conquering  Qcnius  !  that  couldst  thus  detain 
The  subtle  graces,  fiuling  as  they  rise. 
Eternalise  expression's  fleeting  reign. 
Arrest  warm  life  in  all  its  energies. 
And  fix  them  on  the  stone — thy  glorious  lot 
Might  wake  ambition's  envy,  and  create 
Powers  half  divine :  while  nations  are  forgot, 
A  thou^t^  a  dream  of  thine  hath  vanquiah'd 

frttel 
And  when  thy  hand  first  gave  its  wonders  birth. 
The  realms  that  hail  them  now  scarce  daim'd  a 

name  on  earth. 

xcv. 

Wert  thou  some  spirit  of  a  purer  sphere 
But  once  beheld,  and  never  to  return  1 
No— we  may  hail  again  thy  bright  career. 
Again  on  earth  a  kindred  fire  shall  bum  ! 
Though  thy  least  relics,  e'en  in  ruin,  bear 
A  stamp  of  heaven,  that  ne'er  hath  been  re* 

new'd — 
A  light  inherent — ^let  not  man  despair : 
Still  be  hope  ardent,  patience  imsubdued ; 
For  still  is  nature  fiadr,  and  thought  divine. 
And  art  hath  won  a  world  in  models  pure  as 
thinc.^ 

XCVL 

Gaze  on  yon  forms,  corroded  and  defaced — 
Yet  there  the  germ  of  future  glory  lies  ! 

*  >Ir  West,  after  exprening  hia  admiration  of  tlie  horse's 
head  in  Lord  Elgin's  collection  of  Athenian  sculpture,  thus 
proceeds: — "  We  feel  the  same,  when  we  Tiew  the  young 
equestrian  Athenians,  and,  in  observing  them,  we  are  in- 
sensibly carried  on  with  the  impression  that  tliey  and  their 
hofsee  actually  existed,  as  we  see  them,  at  the  instant  when 
they  were  converted  into  marble."— WnaT'e  Second  Letter  to 
Lord  Elgin. 

^  Mr  Flaxman  thinks  that  sculpture  has  very  greatly  im- 
proved within  these  last  twenty  years,  and  that  his  opinion 
is  not  singular — became  works  of  such  prime  importance  as 
the  Elgin  Marblea  could  not  remain  in  any  country  without 
a  consequent  improvement  of  the  poblic  taste,  and  tlie  talente 
of  the  artist— See  the  Evidence  given  in  reply  to  Interroga- 
torUiJrom  the  Committee  on  the  Elgin  Marbk*. 


Their  Tiitnil  gnmdeur  eould  not  be  ertaed ; 
It  clothes  them  still,  though  Teil'd  fcom  oom- 

monies. 
They  once  were  gods  and  heroes  ^ — and  beheld 
As  the  blest  guardians  of  their  notiTe  scene ; 
And  hearts  of  warriors,  sages,  bards,  haTe  swell'd 
With  awe  that  own'd  their  sovereignty  of  mien. 
Ages  have  Tanish'd  since  those  hearts  were  cold, 
And  still  those  shatt^d  forms  retain  their  god- 
like mould. 

XOYIL 

Midst  their  bright  kindred,  from  their  marble 
throne 

They  have  look'd  down  on  thousand  storms  of 
time; 

Surviving  pow^,  and  £une,  and  freedom  flown. 

They  still  remain'd,  still  tranquilly  sublime  ! 

Till  mortal  hands  the  heavenly  conclave  marr'd. 

The  Olympian  groups  have  sunk,  andareforgot — 

Not  e'en  their  dust  could  weeping  Athens  guard ; 

But  these  were  destined  to  a  nobler  lot ! 

And  they  have  borne,  to  light  another  land. 
The  quenchless  ray  that  soon  shall  gloriously  ex- 
pand. 

XCVIII. 

Phidias  !  supreme  in  thought !  what  hand  but 

thine. 
Inhuman  works  thus  blending  earth  and  heaven. 
O'er  nature's  truth  had  spread  that  grace  divine. 
To  mortal  form  immortal  grandeur  given  1 
What  soul  but  thine,  infiimng  all  its  power 
In  these  last  monuments  of  matchless  daysi, 
C!ould  frt>m  their  niins  bid  young  Genius  tower. 
And  Hope  aspire  to  more  exalted  praise ; 
And  guide  deep  Thought  to  that  secluded  height 
Where  excellence  is  throned  in  purity  of  light  1 

xcix. 

And  who  can  tcU  how  pure,  how  bright  a  flame, 
Caught  from  these  models,  may  illume  the  west? 
What  British  Angclo  may  rise  to  fiune,' 
On  the  free  isle  what  beams  of  art  may  rest? 

i  The  TbeMot  and  Uaiu,  which  art  contidered  by  Sir  T. 
Lawrence,  Mr  WettmaeoCt,  and  other  dtoUnguWiad  artiita, 
to  be  of  a  higher  daa  than  the  Apollo  Belridere,  **  became 
there  is  in  them  a  union  of  xmj  grand  form,  with  a  more 
tme  and  natural  cipreadon  of  the  eflbet  of  aotioo  upon  the 
hmnan  frame  than  there  ii  in  the  ApoOo,  or  any  of  the  other 
more  celebrated  etatuei.'*>-See  Tht  Ewidente,  ^. 

s  "  Let  us  suppoee  a  yoong  man  at  this  time  in  London, 
endowed  with  powers  such  as  enabled  Michael  Angelo  to 
advance  the  arts,  as  be  did,  by  the  aid  of  one  mntifaited  sped- 
men  of  Gredaa  czodlenoe  in  scnipture,  to  what  an  eminence 


Deem  not»  O  England !  that  by  dimes  oonfined, 
Genms  and  taste  diflbsa  a  partial  ray;* 
Deem  not  the  eternal  energies  of  mhid 
Sway  d  by  that  sun  whose  doom  is  but  decay  1 
Shall  thought  be  foster'd  but  by  skies  serene  1 
No!  ihoahaat  power  to  be  what  Athena  e^er  hath 


But  thine  are  treasures  oft  nnpriaedy  unknofWD^ 
And  cold  neglect  hath  bli^^ted  many  a  mnid, 
O'er  whoee  young  ardours  had  thy  omile  but    , 

shone. 
Their  soaring  flight  had  left  a  worid  behind ! 
And  many  a  gifted  hand,  that  mig^  hate 

wrought  I 

To  Grecian  excellence  the  breathing  atone, 
Or  each  pure  grace  of  Baphael's  pencil  can^t^ 
Leaving  no  record  of  its  power,  is  gone  1 
While  thou  hast  fondly  soug^t^  on  distant  coast. 
Gems  ftr  less  rich  than  those,  thus  preckmi^  and    . 

thus  lost  i 

GL 

Yet  rise,  O  Land,  in  all  but  art  alone ! 
Bid  the  sole  wreath  that  is  not  thme  be  won ! 
Fame  dwells  around  thee — Genius  is  tiiineown  ,* 
Call  his  rich  blooms  to  life — be  thou  their  son! 
So,  should  dark  ages  o'er  thy  fgixarj  sweep, 
Should  thint  e'er  be  as  now  are  Grecian  plains, 
Nations  unborn  shall  track  thine  own  bhie 

deep 
To  hail  thy  shore,  to  worship  thy  remaiBS ; 
Thy  mighty  monuments  with  reverenee  trace, 
Andciy,  "This  ancient  soil  hath  nursed  a  glorious 

race  !* 

might  not  sudt  a  genins  carry  art,  by  tlie  offpotinnHyof  | 
studying  those  scolptures,  in  the  aggregate,  whifdi  adonsd  ; 
the  temple  of  Minerva  at  Athens  ? '*—WasT^ 
to  Lard  Elgin. 

s  In  allusion  to  the  theories  of  I>u  Bos, 
Montesquieu,  Ac,  with  i^egard  to  the  inhefent  obetadw  la 
the  climate  of  En^and  to  the  progress  of  genius  and  ttieattL 
—See  HoARS'B  Epqckt  i^Vu  ArU,  p.  84,  85^ 

KxraAcn  rmoM  oovTSMPOitamT  aavmrik 

BladMood't  Magazhnt,—**  In  our  verlews  of  |wiHral  pro- 
ductions, the  better  efforts  of  genius  hold  out  to  as  a  tadc  at 
once  more  useful  and  delightful  than  those  of  inferior : 
In  the  former  the  beantiftal  predominate,  and 
they  eaBcnse  the  blemishes.  BatthepnbUotaale' 
no  benefit  (irom  a  detail  of  uiedlocrily,  irileved  onl^  \if  the 
censure  of  fualts  uncompensated  by  exceUendea  We  haia 
great  pleasure  in  ealUng  the  attention  of  osnr  reailsrs  to  the 
beaotiibl  poem  before  as,  wlUcfa  we  beUeve  to  be  the  work  ef 
the  same  bidy  idio  hMt  year  pot  her  ume  to  the  seeoad  edttkm 
of  another  poem  on  aUadred  subject,  **  The  RestoimtiOB  of  the 
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TBANSLATIONS  FROM  CAMOENS,  AND  OTHER  POETS. 

**  SiaiDo  nati  vienmente  in  an  mcoIo  in  cut  gfingcfnii  e  gll  sto^J  degli  uomlnl  lono  xlToIti  all'  utflltk.  L*ilgriooHiiim,  le 
Arti,  0  OoonnreloMqaiitoDo  tatto  cU  noW  Inml  dalh  rioerche  de*  Saggi ;  e  il  voltr  fcni  an  nooM  Untumio  di  diietktrt, 
qaand*  altri  vluplra  con  piii  giustixia  giovando,  wmbra  impren  dura  e  difficile."— Satjoli. 


SONNET  70. 
**  Na  metade  do  cao  nibido  ardia.*' 

High  in  the  glowing  beayensy  with  cloudless  beam. 

The  son  had  xeach'd  the  aenith  of  his  reign, 
ind  for  tiie  Hving  foont,  the  gelid  stream, 

£adi  floek  forsook  the  herbage  of  the  plain : 
Midsfc  tlie  dark  foliage  of  the  forest  shade. 

The  birds  had  sheltered  from  the  scorching  ray ; 
Huah'd  were  their  melodies — and  grove  and  glade 

Besonnded  but  the  ehrill  cicada's  lay : 
When,  throogh  the  grassy  vale,  a  love-lorn  swain. 
To  seek  the  maid  who  but  despised  his  pain. 

Breathing  vain  sigfas  of  fruitless  passion,  roved : 
^  Why  pine  for  her,"  the  slighted  wanderer  cried, 
"  B^  whom  thou  art  not  loved  1 "  and  thus  replied 

An  edio's  murmuring  voice — "Tkou  art  not 
Umdr 


Worfca  of  Art  to  Italy"— namely ,  Mn  Hemana  of  North  Walea. 
nat  tba  author's  £une  has  not  altogether  kept  pace  with  her 
BHrift,  ira  are  Inclined  to  think  is  a  reproach  to  the  public 
Poiliy  Is  at  present  expoiendng  the  fickleness  of  fashion,  and 
Biaj  bt  aihd  to  have  had  its  day.  Very  recently,  the  reading 
pobUe,  aa  the  phrase  b,  was  immersed  in  poetry,  but  seems 
to  have  had  enoqgh ;  and,  excepting  always  that  portion  of 
it  who  are  UMBd  to  rriish  genuine  poeCiy  on  its  own  in- 
triasie  aecoont,  and  will  never  tire  of  the  exquisite  enjoyment 
vfaieh  it  affofds,  the  said  public  seldom  read  poetxy  at  aU. 

<*  Bat  ao  mtle  is  that  excitement  whldi  the  bulk  of  readers 
eovBt  niWiri^y  oonneeted  with  poetry,  that  these  readers 
feava  tiled  even  of  romanoee  in  a  metrical  form,  and  are 
legarding  all  their  late  rhythmical  iisvourites  alike,  with  that 
eort  of  ingratttnde  with  tdiich  repletion  would  lead  them  to 
rigard  a  banquet  when  the  dishes  are  removing  firom  the 
libia.  But  tids  Is  no  ptoof  that  theee  great  poets  have  for- 
Mtad  their  title  to  be  admired.  They  are  fixed  orbs,  which 
eland  Just  where  thej  did,  and  shine  Just  as  they  were  wont, 
alfchoQgh  they  seem  to  decline  to  the  worid,  which  revolves 
the  opporito  way.  But  if  the  world  win  turn  tctxm  the  poet, 
whatever  be  Ms  merit,  ttiere  Is  an  end  of  his  popularity, 
inasmnch  aa  tha  moet  approved  condiMrtOT  of  the  latter  is  the 
Boltttade,  as  wsentlBny  as  is  the  air  of  the  sonnd  of  his  voice. 
Frellt  win  also  fidl  fIrom  the  lack  of  purchasers ;  and  poetry, 
high  aa  It  may  intrlnslcany  seem,  must  &U,  commerciaUy 
•peaUng,  to  He  sndeot  proverbially  unprofitable  level  Yet 
peetij  wffl  atm  bt  poetry,  however  it  may  oeasa  to  pops  and 


SONNET  282. 

FBOM  PSALM  CXXXVU. 
*'  Na  ribeira  de  Euprates  assentado." 

Wrapt  in  sad  musings,  by  Euphrates'  stream 

I  sat,  retracing  days  for  ever  flown. 
While  rose  thine  image  on  the  exile's  dream, 

0  much-loved  Salem  !  and  thy  glories  gone: 
When  they  who  caused  the  ceaseless  tears  I  shed, 

Thus  to  their  captive  spoke — "  Why  sleep  thy 
laysl 
Sing  of  thy  treasures  lost,  thy  splendour  fled. 

And  all  thy  triumphs  in  departed  days  ! 
EnoVst  thou  not  Harmony's  resistless  charm 
Can  soothe  each  passion,  and  each  grief  disarm  ? 

Sing  then,  and  tears  will  vanish  from  thine  eye." 
With  sighs  I  answer'd, — "  When  the  cup  of  woe 
Is  fill'd,  till  misery's  bitter  draught  o'erflow. 

The  mourner's  cure  is  not  to  sing — ^but  die." 


although  the  acdalm  of  midtitodee  is  one  thing,  and  the  stiU 
smaU  voice  of  genuine  taste  and  fselfaig  another,  the  nobler 
incense  of  the  latter  wiU  ever  be  its  reward. 

"  Our  readers  will  now  cease  to  wonder  that  an  author  like 
the  present,  who  has  had  no  higher  aim  than  to  regale  the 
imagination  witii  imagery,  warm  the  heart  with  senttanenVuid 
feeling,  and  delight  the  ear  with  music,  without  the  foreign 
aid  of  tale  or  Iklde,  has  hitherto  written  to  a  sdect  few,  and 
passed  almost  unnoticed  by  the  multiUide. 

'*  With  the  exception  of  Lord  Byron,  who  has  made  the 
theme  peculiarly  his  own,  no  one  has  more  feelin^y  con- 
trasted ancient  with  modem  Greece. 

"  Hie  poem  on  the  Restoration  of  the  Louvre  Collection, 
has,  of  course,  more  allusions  to  ancient  Rome ;  and  nothing 
can  be  more  spirited  than  the  passages  in  wtiich  the  author 
invokes  for  modem  Rome  the  return  of  her  ancient  glories. 
In  a  cursory  but  graphic  manner,  some  of  the  moet  cele- 
brated of  the  aneient  atatoea  are  described.  Referring  our 
readers,  with  great  confidence,  to  ttie  works  themselves,  our 
extracts  may  be  limited.'* 

Edinbtarffh  Monthly  Revkyf.—**  The  grand  act  of  retribu- 
tion— the  restoration  of  the  treasures  of  the  Louvre — occa- 
sk>ned  Mrs  Hemans'  first  pubUcation.  **  Modem  Greece  **  next 
appeared,  and  soared  stin  higher  into  the  regfons  of  beauty 
and  pathos.  It  is  a  highly  promising  symptom,  that  each 
new  effort  of  her  genius  excels  its  predecessor.  The  present 
vohmse  strikingly  eonfirau  this  observation,  and  leads  us  to 
think  that  w«  have  yet  seen  no  more  than  the  trials  of  her 
strength.** 
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TRANSLA  TIONS. 


PART  OF  ECLOGUE  15. 


to  da  maSor  alttsa.** 


"  8e  U  no 

If  in  thy  glorious  home  above 
Thou  still  recallest  earthly  loTe, 
If  yet  retain'd  a  thought  may  be 
Of  him  whose  heart  hath  bled  for  thee ; 

Remember  still  how  deeply  shrined 
Thine  imago  in  his  joyless  mind: 
Each  well-known  scene,  each  former  care, 
Foigottcn — thou  alone  art  there  ! 

Remember  that  thine  eye>beam*s  lig^t 
Hath  fled  for  ever  from  his  sights 
And,  with  that  Tanish'd  sunshine,  lost 
Is  every  hope  he  cherish'd  most 

Think  that  his  life,  firom  thee  apart> 
Is  all  but  woarinesB  of  heart; 
Each  stream,  whose  music  once  was  dear. 
Now  murmurs  discord  to  his  ear. 

Through  thee,  the  mom,  whose  dondless  rays 
Woke  him  to  joy  in  other  days, 
Kow,  in  the  light  of  beauty  drest, 
Brings  but  new  sorrows  to  his  breast 

Through  thee,  the  heavens  are  dark  to  him. 
The  sun*s  meridian  blaze  is  dim ; 
And  harsh  were  e*en  the  bird  of  eve^ 
But  that  her  song  still  loves  to  grieve. 

All  it  hath  been,  his  heart  foigeta^ 
So  altcr'd  by  its  long  regrets; 
Each  wish  is  changed,  eadi  hope  is  o'er. 
And  joy's  light  spirit  wakes  no  more. 


SONNET  271. 


A  fomuMom  data  Drcica 


This  mountain-scone  with  sylvan  grandeur  crown'd. 

These    chestnut-woods,   in   summer  verdure 
bright; 
These  founts  and  rivulets,  whose  mingling  sound 

Lidls  every  bosom  to  serene  delight; 
Soft  on  these  hills  the  sun's  declining  ray ; 

This  dime,  where  all  is  new;  these  murmuring 
seas; 
Flocksy  to  the  fold  that  bend  their  lingering  way; 

Light  douds,  contending  with  the  genial  breeze ; 


And  all  that  Nature's  lavish  hands  dispc 
In  gay  luxuriance,  charming  every  sense 

Ne'er  in  thy  absence  can  delight  my  b 
Nought^  without  thee,  my  weary  soul  be 
And  joy  may  beam;   yet,  midst  her 
smilefl^ 

A  secret  grief  is  mine,  that  will  not  re 


SONNET  186. 

**  Of  olbos  (mde  o  caito  AnxNr  ardia." 

Those  eyes,  whence  Love  diffused  his  pu 

Proud  in  such  beaming  orbe  his  reign 
That  &ce,  with  tints  of  mingling  lustre  1 

Where  the  rose  mantled  o'er  the  livin 
The  rich  redundance  of  that  golden  hair 

Brighter  than  sunbeams  of  meridian  d 
That  form  so  graceful,  and  that  hand  so 

Where  now  those  treasures ! — moulds 
dayl 
Thus,  like  some  blossom  prematurdy  to 
Hath  young  Perfection  wither  d  in  its  m< 

Touch'd  by  the  hand  that  gathers  but  t< 
Oh,  how  could  Love  survive  his  bitter  t 
Shed,  not  for  her,  who  motmts  to  happier 

But  for  his  own  sad  fate,  thus  wrapt  ix 
night ! 


SONNET  108. 
'*  Brandas  aguas  do  Tejo  que  pn—itKlo' 

Fair  Tiy'o  !  thou  whose  calmly-flowing  ti 

Bathes  the  firesh  verdure  of  these  love 
Enlivening  all  where'er  thy  waves  may  g 

Flowers,  herbage,  flocks,  and  sylvan 
and  swains. 
Sweet  stream  !  I  know  not  when  my  ste; 

Shall  tread  thy  shores;  and  while  t 
mourn, 
I  have  no  hope  to  meliorate  my  pain. 

No  dream  that  whispers — I  may  yet  n 
My  fi^>wning  destiny,  whoso  watchful  cai 
Forbids  mo  blessings  and  ordains  dcspou 

Commands  me  thus  to  leave  thee,  anc 
And  I  must  vainly  mourn  the  scenes  I  fl, 
And  breathe  on  other  gales  my  plaintive 

And  blend  my  tears  with  other  waves  th 
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SONNET  23. 

TO  A  LADT  WHO  DIED  AT  SEA. 
'  Chan  minha  inimiga,  em  cu^a  mao." 

rhose  power  my  hopes,  my  joys  I  gave, 
y  loved  !  my  bosom's  dearest  care  ! 
ich  denied  to  lend  thy  form  a  grave, 
lot  one  spell  to  soothe  my  deep  despair  ! 
wild  seas  entomb  those  chanus  divine, 
ar  thy  head  th'  eternal  billows  roll ; 
one  ray  of  life  or  thought  is  mine, 
lit  thou  live,  the  inmate  of  my  souL 
3  tones  of  my  uncultured  song 
er  the  sad  remembrance  to  prolong, 
80  ardent,  and  of  faith  so  pure ; 
my  verse  thine  epitaph  remain, 
thy  charms  be  deathless  in  my  strain, 
ime,  and  Love,  and  Memory  shall  endure. 


SONNET  19. 
'  Alma  minha  gvntll,  qu«  te  partiste.*' 

oved  !  whose  wing  so  soon  hath  flown 

less  precincts  of  this  earthly  sphere, 

•n  Heaven  eternally  thine  own, 

I  deplore  thy  loss,  a  captive  here  ! 

ow'd  in  thy  divine  abode 

it  on  earth  an  image  to  retain, 

r  still  the  fervent  love  which  glow*d 

bnd  bosom,  pure  firom  every  stain. 

>u  dcem'd  that  all  my  fiiithful  grief, 

'  thy  loss,  and  hopeless  of  relief, 

lit  thee,  sweet  native  of  the  skies  ! 

>f  Heaven,  which  call'd  thee  soon  away, 

ly  join  thee  in  those  realms  of  day, 

as  thou  hast  vanish'd  from  mine  eyes. 


*'  Qua  estnnho  caso  de  amor !  ** 

strange  a  fate  in  love  is  mine  ! 
)w  dearly  prized  the  pains  I  feel  1 
B,  that  to  rend  my  soul  combine. 

With  avarice  I  conceal : 
lid  the  world  the  tale  divine, 


My  lot  would  then  be  deeper  woe — 
And  mine  is  grief  that  none  must  know. 

To  mortal  ears  I  may  not  dare 

Unfold  the  cause,  the  pain  I  prove; 
Twould  plunge  in  ruin  and  despair 

Or  me,  or  her  I  love. 
My  soul  delights  alone  to  bear 
Her  silent,  unsuspected  woe. 
And  none  shall  pity,  none  shall  know. 

Thus  buried  in  my  bosom's  urn, 

Thus  in  my  inmost  heart  concoal'd. 
Let  me  alone  the  secret  mourn, 

Li  pangs  unsoothed  and  unreveal*d. 
For  whether  hi^ypiness  or  woe, 
Or  life  or  death  its  power  bestow. 
It  is  what  none  on  earth  must  know. 


4< 


SONNET  58. 


Se  as  panat  com  qua  Amor  tao  mat  me  trata.* 


Should  Love,  the  tyrant  of  ipy  suffering  heart 

Tet  long  enough  protract  his  votaiys  days 
To  see  the  lustre  from  those  eyes  depart, 

The  lode-stars^  now  that  fescinate  xpy  gaze ; 
To  see  rude  Time  the  living  roses  blight 

That  o'er  thy  cheek  their  loveliness  imfold. 
And,  all  impitying,  change  thy  tresses  bright 

To  silvery  whiteness,  from  their  native  gold ; 
Oh  !    then   thy    heart   an    eqiml    change   will 

prove, 
And  mourn  the  coldness  that  repelled  my  love. 

When  tears  and  penitence  will  all  be  vain  ; 
And  I  shall  see  thee  weep  for  days  gone  by. 
And  in  thy  deep  regret  and  fruitless  sigh. 

Find  amplest  vengeance  for  my  former  pain. 


SONNET  178. 
**  Si  eantei,  JA  cborei  a  dnm  goflRm.** 

Oft  have  I  sung  and  moum'd  the  bitter  woes 
Which  lore  for  years  hath  mingled  with  my  flite, 

While  he  the  tale  foibade  me  to  disclose. 
That  taught  his  votaries  their  deluded  state. 

I  *•  Tour  ^rn  SfS  lode  rtara."-- anAKsrsAma. 
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Nymphs  I  who  dispense  CasialiA's  living  steecim, 

Te,  who  from  Death  obliTion's  aaantle  steal, 
Qrant  me  a  strain  in  powerful  tone  supreme. 

Each  grief  by  loTe  inflicted  to  reveal : 
That  those  whose  ardent  hearts  adore  his  sway. 
May  hear  experience  breathe  a  warning  lay — 

How  false  his  smiks^  his  promisee  how  vain  ! 
Then,  if  ye  deign  this  effort  to  inspire. 
When  the  sad  task  is  o'er,  my  plaintive  lyre, 

For  ever  hush'd,  shall  slumber  in  your  &ne. 


SONNET  80. 
«  Como  qnando  do  mar  tMopotiKMO.** 

Saved  from  the  perils  of  the  stormy  wave^ 

And  &int  with  toil,  the  wanderer  of  the  main, 
But  just  esai^>ed  from  shipwreck's  billowy  grave. 

Trembles  to  hear  its  horrors  named  again. 
How  warm  his  vow,  that  Ocean's  fiedrest  mien 

No  more  shall  lure  him  from  the  smiles  of  home ! 
Yet  soon,  foigetting  each  terrific  scene. 

Once  morehetumSyOer  boundless  deepsto  roam. 
Lady  !  thus  I,  who  vainly  oft  in  flight 
Seek  refuge  from  the  dangers  of  thy  ta^t. 

Make  the  firm  vow  to  shun  thee  and  be  freq : 
But  my  fond  hearty  devoted  to  its  chain. 
Still  draws  me  back  where  countless  perils  reign, 

And  grief  and  ruin  spread  their  snares  for  me. 
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SONNET  289. 


FBOM  HALM  GXXXVn. 


Em  Babjlonia  iol»»  ot  riot,  qiumdo.** 


Besids  the  streams  of  Babylon,  in  tears 

Of  vain  desire,  we  sat ;  remembering  thee, 
0  hallow'd  Sion  1  and  the  vanished  years, 

When  Israel's  chosen  sons  were  blest  and  free  : 
Our  harps,  neglected  and  untuned,  we  hung 

Mute  on  the  willows  of  the  stranger's  land ; 
When  songs,  like  those  that  in  thy  fanes  we  sung, 

Our  foes  demanded  from  their  c^tive  band. 
"  How  shall  our  voices^  on  a  foreign  shores" 
(We  answer'd  those  whose  chains  the  exile  wore,)* 

"  The  songs  of  Qod,  our  sacred  songB^  renewt 
If  I  forget^  midst  grief  and  wasting  toil. 
Thee,  0  Jerusalem  1  my  native  soil ! 

May  mjf  right  hcMdforgei  iU  cunning  too  /" 


SONNET  128. 
"  noma  admintTel  henra  le  oonbece." 

There  blooms  a  plant,  whose  gaze  from  ho 
hour 

Still  to  the  sun  with  fond  devotion  turns, 
Wakes  when  Creation  hails  his  dawning  poi 

And  most  expands  when  most  her  idol  bii 
But  when  he  seeks  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 

His  £uthM  plant's  reflected  charms  deca^ 
Then  &de  her  flowers,  her  leaves  discoloured  - 

Still  fondly  pining  for  the  vanish'd  n^. 
Thou  whom  I  love^  the  day-star  of  my  sig|it 
When  thy  dear  presence  wakes  me  to  delig^ 

Joy  in  my  soul  unfolds  her  fairest  flower : 
But  in  thy  heaven  of  smiles  alone  it  bloomi^ 
And,  of  their  lig^t  deprived,  in  grief  oonsnn 

Bom  but  to  Uve  within  thine  eye-beam'^p 


"  Polomeu  apartamento." 

Amidst  the  bitter  tears  that  fell 

In  anguish  at  my  last  fi&rewell. 

Oh  !  who  would  dream  that  joy  could  dw 

To  make  that  moment  bright ) 
Yet  be  my  judge,  each  heart !  and  say. 
Which  then  could  most  my  bosom  sway. 

Affliction  or  delight 


1 
t 


It  was  when  Hope,  oppress'd  with  woes^ 
Seem'd  her  dim  eyes  in  death  to  dose. 
That  rapture's  brightest  beam  arose 

In  sorrow's  darkest  nig^ 
Thus,  if  my  soul  survive  that  hour, 
'Tia  that  my  fate  o'ercame  the  power 

Of  anguish  with  dcli^^t. 

For  oh  I  her  love,  so  long  unknown. 
She  then  oonfess'd  was  all  my  own. 
And  in  that  pasting  hour  alone 

Beveal'd  it  to  my  sig^t 
And  now  what  pangs  will  rend  my  soul. 
Should  fortune  still,  with  stem  control. 

Forbid  me  this  delight ! 

I  know  not  if  my  bliss  were  vain. 
For  all  the  force  of  parting  pain 
Forbade  suspicious  doubts  to  reign, 

When  exiled  from  her  sight : 
Tct  now  what  double  woe  for  me. 
Just  at  the  dose  of  eve^  to  see 

The  dayspring  of  delight ! 
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SONNET  205. 
lem  dis  qut  Anuir  he  flklao,  o  Mifanoao." 

rodaims  that  Loto  k  light  and  Tain, 
us,  cruel,  ffdae  in  all  his  ways, 
too  well  hath  merited  his  pain, 
Xj  finds  him  all  he  thus  portrays: 
is  pitying,  LoTe  is  soft  and  kind, 
not  him  who  dares  the  tale  oppose ; 
I  him  one  whom  stormy  piUBsions  blind, 
rhom  earth  and  heayen  may  well  be  foes, 
ing  erils,  view  them  all  in  me  t 
le  world  his  utmost  rigour  see, 
lost  power  exerted  to  annoy : 
;  ire  is  still  the  ire  of  lore ; 
delight  in  all  his  woes  I  prove, 
not  change  their  pangs  for  aught  of 
er  joy. 


SONNET  188. 
'  Doeet  e  claas  agnas  do  Moodtgo.** 

Mondego  !  brilliant  and  serene, 
of  my  thought,  where  memory  fondly 
lys, 

pe  allured  me  with  perfidious  mien, 
g  my  soul,  in  long-departed  days ; 
ake  your  banks  !  but  still  my  heart 
1  remembrance  all  your  charms  restore, 
ring  not  one  image  to  depart, 
gthening  distance  but  endear  you  more. 
10  8  will,  throu^  many  a  future  day, 
realms  this  mortal  frame  convey, 
'  each  wind,  and  tost  on  every  wave ; 
nd  soul,  to  pensive  memory  true, 
t's  light  pinion  still  shall  fly  to  you, 
1,  bright  waters  !  in  your  current  lave. 


SONNET  181. 
'  Onde  acharei  lugar  tafl  apartado.** 

all  I  find  some  desert^cene  so  rude, 
oneliness  so  undisturVd  may  reign, 
I  stop  shall  ever  there  intrude 
ig  man,  or  nature's  savage  tnun — 


Some  tangled  thicket^  desolate  and  drear, 

Or  deep  wild  forest^  silent  as  the  tomb. 
Boasting  no  verdure  brig^t^  no  fountain  daor. 

But  darkly  suited  to  my  qdrit's  e^m  t 
That  there,  midst  frowning   rocks,   alone  with 

grief 
Entomb'd  in  life,  and  hopeless  of  relief. 

In  lonely  freedom  I  may  breathe  my  woes. 
For  oh  1  since  nought  my  sorrows  can  allay. 
There  shall  my  sadness  doud  no  festal  day. 

And  days  of  gloom  shall  soothe  me  to  repose. 
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SONNET  278. 


Ea  vMa  da  lagriniM  bento.* 


ExKMPT  fipom  every  grie^  'twas  mine  to  live 

In  dreams  so  sweet,  enchantments  so  divine, 
A  thousand  joys  propitious  Love  can  give 

Were  scarcely  worth  6ne  rapturous  pain  of  minci 
Bound  by  soft  spells,  in  dear  illusions  blest, 

I  breathed  no  sigh  for  fortune  or  for  power  ; 
No  care  intruding  to  disturb  my  breast^ 

I  dwelt  entranced  in  Love's  Elysian  bower : 
But  Fate,  such  transports  eager  to  destroy. 
Soon  rudely  woke  me  from  the  dream  of  joy, 

And  bade  the  phantoms  of  delight  b^one  : 
Bode  hope  and  happiness  at  once  depckrt^ 
And  left  but  memory  to  distnct  my  heart. 

Retracing  every  hour  of  bliss  for  ever  flown. 


**  Mi  noeve  y  duloe  querella." 

No  searching  eye  can  pierce  the  veil 
That  o*er  my  secret  love  is  thrown ; 

No  outward  signs  reveal  its  tale. 
But  to  my  bosom  known. 

ThuiE^  like  the  spark  whose  vivid  light 

In  the  dark  flint  is  hid  from  sights 
It  dwells  within,  alone. 


METASTASIO. 

'*  Dunque  si  ifoga  In  pianto.** 

Iir  tears,  the  heart  oppressed  with  grief 
Gives  language  to  its  woes; 

In  tean^  its  fulness  finds  relief. 
When  i^^tore's  tide  o'erflows  ! 


TRANSLATIONS. 


Who,  then,  unclouded  blin  would  teek 

Oq  this  terrestrial  Bphere ; 
Wh«n  e'en  Delight  can  only  speak. 

Like  Sorrow — in  a  tear  I 


He  shall  not  droul  Mi»fortune'B  angry  mica, 
NoF  feeblj  sink  beneath  her  tempest  lude. 
Whoso  soul  hath  leam'dl,  throngh  many  a  tiTing 

To  smile  at  Cite,  and  suffer  unsubdued. 

In  tho  rough  school  of  billows,  clouds,  and  storms, 
Nureed  and  matured,  the  pilot  leana  bis  mi : 

Thus  Fate's  dread  iro,  b;  mouj  ■  conflict,  forms 
The  lofty  spirit  and  endnring  bsort  I 


FobtdneI  why  thus,  where'er  my  footsteps  trea 
Obstruct  each  paUi  with  rocks  and  thoins  11 

Tbiuk'st  thou  that  /  thy  threatening  mien  shi 
dread, 
Or  toil  and  pant  thy  waving  locks  to  auia  I 

HcfervB  tho  frown  severe,  the  menilca  rude. 

or  vRsaal-spirits  that  coufusa  thy  Bway 
J/jr  constant  soul  should  triumph  unsubdued. 

Were  the  wide  uniTciEo  deatruclion'&  prey. 
Am  I  to  confliots  new,  in  toils  untried 
No  '.  J  hare  long  thine  utmost  powor  deBod, 

And  driiwD  fresh  energies  from  eveiy  £gbL 
rhuafromrude  Btrol:{>a  of  hummers  and  tho  who 
With  each  Buccaasiie  sbock  the  tomper'd -Btcol 

More  keenly  piercing  proves,  more  duili 
bright 


Thb  toiroot  wave,  that  breaks  with  force 
Impetuous  down  the  Alpine  height 

Complaius  and  struggles  in  its  course. 
But  sparkles,  as  the  diamond  bright 

The  stream  in  shadowy  vsUcy  deep 
Hay  slumber  in  its  narrow  bed ; 
But  silen^  in  unbroken  sleep, 

Its  lustre  and  its  life  arc  fled. 


"Purkjlid-uBpalgiill.- 

WoDLDBTthou  to  Love  of  danger  qieak? — 
Veil'd  arc  his  cycs,  to  perils  blind  ! 

Wouldst  tUou  from  Lova  a  reason  leek  t— 
He  is  a  child  of  wayward  mind  I 

But  with  a  doubt,  a  jeoloua  tear, 
Inspin)  Him  once — the  task  is  o'o' ; 

His  mind  is  keen,  his  si^t  is  dear. 
No  more  an  infimt,  blind  no  more. 


uipun  CagHc" 


Sweet  rose  t  whose  tender  foliage  to  expand 
Her  f-jsterliig  Ujivs  :lie  MuniJng  lighUy  ahed, 

Whilst  galea  of  balmy  breath  Ihybloesoms&nn'd, 
And  o'er  thy  leaves  the  soft  sufibsioa  i^nod : 

That  hand,  whose  csie  withdrew  thee  from  tho 
ground. 
To  brighter  worlds  thy  &Tour'd  chanos  1 

Thy  fairest  buds,  with  gmce  perennial  crown' 
There  breathe  and  bloom,  released  from  every 

Thus,  f^  removed,  and  now  tnnsplanted  flower '. 

Eiposed  no  Jfiore  to  blast  or  tompoat  rude, 
She) Icr'd with tendercBt  corofrom  frost  or-shower, 

And  each  rough  scsBon's  chill  vicissitude, 
Now  Du?  tby  form  in  bowers  of  peace  asEumc 
Immortal  fimgnuoe^  and  nnwithtcing  bloam. 


*'  fipnuA  n  fonr  dd  nalo.*' 
UMBitmnio  midst  the  wintry  skiet. 

Bears  the  firm  oak  his  vigorous  fornix 
And  stem  in  ragged  strength,  defies 
The  rushing  of  the  storm. 

Then  sever'd  from  his  native  shore. 
O'er  ocean-worlds  the  sail  to  bear. 
Still  with  those  windB  he  braved  before, 
He  proudly  struggles  there. 


"  Sol  puA  db  cli«  lb  eoBtsnIo.'' 

Oh  I  those  alone  whoee  serer'd  hearts 
Have  monm'd  through  lingering  yeara  iil  vi 

Can  tell  what  bliss  fond  Love  impwti. 
When  Fate  unitsa  them  onoa  ^in. 


Z^. 


TRANSLA  TIONS. 


weei  IB  the  sigh,  and  blest  the  tear, 
Whoae  language  hails  that  moment  bright^ 

rhen  past  afflictions  but  endear 
The  presence  ^  delight ! 


(I 


Ah!  ft«iiatele|rianteiiiibelltl' 


Ah  I  cease — those  fruitless  tears  restrain  ! 

I  go  misfortune  to  defy. 
To  smile  at  £ftte  with  proud  Hia<1ftin^ 

To  triumph — not  to  die  1 

I  with  fresh  laurels  go  to  crown 

My  closing  days  at  last» 
Securing  all  the  bright  renown 

Acquired  in  dangeis  past. 


VINCENZO  DA  FILICAJA. 
<*  Italia !  Italia!  O  tu  cui  di6  la  wrte.** 

AUA  !  O  Italia !  thou,  so  graced 
With  iD-starr'd  beauty,  which  to  thee  hath  been 
dower  whose  fiital  splendour  may  be  traced 
In  the  deep-graven  sorrows  of  thy  mien ; 
h  that  more  strength,  or  fewer  charms  were  thine ! 
niatthose  mightfear  theemore,or  lovetheeless, 
lie  seem  to  worship  at  thy  radiant  shrine^, 
Then  pierce  thee  with  the  death-pang*8  bitter- 
ness! 
ot  thm  would  foreign  hosts  have  drain'd  the  tide 
r  that  Eridanus  thy  blood  hath  dyed : 
Kor  from  the  Alps  would  legions^  still  ranew'd, 
Turdown;  norwouldstthouwieldanalien  brand, 
nd  fi^t  thy  batUes  with  the  stranger's  hand, 
StiS,  still  a  slave,  victorious  or  subdued  ! 


PASTORINL 
**  GcDora  mia !  m  con  aichitto  dglio." 

f  thus  thy  fedlen  grandeur  I  behold, 

Ky  native  Genoa  1  with  a  tearless  eye, 
hink  not  thy  son's  ungrateiul  heart  is  cold ; 

But  know — I  deem  rebellious  every  sigh  ! 
by  glorious  ruins  proudly  I  survey, 

Trophies  of  firm  resolve,  of  patriot  mi^t ! 
nd  in  «uh  trace  of  devastation's  way,      [sight. 

Thy  worth,  thy  courage,  meet  my  wandering 
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Triimiphs  fax  less  than  suffering  virtue  shine  ! 
And  on  the  spoilen  high  revenge  is  thine^ 

While  thy  strong  spirit  unsubdued  remains. 
And  lo  I  fidr  Liberty  r^oioing  flies 
To  kiss  each  noble  relic,  while  she  cries;, 

"Haill  thoughin  ruint,  thou  vert  f^dw  t»  cAotiu /* 


LOPE  DE  VEGA. 


14 


EstMtal  corteamo.** 


Let  the  vain  courtier  waste  his  days^ 
Lured  by  the  charms  that  wealth  displays. 

The  couch  of  down,  the  board  of  costly  £ure; 
Be  his  to  kiss  th*  ungrateful  hand 
That  waves  the  sceptre  of  command. 

And  rear  full  many  a  palace  in  the  air ; 
Whilst  I  enjoy,  all  unconfined. 
The  glowing  sun,  the  genial  wind. 

And  tranquil  hours,  to  rustic  toil  assign'd ; 
And  prize  far  more,  in  peace  and  health. 
Contented  indigence  than  joyless  wealth. 

Not  mine  in  Fortime*s  fane  to  bend. 

At  Grandeur's  altar  to  attend. 
Reflect  his  smile,  and  tremble  at  his  frown  ; 

Nor  mine  a  fond  aspiring  thought, 

A  wish,  a  si^^  a  vision,  fraught 
With  Fame's  bright  phantom,  Gloxy's  deathless 
crown  I 

Nectareous  draughts  and  viands  pure 

Luxuriant  nature  will  insure ; 

These  the  clear  fount  and  fertile  field 

Still  to  the  wearied  shepherd  yield ; 

And  when  repose  and  visions  reign. 
Then  we  are  equals  all,  the  monarch  and  the  swain. 


FRANCISCO  MANUEL. 

ON  A8CENDIK0  A  HILL  LEADIXO  TO  ▲  CONTENT. 
**  No  bax«  temerow,  o  pengrino  !** 

Pausb  not  with  lingering  foot,  0  pilgrim  I  here , 

Pierce  the  deep  shadows  of  the  mountain-side ; 
Firm  be  thy  step,  thy  heart  tmknown  to  fear — 

To  brighter  worlds  this  thorny  path  will  guide. 
Soon  shall  thy  feet  approach  the  calm  abode. 

So  near  the  mansions  of  supreme  delight ; 
Pftuse  not,  but  tread  this  consecrated  road — 

'Tis  the  dark  basis  of  the  heavenly  height. 


_\ 


50 


TRANS  LA  TIONS. 


Behold,  to  eheer  thee  on  the  toilfome  way. 
How  maoDj  a  fotmteSn  glitters  down  the  hill ! 

Pure  gilee,  in^ithig;,  softly  round  thee  p3ay. 
Bright  sunshine  gnidee — end  wilt  thon  linger  stilll 
Oh  !  enter  there,  where,  freed  from  htman  strife, 

Hope  is  reaHty,  and  time  is  Kfe. 


DELLA  CASA. 


TBKIOE. 


*'  (^imti  pabuti,  e  questa  logg«  or  eolte." 

These  marble  domes,  by  wealth  and  genius  graced, 

With  sculptured  forms,  bright  hues,  and  Parian 
stone. 
Were  once  rude  cabins  nddst  a  lonely  waste, 

Wild  shores  of  solitude,  and  isles  unknown. 
Pure  from  each  vice,  'twas  here  a  venturous  train 

Fearless  in  fragile  bbrks  explored  the  sea ; 
Not  theirs  a  wish  to  conquer  or  to  reign. 

They  sought  tiiese  island  precincts — ^to  be  frtse. 
Ne*cr  in  their  souls  ambition's  flame  arose, 
No  dream  of  avarice  broke  their  calm  repose ; 

Fraud,  more  than  death,  abhorr'd  each  artless 
breast: 
Oh  !  now,  since  fortune  gilds  their  brightening  day. 
Let  not  those  virtues  languish  and  decay, 

O'erwhelm'd  by  luxury,  and  by  wealth  opprest! 


L 


IL  MARCHESE  CORNEUO  BENTIVOGLIO. 
«  L'Aaima  bdla,  oIm  did  tisco  Eliso.** 

The  sainted  spirit  which,  from  bliss  on  high. 

Descends  like  dayspring  to  my  favoured  sight. 
Shines  in  such  noontide  radiance  of  the  sky. 

Scarce  do  I  know  that  form,  intensely  bright ! 
But  with  the  sweetness  of  her  well-known  smilo, 

That  smile  of  peace!  she  bids  my  doubts  depart, 
And  takes  my  hand,  and  softly  speaks  the  while, 

And  heaven's  full  glory  pictures  to  my  heart. 
Beams  of  that  heaven  in  hfr  my  eyes  behold. 
And  now,  e'en  now,  in  thought  my  wings  unfold. 

To  soar  with  her,  and  mingle  with  the  blest ! 
But  ah  !  so  swift  her  buojrant  pinion  flies, 
That  I,  in  vain  aspiring  to  the  skies, 

lUl  to  my  native  sphere,  by  earthly  bonds 
deprest. 


QUEVEDO. 

BOME  BURIED  IIT  HEB  OWN  BUTNS. 
*'  Buscas  en  Roma  k  Roma,  o  par^rino !  ** 

Amidst  these  scenes,  0  pilgrim  I  seek'st  thou 
Rome? 

Vain  is  thy  search — the  pomp  of  Rome  is  fled; 
Her  silent  Aventine  is  g^or3^s  tomb ; 

Her  walls,  her  riirines,  but  relics  of  the  dead. 
That  hill,  where  Ca»ara  dwelt  in  other  days, 

Forsaken  mourns,  where  once  it  tower  d  sublime; 
Each  mouldering  medal  now  ftr  less  displays 

The  triumphs  won  by  Latinm  than  by  Time. 
Tiber  alone  survives — the  passing  wave 
That  bathed  her  towers  now  nmrmuxB  by  her 
grave. 

Wailing  with  plaintive  sound  her  fallen  &nes. 
Rome  1  of  thine  ancient  grandeur  all  is  past, 
That  seem'd  for  yean  eternal  framed  to  last : 

Nought  but  the  wave — a  fugitive,  remains. 


EL  CONDE  JUAN  DE  TABSia 
'*  Tu,  que  la  dnlce  Yida  en  tiemas  anoa.** 

Thou,  who  hast  fled  from  life's  enchanted  bowera^ 

In  youth's  gay  spring,  in  beauty's  glowing  mom. 
Leaving  thy  bright  array,  thy  path  of  flowers, 

For  the  rude  convent-garb  and  couch  of  thorn; 
Thou  that,  escaping  from  a  world  of  cares, 

Hast  found  thy  haven  in  devotion's  fime, 
As  to  the  port  the  fearftd  bariL  repairs 

To  shim  the  midnight  perils  of  the  main— 
Now  tiie  glad  hymn,  the  strain  of  rapture  poor. 

While  on  thy  soul  the  beams  of  glory  rise  ! 
For  if  the  pilot  hail  the  welcome  shore 

With  shouts  of  triumph  swelling  to  the  skies^ 
Oh  !  how  shouldst  t&o«  the  exulting  paean  raise. 
Now  heaven's  bright  harbour  opens  on  thy  gase ! 


TORQUATO  TASSO. 
*'  NegU  anni  aoerbi  tool,  purpozea  roia.** 

Thou  in  thy  mora  wert  like  a  glowing  roae 
To  13)6  mild  sunshine  only  half  display'd. 

That  shunn'd  its  bashfiil  graces  to  disclose, 
And  in  its  veil  of  verdure  sought  a  shade 


TRANS  LA  TIONS, 
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Or  like  Aurora  did  thy  chArma  appear, 

(Since  mortal  form  neV  Tied  with  auc^t  so 
bright,)  . 
Aurora,  wnfting  finom  her  tranquil  sphere, 

O'er  vale  and  mountain  shedding  dew  and  light 
Now  riper  years  have  dooxh'd  no  grace  to  Bide ; 
Kor  youthful  charms,  in  all  their  pride  array'd, 

Excel,  or  equal,  thy  neglected  form. 
Thufl^  ftill  expanded,  loreHer  is  the  flower. 
And  the  bright  day-star,  in  its  noontide  hour, 

More  brilliant  shines,  in  genial  radiance  warm. 


BERNARDO  TASSO. 
**  Qneit'  ombia  dw  giainmal  non  Tid«  Q  lola." 

THBgreenreoeBs,  wherethrough  the  bowery  gloom 
Ne*er,  e'en  at  noontide  hours,  the  sunbeam 

Where  violei-beds  in  soft  liixuriance  bloom 

IGdst  the  cool  freehnees  of  the  myrtle  shade ; 
Where  through  the  graasaspaiUingfountain  steals, 

Whose  murmuring  wave,  transparent  as  it  flows, 
Ko  more  its  bed  of  yellow  sand  conceals 

Than  the  pure  crystal  hides  the  glowing  rose  ; 
This  bower  of  peace,  thou  soother  of  our  care, 
CkMl  of  soft  slumbers  and  of  visions  fiadr ! 

A  lowly  shepherd  consecrates  to  thee  ! 
Then  breathe  around  some  spell  of  deep  repose, 
And  chann  his  eyes  in  balmy  dew  to  close. 

Those  eyee,  fatigued  with  grie^  from  tear-drops 


PETRARCH. 


**  cad  Tool  TMkr  qnantunqne  pa6  natonu' 


Tson  that  wouldst  mark,  in  form  of  human  birth. 
An  heaven  and  nature's  perfect  skill  combined, 
on  her,  the  day-star  of  the  earth, 
not  me  alone,  but  all  mankind : 
And  haate !  for  Death,  who  spares  the  guilty  long, 

Fast  calls  the  brightest  and  the  best  away ; 
And  to  her  home^  amidst  the  cherub  throng, 
The  angelic  mortal  flies,  and  will  not  stay ! 
Haste  1  and  each  outward  charm,  each  mental  grace. 
In  one  oonmimmate  form  thine  eye  shall  trace, 
K      Xoddof  loveliness,  for  earth  too  fair ! 
B    Then  ihoa  ahalt  own  how  &int  my  votive  lays, 
I   Xy  i^rii  dtaded  by  perfection's  blaES : 
H     Baft  if  tlioaiftfll  delay,  fbr  long  regret  prepare. 

r^ 


« 


Be  lameotar  aogdll,  0  vordi  fronde.** 


If  to  the  sighing  breeze  of  summer  hours 

Bend  the  greenleaves;  ifmoumsaplaintivebird; 
Or  from  some  fount's  cool  maigin,  fringed  with 
flowers, 

The  soothing  miumur  of  the  wave  is  heard ; 
Her  whom  the  heavens  reveal,  the  earth  denies, 

I  see  and  hear :  though  dwelling  fiur  above, 
Her  spirit,  still  responsive  to  my  sighfl^ 

Visits  the  lone  retreat  of  pensive  love. 
"Why  thus  in  grief  consume  each  frrdtless  day," 
(Her  gentle  aooents  thus  benignly  say,) 

"While   fixnn  thine  eyes  the  tear  imceasing 
flows? 
Weep  not  for  me,  who,  hastening  on  my  flight. 
Died,  to  be  deathless ;  and  on  heavenly  Hght 

Whose  eyes  but  open'd,  when  they  seem*d  to 
close  1" 


VERSI  SPAGNUOU  DI  PIETRO  BEMBO. 


*'0  Muerte!  que 


Thou,  the  stem  monarch  of  dismay. 
Whom  nature  trembles  to  survey, 
0  Death  1  to  me,  the  child  of  grief. 
Thy  welcome  power  would  bring  relief. 

Changing  to  peaceful  slumber  many  a  care. 
And  though  thy  stroke  may  thrill  with  pain 
Each  throblnng  pulse,  each  quivering  vein ; 
The  pangs  that  bid  existence  close. 
Ah  t  sure  are  fax  less  keen  than  those 

Which  cloud  its  lingering  moments  with  despaiXi 


FRANCESCO  LORENZINI. 
**  O  Zeflretto,  ehe  nunrendo  vaL** 

Stlph  of  the  breose  !  whose  dewy  pinions  light 

Wave  gently  rotmd  the  tree  I  planted  here. 
Sacred  to  her  whose  soul  hath  wing'd  its  flight 

To  the  pure  ether  of  her  lofty  sphere ; 
Be  it  thy  care,  soft  spirit  of  the  gale  ! 

To  fan  its  leaves  in  summer's  noontide  hour ; 
Bo  it  thy  care  that  wintry  tempests  &il 

To  rend  its  honours  from  the  sylvan  bower. 
Then  shall  it  spread,  and  rear  th'  aspiring  form* 
Pride  of  the  wood,  secure  from  every  storm, 


\ 
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Graced  with  her  name,  a  consecrated  tree ! 
So  may  thy  Lord,  ihy  monarch  of  the  wind, 
Ne*er  with  rude  chains  thy  tender  pinions  hind. 

But  grant  thee  still  to  rovei,  a  wanderer  wild 
and  free  1 


OESNER. 

MORMNG  80K& 
«*  waikommen,  fruhe  moiyeiuonn.** 

Hail  !  morning  sun,  thus  early  bright; 

Welcome,  sweet  dawn  1  thou  youAger  day  ! 
Through  the  daric  woods  that  frhige  the  hei£^ 
Beams  forth,  o  en  now,  thy  ray. 

Bright  on  the  dew  it  sparides  dear. 

Bright  on  the  water's  glittering  &11, 
And  life,  and  joy,  and  health  appear. 
Sweet  Morning !  at  thy  calL 

Now  thy  fresh  breezes  lightly  spring 

From  beds  of  fragrance,  where  they  lay. 
And  roving  i^ild  on  dewy  wing; 
Drive  slumber  &r  away. 

Fantastic  dreams,  in  swift  retreat^ 

Now  frt>m  each  mind  withdraw  their  spell ; 
While  the  young  loves  delisted  meet, 
On  Rosa's  cheek  to  dwelL 

Speed,  zephyr !  kiss  each  opening  flower. 

Its  fragrant  spirit  make  thine  own ; 
Then  wing  thy  way  to  Rosa's  bower. 
Ere  her  light  sleep  is  flown. 

There,  o'er  her  dovmy  pillow  fly. 

Wake  the  sweet  maid  to  life  and  day ; 
Breathe  on  her  balmy  lip  a  sigh. 
And  o'er  her  bosom  play ; 

And  whisper,  when  her  eyes  unveO, 

That  I,  since  morning's  earliest  call. 
Have  sigfa'd  her  name  to  evry  gale 
By  the  lone  waterfdL 


GERMAN  SONG. 
**  Madefaen,  fernet  Amor  keniicn.** 

Listen,  fi&ir  maid  !  my  song  shall  tell 
How  Lore  may  still  be  known  ftdl  well — 


His  looks  the  traitor  prove. 
Dost  thou  not  see  that  absent  smilc^ 
That  fiery  glance  replete  with  guile  ) 

Oh  !  doubt  not  then — 'tis  Love. 

When  varying  still  the  sly  disguise. 
Child  of  caprice,  he  laughs  and  aim. 

Or  with  complaint  would  move  ; 
To<lay  is  bold,  to-morrow  shy. 
Changing  each  hour,  ho  knows  not  why. 

Oh  !  doubt  not  then — 'tis  Love. 

There's  magic  in  his  every  wile. 
His  lips,  well  practised  to  beguile^ 

Breathe  roses  when  they  more ; 
See  1  now  with  sudden  rage  he  bums. 
Disdains,  implores,  commands,  by  tumsL 

Oh  1  doubt  not  then — ^'tis  Love. 

He  comes,  without  the  bow  and  dart^ 
That  spare  not  e'en  the  purest  heart; 

His  looks  the  traitor  prove; 
That  glance  is  fire,  that  mien  is  guile. 
Deceit  is  lurking  in  that  smile — 

Oh  !  trust  him  not — 'tis  Love ! 


«( 


CHAULIEU. 


Grotte,  d*oii  tort  ce  d^  ruiawm.'* 


Tbou  grot,  whence  flows  this  limpid  qMong; 
Its  mai^  fringed  with  moss  and  flowers^ 
Still  bid  its  voice  of  murmurs  bring 
Peace  to  my  musing  hours. 

Sweet  Fontcnay  !  where  first  for  me 

The  dayspring  of  existence  rose. 
Soon  shall  my  dust  return  to  thee. 
And  midst  my  sires  repose. 

Muses  !  that  watch'd  my  childhood's  mon^ 
Midst  these  wild  haunts,  with  guardian  eye 
Fair  trees  1  that  hero  beheld  me  bom. 
Soon  shall  ye  see  me  die. 


GARCILASO  DE  VEG.V. 

"  Coved  de  mestn  tlegre  primaTcra.** 

Enjot  the  sweets  of  life's  luxuriant  May 
Ere  envious  Age  is  hastening  on  his  way 
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With  snowy  wreaths  to  crown  the  beauteous 
brow; 
Tho  rose  will  fiuie  when  storms  assail  the  year. 
And  Time,  who  changeth  not  his  swift  career. 

Constant  in  this,  will  change  all  else  below  ! 


LORENZO  DE  MEDICL 


VIOLETS. 


«« 


Non  di  verdi  giardin  ornaii  •  coItL' 


Wx  come  not,  £ur  one  I  to  thy  hand  of  snow 

FVom  the  soft  scenes  by  Culture's  hand  array'd; 
Not  Tear*d  in  bowers  where  gales  of  fragrance  blow. 

Bat  in  dark  glens,  and  depths  of  forest  shade  ! 
There  once,  as  Venus  wander*d,  lost  in  woe. 

To  seek  Adonis  through  th'  entangled  wood. 
Piercing  her  foot>  a  thorn  that  lurk'd  below 

With  print  relentless  drew  celestial  blood  ! 
Then  our  light  stems,  with  snowy  blossoms  fraught, 
)V**^^"g  to  earth,  each  precious  drop  we  caught. 

Imbibing  thence  our  bright  purpurcal  dyes ; 
We  were  not  fostered  in  our  shadowy  vales 
By  guided  rivulets  or  summer  gales — 

Our  dew  and  air  have  been  Love's  balmy  tears 
and  sighs  t 


PINDEMONTE. 

ON  THE  HEBE  OF  CAXOVA. 
**  Dove  per  te,  celeste  andDa,  or  vassi  ?  " 

Whitheb,  celestial  maid,  so  fietst  away? 

What  lufes  thee  from  the  banquet  of  the  skies  'i 
'  How  canst  thou  leave  thy  native  realms  of  day 

Fortius  low  sphere,  this  vale  of  clouds  and  sighs  1 
!  0  thoo,  Conova !  soaring  high  above 

Italian  art — ^with  Qredan  magic  vying  I 
I  Wo  knew  thy  marble  glow*d  with  life  and  love. 

Bat  who  had  seen  thee  image  footsteps  flying  ? 


Here  to  each  eye  the  wind  seems  gently  playing 
With  the  light  vest,  its  wavy  folds  arraying 

In  many  a  line  of  tmdulating  grace; 
While  Kature,  ne'er  her  mighty  laws  suspending. 
Stands,  before  marble  thus  with  motion  blending. 

One  moment  lost  in  thought,  its  hidden  cause 
to  trace. 

[A  Tolame  of  trantlationi  published  in  1818,  might  have 
been  called  by  anticipation,  **  Lays  of  many  Lands."  At  the 
time  now  alluded  to,  her  inspirations  were  chiefly  derived 
from  rlasslral  subjects.  The  "graceful  superstitions"  of 
Greece,  and  the  eublime  patriotism  of  Rome,  held  an  influ- 
ence over  her  thoughts  which  is  evinced  by  many  of  the  works 
of  this  period— such  as  '*  The  Restoration  of  the  Works  of  Art 
to  Italy,"  **  Modem  Greece,"  and  several  of  the  poems  which 
formed  the  volume  entitled  *'  T^des  and  Historic  Scenes." 

"  Apart  from  all  intercourse,"  says  Delta,  '*  with  literary 
society,  and  acquainted  only  by  name  and  occastonal  corre- 
spondence with  any  of  the  distinguished  authors  of  whom 
England  has  to  boast,  Mrs  Hemans,  during  the  progress  of 
her  poetical  career,  had  to  contend  with  more  and  gk-eater 
obstacles  than  usually  stand  in  the  path  of  female  authorship. 
To  her  praise  be  it  spoken,  therefore,  that  it  was  to  her  own 
merit  alone,  wholly  Independent  of  adventitious  circum- 
stances, that  she  was  indebted  for  the  extensive  share  of  popu- 
larity which  her  compositions  ultimately  obtained.  From 
this  studious  seduston  were  given  forth  the  two  poems  which 
first  permanently  elevated  her  among  the  writers  of  her  age, 
—the  *  Restoration  of  the  Works  of  Art  to  Italy,'  and 
'  Modem  Greece.*  In  these  the  maturity  of  her  intellect 
appears ;  and  she  makes  us  feei,  that  she  has  marked  out  a 
path  for  herself  through  the  r^ons  of  song.  The  versification 
is  high-toned  and  musical,  in  accordance  with  the  sentiment 
and  subject ;  and  in  evoy  page  we  have  evidence,  not  only  of 
taste  and  genius,  but  of  careful  elaboration  and  research. 
These  efforts  were  fkvourably  noticed  by  Lord  Byron ;  and 
attracted  the  admiration  of  Shelley.  Bishop  Ueber  and  other 
Judicious  and  intelligent  counsellors  cheered  her  on  by  their 
approbation  :  the  reputation  which,  through  years  of  silent 
study  and  exertion,  she  had,  no  doubt,  sometimes  with 
brightened  and  sometimes  with  doubtful  hopes,  looked  for- 
ward to  as  a  sufficient  great  reward,  was  at  length  unequivo- 
cally and  unreluctantly  accorded  her  by  the  world;  and, 
probably,  this  was  the  happiest  period  of  her  Ufia.  The 
Translations  from  Camoens ;  the  prixe  poem  of  Wallace,  as 
also  that  of  Dartmoor,  the  Tales  and  Historic  Scenes,  and 
the  Sceptic,  may  all  be  referred  to  this  epoch  of  her  literary 
ixna:*—Bioffraj>hieal  Sketchy  prtfixtd  to  Poetical  Remaitu, 
1836. 

In  reference  to  the  same  period  of  Mrs  Hemans'  career, 
the  late  acnte  and  aecomplisbed  Miss  Jewsbury  (afterwards 
Mrs  Fletcher)  has  the  foDowing  Judickms  observatkms  :— 

"  At  this  stage  of  transition,  her  poetry  was  correct,  classi- 
cal, and  highly  polished ;  but  it  wanted  warmth :  it  partook 
more  of  the  natnro  of  statuary  than  of  painting.  Shewttered 
her  mind  vrith  fiicts  and  autliorities,  and  drew  upon  her  me- 
mory when  she  might  have  relied  upon  her  Imagination.  She 
was  diffident  of  herself,  and,  to  quote  her  own  admissfon. 
Moved  to  repoee  under  the  shadow  of  mighty  names.*"-* 
Athenaum,  Feb.  1831.] 
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LIKES 

DIRGE  OF  A  CHILD. 

wKimn  ur  ▲  BzmxiTAOs  ox  ths  rba-mkmu. 

No  bitter  tears  for  thee  be  shed. 

0  WASDKREB !  would  thy  heart  foiget 

Blossom  of  being  I  seen  and  gone  ! 

Eich  earthly  paasion  and  regret^ 

With  flowers  alone  we  strew  thy  bed. 

And  would  thy  wearied  apirit  liae 

0  blest  departed  One  ! 

To  oomnmiie  with  its  native  akiea; 

Whoee  all  of  life,  a  roey  ray. 

FiMise  for  a  whUe,  aad  deem  it  sweet 

Bhish'd  into  dawn  and  pass'd  away. 

To  linger  in  thia  calm  retreat; 

And  giye  thy  cares,  thy  griefii^  a  short  suspense, 

Tea  I  thou  art  fled,  ere  guilt  had  power 

Amidst  wild  soenea  of  kne  magnifioenoe. 

To  stain  thy  cherub-soul  and  form. 

Cloaed  is  the  soft  ephemeral  flower 

Unmiz'd  with  ang^t  of  meaner  tone. 

That  never  felt  a  storm  ! 

Here  Natnre'a  vokse  la  heard  alone : 

The  sunbeam's  smiley  the  aephyr^s  bceatl^ 

When  the  load  stonuy  in  wrathful  hour. 

All  that  it  knew  from  birth  to  death. 

Is  rushing  on  its  wing  of  power. 

And  mgmStm  of  the  deep  awake^ 

Thou  wert  so  like  a  form  of  ligh^ 

And  suxgee  foam,  and  billows  break. 

Thai  heaven  benignly  call'd  thee  hence. 

And  rocks  and  ocean-cavea  around 

Ere  yet  the  world  could  breathe  one  blij^ 

Bererberate  each  awful  aound — 

O'er  thy  sweet  innocence : 

That  mighty  roice,  with  all  its  dread  control. 

And  thou,  that  brighter  home  to  bless^ 

To  loftiest  thougjit  shall  wake  thy  thrilling  souL 

Art  pass'd,  with  all  thy  loveliness  ! 

But  when  no  more  the  sea-winds  raTS^ 

Oh  1  hadst  thou  still  on  earth  remain'd. 

When  peace  ia  broodmg  on  the  waye^ 

Vision  of  beauty  !  fair,  as  brief ! 

And  from,  earth,  air,  and  ocean  rise 

How  soon  thy  brightness  had  been  stain'd 

No  sounds  but  plaintiye  melodies ; 

With  passion  or  with  grief ! 

Soothed  by  their  softty  mingling  swell. 

Now  not  a  sullying  breath  can  rise 

As  daylight  bids  the  world  fioewell. 

To  dim  thy  glory  in  the  skies. 

The  rustling  wood,  the  dying  breeze, 

The  fednt  low  rippling  of  the  seas, 

We  rear.no  marble  o'er  thy  tomb — 

A  tender  calm  shall  steal  iqnm  thy  breast^ 

No  sculptured  image  there  shall  mourn ; 

A  gleam  reflected  firom  the  realms  of  rest 

Ah  !  fitter  far  tiie  vernal  bloom 

Such  dwelling  to  adorn. 

Is  thine  a  heart  the  world  hath  stung. 

Fragrance,  and  flowers^  and  dewa^  must  be 

Friends  have  deoeiTed,  neglect  hath  wrungt 

The  only  emblems  meet  for  thee. 

Hast  thou  some  grief  that  none  may  know. 

Some  lonely,  secret,  silent  woel 

Thy  grave  shall  be  a  blessed  shrine. 

Or  have  thy  fond  affections  fled 

Adom'd  with  Nature's  brightest  wreath; 

From  earth,  to  slumber  with  the  dead? — 

Each  glowing  season  shall  combine 

Oh  1  pause  awhile — ^the  world  disown. 

Its  incense  there  to  breathe ; 

And  dwell  with  Nature's  self  alone  I 

And  oft,  upon  the  midnight  air. 

And  though  no  more  she  bids  arise 

Shall  viewless  harps  be  murmuring  there. 

Thy  soul's  departed  energies. 

And  though  thy  joy  of  life  is  o'er. 

And  oh  I  sometimes  in  visions  blest^ 

Beyond  her  magic  to  restore ; 

Sweet  spirit  1  visit  our  repose  ; 

Yei  shall  her  spells  o'er  every  passion  steal. 

And  bear,  &om  thine  own  world  of  rest^ 

And  soothe  the  wounded  heart  they  cannot  heaL 

Some  balm  for  human  woes  I 
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What  form  more  loraly  oonld  be  given 
Than  thine  to  meaBeoger  of  heaven  t^ 


INVOCATION. 

Hush'd  is  the  world  in  night  and  sleep- 
Earth,  sea,  and  air  are  still  as  death ; 
Too  rude  to  break  a  calm  so  deep 
Were  miudc's  funtest  breath. 
Descend,  bright  visions  1  from  atrial  bowers, 
Descend  to  gild  your  own  soft  silent  hours. 

In  hope  or  fear,  in  toil  or  pain, 

The  weary  day  have  mortals  pass'd ; 
Now,  dreams  of  blias  I  be  yours  to  reign. 
And  all  your  spells  around  them  cast; 
Steal  from  their  hearts  the  pang,  their  eyes  the 


And  lift  the  veil  that  hides  a  brighter  sphere. 

Oh,  bear  your  softest  balm  to  those 

Who  fondly,  vainly,  mourn  the  dead ! 
Ta  them  that  world  of  peace  disclose 
Where  the  bright  soul  is  fled: 
Where  Love,  immortal  in  his  native  clime, 
Shdl  £Bar  no  pang  from  fiite,  no  blight  from 
time. 

Or  to  his  loved,  his  distant  land 

On  your  li^t  wings  the  exile  bear. 
To  liwl  onoe  more  his  heart  expand 
In  \m  own  genial  mountainnur; 
He»  the  wild  edioes  well-known  strains  repeat^ 
And  Uen  each  note,  as  heaven's  own  music 


Bat  oh  I  with  fimcy's  brightest  ray. 

Blest  dreams  1  the  bard's  repose  illimie ; 
Kd  fiorms  of  heaven  around  him  play. 
And  bowers  of  Eden  bloom  I 
And  waft  Aa  ^irit  to  its  native  skies 
Who  finds  no  charm  in  lifels  realities. 

No  voice  is  on  the  air  of  mg^t. 

Through  folded  leaves  no  mnrmnrs  creep, 
Nor  star  nor  moGnbeam'a  trembling  light 
fUls  on  the  placid  brow  of  sleep. 
Descend,  bric^ivisloos!  ftxmi  your  airy  bower 
Dsik,  silenl>  aoliimi  is  your  fovourite  hour. 


QuorteHJir  Jiniiw,  p.  (B. 


TO  TBC  MSMOaV  OP 

GENERAL  SIR  E— D  P— K— 1L« 

Br^w  spirit!  moum'd  with  fond  regret, 

Lost  in  lifo's  pride,  in  vakrar^s  noon. 
Oh,  who  could  deem  thy  star  riiould  set 
So  darkly  and  so  soon  ! 

Fatal,  though  bright^  the  fire  of  mind 

Which  mark'd  and  doeed  thy  brief  career. 
And  the  fidr  wreath,  by  Hope  entwined. 
Lies  wither'd  on  thy  bier. 

The  soldier's  death  hath  been  thy  doom. 
The  soldier's  tear  thy  mead  shall  be ; 
Tet»  son  of  war  I  a  prouder  tomb 
Might  Fate  have  reared  for  thee. 

Thou  shouldst  have  died,  0  high-soul'd  chief! 

In  those  bright  days  of  glory  fled, 
When  triumph  so  prevail'd  o'er  grief 
We  scarce  could  mourn  the  dead. 

Noontide  of  £une  1  each  tear-drop  then 

Was  worthy  of  a  warrioi's  grave : 
When  shall  aUbotion  weep  again 
So  proudly  o'er  the  brave  1 

There,  on  the  battle-fields  of  Spain, 

Midst  Roncesvalles*  mountain-soene. 
Or  on  Yitoria's  blood-red  plain. 
Meet  had  thy  deathbed  been. 

s  Blajor-general  Sfa-  Edward  Pakenksm,  the  ffalhnt  (rfRoer 
to  whow  memory  tbtn  vwoi  an  dedicated,  firil  al  the  head 
of  the  Britiah  troope  in  the  unfoHautta  attadt  on  New 
OrleaoA,  8th  January  1814.  **  Six  thouand  comtetanta  on 
the  British  aide,"  lays  Mr  Alison.  *'  were  in  the  field :  a 
slender  force  to  Attack  double  thdr  number.  Intrenched  to 
the  teeth  fai  works  bristUnf  with  bayoaeto  and  kwded  with 
heavy  artillery."— iTMi^ry  q/'iSlurofie,  toL  x.  p.  74SL 

The  death  of  Sir  Edward  is  thus  alluded  to  in  the  official 
account  of  General  Keane,  communicating  the  renli  of  the 
action: — **  The  advancing  columns  ware  discernible  from 
the  enemy's  line  at  mora  than  two  hnndred  yards'  distance, 
when  a  destructiTa  flra  was  instantly  opaned,  not  only  frtai 
an  parts  of  the  enemy^  line,  but  from  the  battety  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river.  The  gallant  Pabenham,  who, 
during  his  short  but  brilliant  career,  was  ahrays  foremost  in 
the  path  of  ^ory  and  of  danger,  gaUopad  ftirwan!  to  the 
front,  to  animate  his  men  by  his  pwwui  Ht  had  veadbed 
the  crest  of  the  glads,  and  was  ia  the  act  «f  dMsrlng  his 
troops  with  his  hat  off,  when  he  received  two  balls,  one  tn 
the  knee  and  anotiiw  in  the  body.  He  fell  into  the  anns 
of  Major  Macdoogal^his  aide-de-camp,  and  ahnosl  inatant^ 
expirad."— JBtfifN'.  An,  PtgiH.  1816,  p.  S5«. 
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We  moam  not  tliat  a  hero's  life 

Thus  in  its  ardent  prime  should  close ; 
Hadst  thou  but  £dlen  in  nobler  strife. 
But  died  midst  oonqneii'd  foes ! 

Yet  fasst  thou  still  (thou^  rictory's  flame 

In  thai  last  moment  cheered  thee  not) 
Left  Glory's  iale  another  name^ 
That  ne*er  may  be  foigot : 

And  many  a  tale  of  triumph  won 

Shall  breathe  that  name  in  Memory's  ear. 
And  long  may  Kngland  mourn  a  son 
WiQiovit  reproach  or  fear. 


TO  TBC  MBMOKT  OT 

SIR  H— Y   E— LL— S, 
WHO  rsLL  M  ma  batti.c  ow  watkmjjoo. 

*'  H*pp7  Are  tlicjr  wbo  dto  fai  yoatb,  when  their  reaotm  u 
■rouad  UMm."— Omiah. 

W£EP*0i  thou  for  him,  whose  doom  was  seal'd 
On  England's  proudest  battle-field  1 
For  him,  the  lion-heart,  who  died 
*  In  yictory's  full  resistless  tide ) 

Oh,  mourn  him  not ! 
By  deeds  like  his  that  field  was  won. 
And  Fate  could  yield  to  Valour's  son 

No  brighter  lot. 

He  hoard  his  band's  exulting  cry. 
He  saw  the  vanquiah'd  eagles  fly ; 
And  envied  be  his  death  of  fieune  ! 
It  shod  a  sunbeam  o'er  his  name 

That  nought  shall  dim : 
No  cloud  obscured  his  glory's  day. 
It  saw  no  twilight  of  decay. 

Weep  not  for  him  ! 

And  breathe  no  dirge's  plaintive  moan, 
A  hero  claims  far  loftier  tone  I 
Oh,  proudly  shall  the  war«ong  swell, 
Recording  how  the  mighty  fell 

In  that  dread  hour, 
When  Kngland,  midst  the  battle-storm — 
The  avenging  angel — ^rear'd  her  form 

In  tenfold  power. 

Yet»  gallant  heart  I  to  swell  thy  praise, 
Vain  were  the  minstrel's  noblest  lays ; 


I       Since  he,  the  soldier's  guiding  star, 
The  Yictor^due^  the  lord  of  war. 

Has  own'd  thy  faume : 
And  oh  !  like  kit  approving  word. 
What  trophied  marble  could  record 

A  warrior's  name  ? 


GUERILLA  SONG. 

POU.VOBD  OX  THS  STOKT  KBLATKD  OT  TBS  SrAHIUf 
PATBIOT  SnSTA. 

Oh  !    forget  not  the  hour  when  through  forest 

and  vale 
We  retum'd  with  our  chief  to  his  dear  native  halls; 
Through  the  woody  sierra  there  sigh'd  not  a  gale. 
And  the  moonbeam  was  bright  on  his  battlement- 
walls; 
And  nature  lay  sleeping  in  calmness  and  Hght, 
Round  the  home  of  the  valiant,  that  rose  on  our 
sight. 

We  entered  that  home — all  was  loneliness  round. 
The  stillness,  the  darkness,  the  peace  of  the  grave ; 
Not  a  voice,  not  a  step,  bade  its  echoes  reeound : 
Ah,  such  was  the  welcome  that  waited  the  bravo  ! 
For  the  spoilers  had  pass'd,  like  the  poison-wind's 

breath. 
And  the  loved  of  his  bosom  lay  silent  in  death. 

Oh  !  forget  not  that  hour — ^let  its  image  be  near^ 
In  the  hght  of  our  mirth,  in  the  dreams  of  our  rest, 
Let  its  tale  awake  feeUngs  too  deep  for  a  tear. 
And  rouseinto  vengeanceeach  arm  and  each  breast. 
Till  cloudless  the  dayspring  of  liberty  shine 
O'er  the  plains  of  the  olive  and  hUls  of  the  vine. 


THE  AGED  INDLA.N. 

WariuobsI  my  noon  of  life  is  past, 
The  brightness  of  my  spirit  flown; 

I  crouch  before  the  wintry  blast, 
Amidst  my  tribe  I  dwell  alone ; 

The  heroes  of  my  youth  are  fled. 

They  rest  among  the  warlike  dead. 

Ye  slumberers  of  the  narrow  cave  ! 

My  kindred  chiefe  in  days  of  yore  1 
Ye  fill  an  ururemember'd  grave. 

Your  iaane,  your  deeds,  are  known  no  mora 
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The  records  of  your  wars  are  gone, 
Yoiir  names  forgot  by  all  bat  one. 

Soon  shall  that  one  depart  from  earth, 
To  join  the  brethren  of  his  prime'; 

Then  will  the  memory  of  your  birth 
Sleep  with  the  hidden  things  of  time. 

With  him,  ye  sons  of  fonner  days  ! 

Fades  the  last  glimmering  of  your  praise. 

His  eyes,  that  hail'd  your  spirits'  flame. 
Still  kindling  in  the  combat's  shock, 

Haye  seen,  since  darkness  veil'd  yoiu*  £une. 
Sons  of  the  desert  and  the  rock  ! 

Another  and  another  race 

Bise  to  the  battle  and  the  chase. 

Descendants  of  the  mighty  dead  ! 

Fearless  of  heart,  and  firm  of  hand  ! 
Oh,  let  me  join  their  spirits  fled — 

Oh  !  send  me  to  their  shadowy  land. 
Age  bath  not  tamed  Ontara's  heart — 
He  shrinks  not  from  the  friendly  dart. 

These  feet  no  tnore  can  chase  the  deer. 
The  glory  of  this  arm  is  flown ; — 

Why  should  the  feeble  linger  here 
When  all  the  pride  of  life  is  gone  ? 

Warriors  !  why  still  the  stroke  deny? 

Think  ye  Ontara  fears  to  die  1 

He  fear'd  not  in  his  flower  of  days, 
MHien  strong  to  stem  the  torrent's  force. 

When  through  the  desert's  pathless  maze 
His  way  was  as  an  eagle's  course  ! 

When  war  was  sunshine  to  his  sight, 

And  the  wild  hurricane  delight ! 

Shall,  then,  the  warrior  tremble  now  t 
Kow  when  his  envied  strength  is  o'er — 

Hung  on  the  pine  his  idle  bow, 
His  pirogue  useless  on  the  shore ) 

When  age  hath  dimm'd  his  £Euling  eye. 

Shall  he,  the  joyless,  fear  to  die  ? 

Sons  of  the  braye  I  delay  no  more — 
The  spirits  of  my  kindred  call. 

Tis  but  one  pang,  and  all  is  o'er  ! 
Oh,  bid  the  aged  cedar  feill ! 

To  j<Hn  the  brethren  of  his  prime. 

The  mi^^ty  of  departed  time. 


EVENING  AMONGST  THE  ALPS. 

Soft  skies  of  Italy !  how  richly  drest, 

Snule  these  wild  scenes  in  your  purpurcal  glow ! 
What  glorious  hues,  reflected  from  the  west. 

Float  o'er  the  dwellings  of  eternal  snow  ! 
Yon  torrent,  foaming  down  the  granite  steep. 

Sparkles  all  brilliance  in  the  setting  beam ; 
Dark  glens  beneath  in  shadowy  beauty  sleep. 

Where  pipes  the  goat-herd  by  his  mountain* 
stream. 
Now  frt)m  yon  peak  departs  the  vivid  ray. 

That  still  at  eve  its  lofty  temple  knows ; 
From  rock  and  torrent  fiide  the  tints  away. 

And  all  is  wrapt  in  twilight's  deep  repose : 
While  through  the  pine-wood  gleams  the  vesper 

star. 
And  roves  the  Alpine  gale  o'er  solitudes  afar. 


DIBOE   OF   THE   HIGHLAND   CHIEF  IN 
"WAVERLEY."! 

Son  of  the  mighty  and  the  free  I 

High-minded  leader  of  the  brave  ! 
Was  it  for  lofty  chief  like  thee 
To  fill  a  nameless  grave  1 
Oh  !  if  amidst  the  valiant  slain 

The  warrior's  bier  had  been  thy  lot. 
E'en  though  on  red  GuUoden's  plain. 
We  then  had  moum'd  thee  not. 

1  These  very  beautiful  stanzas  first  appeared  in  the  Edin- 

bm;gfa  Annual  Register  for  1815,  (p.  255,)  with  the  following 

interesting  heading. 

'*  A  literary  friend  of  ours  received  these  verses  with  a 
letter  of  the  following  tenor : — 

"  *  A  verjf  ingeniotu  pounff/iriend  </  m{n4  hatjuH  $mt  me 
the  eneUued,  on  reatUng  Waverley.  To  you  the  teorkt  gives 
thcU  charminff  work  /  and  i/in  anyJ%Uure  edition  you  should 
like  to  insert  the  Dirge  to  a  Hii^nd  CMtf,  you  would  do 
honour  to 

Tour  Sincere  Admirer.' 

**  The  individual  to  whom  this  obliging  letter  was  addreased, 
having  no  cbUm  to  the  honour  which  is  there  done  him,  does 
not  poness  the  means  of  publishing  the  verse*  in  the  popular 
novel  alluded  to.  But  that  the  public  may  sustain  no  loss, 
and  that  the  ingenious  author  of  waverley  may  be  aware  ol 
the  honour  intended  him,  our  correqKmdent  haa  ventured  to 
send  the  verses  to  our  RcoBister.** 

Notwithstanding  the  mystidsm  in  the  note  about  the  "  very 
ingenious  young  friend  ef  mine  **  and  **  your  sineere  ad- 
mirer,** on  the  one  hand ;  aadthedisdaimirby  **a  Uierary 
friend  qfourtt**  on  the  other,  there  can  be  Jittle  doubt  that 
the  Dirge  was  sent  by  Mn  Hemaos  to  Sir  Walter,  then  Mr 
Scott,  and  by  him  to  the  Register— of  which  he  hhnself 
wrote  that  year  Uie  historical  deportment.  —  Vide  Lock- 
harfk  Life  of  Scott,  toL  Iv.  p.  80. 
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Bat  darkly  closed  thy  dawn  of  fsime. 

Thai  dawn  whoae  sunbeBin  roae  ao  fidr ; 
Vengeance  alone'may  breathe  thy  name. 

The  watchword  of  Deepair  ! 
Tet,  oh  1  if  gallant  8pirii*a  power 

Hath  e*er  ennobled  death  like  thine^ 
Then  gkny  mark'd  Ovff  parting  hoor. 
Last  of  a  mi^ty  line  1 


O'er  thy  own  iowef*  the  aonahine  faS^ 

Bat  cannot  chaae  their  aiknt  ^oom ; 

Those  beams  that  gild  thy  native  walls 

Are  sleeping  oo  thy  tomb  1 
Spring  on  thy  moontaina  lang^  the  while. 

Thy  green  woods  ware  in  yemal  air. 
But  the  loved  scenea  may  vainly  amile : 
Not  e'en  thy  dost  is  there. 

On  thy  blue  hills  no  bugl»«oand 

Is  mingling  with  the  torrent's  roar ; 
Unmark'd,  the  wild  deer  sport  around : 

Thou  lead'st  the  chase  no  more  1 
Thy  gates  are  closed,  thy  halls  are  still. 

Those  halls  where  peal'd  the  choral  strain ; 
They  hear  the  wind's  deep  murmuring  thrill. 
And  all  is  hush'd  again. 

No  banner  from  the  lonely  tower 

Shall  wave  its  blaion'd  folds  on  high ; 
There  the  tall  grass  and  summer  flower 

Unmark'd  shall  spring  and  die. 
No  more  thy  bard  for  other  ear 

Shall  wake  the  harp  once  loved  by  thine — 
Hu8h*d  be  the  strain  ihxm  canat  not  hear. 
Last  of  a  mighty  line  ! 


THE  CRUSADERS'  WAR^ONO. 

CuiUTAiRB,  lead  on  t  our  hearts  beat  high — 

Lead  on  to  Salem's  towers  1 
Who  would  not  deem  it  bliss  to  die, 

Slain  in  a  eanae  like  oars  t 
The  brave  who  aleep  in  soil  of  thine, 
Die  not  entomb'd  but  shrined,  O  Polestino  ! 

Souls  of  the  slain  in  holy  war ! 

Look  from  your  sainted  reat 
Tdl  OS  ye  roaa  in  Glory's  car. 

To  mingle  with  the  blest ; 
Tell  as  how  short  the  death-pang'a  power, 
How  bright  the  joys  of  yoor  immortal  bowec 


Strike  the  loud  harp,  ye  minatrd  tndn  I 

Pour  forth  yoor  loftiest  lays ; 
Each  heart  shall  echo  to  the  strain 

Breathed  in  the  warrior'a  praiae. 
Bid  every  string  triumphant  swell 
Th'  inspiring  sounds  that  heroes  love  so  wsU. 

Salem  !  amidst  the  fieroesfc  hoar. 

The  wildest  rage  of  fight^ 
Thy  name  shall  lend  our  falchions  power. 

And  nerve  our  hearts  with  mi§^ 
Envied  be  those  for  thee  that  ftll. 
Who  find  their  graves  benesih  thy  saered  wiH 

For  them  no  need  that  sculptured  tomb 

Should  chronicle  their  fiime^ 
Or  pyramid  record  their  doom. 

Or  deathless  verse  their  name ; 
It  is  enough  that  dust  of  thine 
Should  shroud  their  forms^  O  blessed  PalsstiDS  t 

Chieftains,  load  on  !  our  hearts  beat  hi^ 

For  combat's  glorious  hour ; 
Soon  shall  the  red-cross  boimer  fly 

On  Salem's  loftiest  tower  1 
We  bum  to  mingle  in  the  strife. 
Where  hvX  to  die  insures  eternal  life. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CLANRONALD. 

[It  WM  Ib  tbt  balCI*  of  SberiAooor  tbal  yooag  Gkasoiiaid 
feU.  louUng  on  tbt  Highlanden  of  th«  right  wtag.  Hk 
death  dispirited  the  aaailants,  who  began  to  wavw.  But 
Glengarry,  chief  of  a  riral  branch  of  the  Clan  CoOa,  ilartod 
from  the  ranks,  and,  waring  hie  bonnet  rooad  hk  b«id, 
cried  out,  "  To-d4y  for  iwreng«»  and  tcMnocrow  iir  aooni- 
ing !  "  The  Highlander!  received  a  new  impulie  fktMn  hb 
words,  and,  charging  with  redoubled  f^,  b(n«  down  aO 
before  tliem.  — See  the  Quarterly  JZerioe  artide  of  **  Ctal- 
loden  Papers^"] 

Oh,  ne'er  be  Clanronald  the  valiant  foigot  f 
Still  fearless  and  first  in  the  combat^  he  feD ; 
But  we  paused  not  one  tearnlrop  to  shed  o*er  tlie 

spot, 
We  spared  notonemomentto  murmur  ''FluvwdL* 
We  heard  but  the  battle-word  given  by  the  chief. 
To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief  1  * 


It 


And  wildly,  Clanronald  1  we  edio*d  the  vow. 
With  the  tear  on  our  cheek,  and  the  swosd  in  our 

hand  ; 
Toungson  of  the  brave !  we  may  weep  for  thee  now. 
For  well  has  thy  death  been  avenged  by  thy  btndy 
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I    Whoi  they  joind  in  wild  chorus  the  cty  of  the 

I  chie^ 

I    '' To-daj  for  revenge,  and  to-xxMMTOw  lor  giief  I" 


Thy  diige  in  that  hour  was  the  bugle's  wild  call, 
The  dash  of  the  claymore,  the  shout  of  the  brave  ; 
But  now  thy  own  bard  may  lament  for  thy  &11, 
And  the  soft  voice  of  melody  81^  o'er  thy  grave — 
While  Albyn  remembers  the  wends  of  the  chief, 
"  To-daj  for  revenge,  and  to-mcMTOw  for  grief !" 


1 


I 


I 


Thou  art  fitUen^O  fearless  one!  flower  of  thy  lace! 
Bssoandsnt  of  heroes  1  thy  gloiy  is  set : 
Bui  thy  kindred,  the  sons  of  the  battle  and  chase, 
Ha.v«  proved  that  thy  spirit  is  bright  in  them  yet  1 
Nor  vainly  have  echo'd  the  words  of  the  ohie^ 
"  To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief  1" 


TO  THE  ETE. 

TtooiTB  of  ftYpmssion  I  whence  the  spirit's  ray 
Poors  forth  so  oft  the  lig^t  of  mental  day, 
Whss«  fono/s  fire,  aflbction's  mental  beam, 
Thought^  genius,  passion,  reign  in  turn  supreme, 
And  many  a  foeling,  wordi  can  ne'er  impart, 
Finds  its  own  language  to  pervade  the  heart : 
lliy  pow«r,  bright  orb  I  what  bosom  hath  not  foli^ 
To  thriUy  to  rouse,  to  foscinate,  to  melt ! 
Andy  by  some  spell  of  undefined  control. 
With  msgnet-infiuence  touch  the  secret  soul ! 

lifl^  of  the  features !  in  the  mom  of  youth 
Thgr  glance  is  nature^  and  thy  language  truth ; 
And  ere  the  world,  with  all-corrupting  sway, 
Hath  tai:^t  e'en  lAee  to  fiatter  and  betray, 
IV  ingenuous  heart  forbids  thee  to  reveal. 
Or  speak  one  thou^^t  that  interest  would  conceal 
While  yet  thou  saem'st  the  cloudless  mirror  given 
Bat  to  reflaot  the  purity  of  heaven. 
Oh  1  then  how  lovely,  there  unveil'd,  to  trace 
XV  «i»^m^*i  brtfihtrnisa  of  each  mental  grace  t 

?rben  Genius  lends  thee  all  his  living  light, 
Wlwvs  the  full  beams  of  intellect  unite ; 
WhsA  love  fUnmes  thee  with  his  varying  ray, 
Whss«  feremhiiiig  Hope  end  tesrfol  Bapture  play ; 
Or  n^%  malting  doud  thy  beam  subdue^ 
Tnnperingito  lastvs  with  a  veU  of  dews; 
8101  does  thy  power,  whose  aUrOommanding  spell 
Cm  pesce  the  BMHS  of  the  soul  80  wel]» 
Vd  sooM  BMT  fosUng  to  sziatanee  start 
ftOBk  its  disp  afaaiibeiB  in  the  inmost  heart 


And  oh !  when  thought^  in  ecstaqr  sublime, 
That  soars  triumphant  o'er  the  bounds  of  time. 
Fires  thy  keen  glance  with  inspiration's  Uaao, 
The  light  of  heaven,  the  hope  of  nobler  days, 
(As  glorious  dreams,  for  utterance  fiur  too  high. 
Flash  through  the  mist  of  dim  mortality ;) 
Who  does  not  own,  that  through  thy  lightnings 

beams 
A  fiame  unquenchable,  unearthly,  streams  1 
That  pure,  though  captive  effluence  of  the  sky. 
The  vestal-ray,  the  spariL  that  cannot  die  I 


THE  HEBO*S  DEATH. 

Lin's  parting  beams  were  in  his  eye, 
life's  closing  accents  on  his  tongue. 
When  round  him,  pealing  to  the  sky. 
The  shout  of  victoiy  rung ! 

Then,  ere  his  gallant  spirit  fled, 

A  smile  so  bright  illumed  his  fitce — 
Oh  I  never,  of  the  light  it  shed. 
Shall  memory  lose  a  trace  ! 

His  was  a  death  whoso  rapture  high 

Transcended  all  that  life  could  yield; 
His  wannest  prayer  was  so  to  die:, 
On  the  red  battle-field  1 

And  they  may  feel,  who  loved  him  most, 

A  pride  so  holy  snd  so  pure : 
Fate  hath  no  power  o'er  those  who  boast 
A  treasure  thus  secure  ! 


STANZAS 


ON 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  PRINCESS  CHARLOTTE. 

['*  H^Ias !  nous  eompotloiis  ion  hktoire  d«  toot  oe  qn'on 
pcutlmaginerdephiigloileaz. .. .  LepaM^etlepr^tentnooi 
ganntlHotait  VvnaUr, . . .  Tdk  ^ott  l'i«Habl«  hiitoln  qnt 
nous  fiddons ;  et  pour  aehcver  c«  noblei  projets,  Q  n*]r  aTolt 
que  la  dnr^  de  la  vie ;  dont  nous  ne  croykmc  pea  devoir 
£tre  en  peine,  car  qui  eOt  pn  leulement  penaer,  que  lee 
annto  euoent  dfl  numquer  k  une  Jeoneoe  qui  eemblolt  si 
Vive  ?  ••— Boeevar.] 


Mabk'd  ye  the  mingling  of  the  city's  throng, 
Each  mien,  each  glance,  with  expectation  brightt 


A 
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Prepare  the  pogeact  and  the  choral  song, 
The  pealing  chimes,  the  blaze  of  festal  light ! 
And  hark !  what  rumour^s  gathering  sound  is  sigh! 
Is  it  the  voice  of  joj^  that  murmur  deept 
Awaj !  foe  hush'd,  ye  sounds  of  revelry  ! 
Bock  to  your  homes,  y^  multitudes,  to  weep  ! 
Weep  !  for  the  storm  hath  o'er  us  darkly  pass'd. 
And  England's  royal  flower  is  broken  by  the  blast! 

n. 

Was  it  a  dream  1  so  sudden  and  so  dread 
That  awfiil  fiat  o'er  oiir  senses  came  ! 
So  loved,  so  blest,  is  that  young  spirit  fled, 
Whose  early  grandeur  promised  years  of  &me  1 
Oh  !  when  hath  life  poasess'd,  or  death  dcstroy'd 
More  lovely  hopes,  more  cloudlessly  that  smiled? 
When  hath  the  spoiler  left  so  dark  a  voidi 
For  all  is  lost — ^the  mother  and  her  child  f 
Our  morning-star  hath  vamsh'd,  and  the  tomb 
Throws  its  deep  lengthened  shade  o'er  distant 
years  to  come. 

m. 

Angel  of  Death  !  did  no  presaging  sign 
Announce  thy  coming,  and  thy  way  prepare  1 
No  warning  voice,  no  harbinger  was  thine. 
Banger  and  fear  seem'd  past — ^but  thou  wert  there ! 
Prophetic  sounds  along  the  earthquake's  path 
Foretell  the  hour  of  nature's  awful  throes; 
And  the  volcano,  ere  it  burst  in  wrath. 
Sends  forth  some  herald  from  its  dread  repose : 
But  Man,  dark  Spirit !  swift  and  tmforeseen, 
Cam'st  like  the  lightning's  flash,  when  heaven  is 
all  serene. 

IV. 

And  she  is  gone  ! — the  royal  and  the  young, 
In  soul  commanding,  and  in  heart  benign  ! 
Who,  from  a  race  of  kings  and  heroes  sprung, 
Glow'd  with  a  spirit  lofty  as  her  line. 
Now  may  the  voice  she  loved  on  earth  so  well 
Breathe  forth  her  name  unheeded  and  in  vain ; 
Nor  can  those  eyes  on  which  her  own  would  dwell 
Wake  from  that  breast  one  sympathy  again : 
The  ardent  heart,  the  towering  mind  are  fled. 
Yet  shall  undying  love  still  linger  with  the  dead. 

V. 

Oh,  many  a  bright  eristenoe  we  have  seen 
Quench'd  in  the  glow  and  fulness  of  its  prime ; 
And  many  a  cherish'd  flower^  ere  now,  hath  been 
Cropt  ere  its  leaves  were  breathed  upon  by  time. 
We  have  lost  heroes  m  their  noon  of  pride. 
Whose  fields  of  triumph  gave  them  but  a  bier ; 


And  we  have  wept  when  soaring  genius  died, 
Check'd  in  the  gloiy  of  his  mid  career ! 
But  here  our  hopes  were  centred — all  is  o*er : 
All  thought  in  this  absorb'd, — she  was — and  is  no 
more! 

VL 

We  watch'd  her  childhood  from  its  earliest  hour. 
From  eveiy  word  and  look  blest  omens  caught ; 
While  that  yoxmg  mind  developed  all  its  poirer. 
And  rose  to  energies  of  loftiest  thought. 
On  her  was  fix'd  the  patriot's  ardent  eye — 
One  hope  stOl  bloom'd,  one  vista  still  was  fidr; 
And  when  the  tempest  swept  the  troubled  sky, 
She  was  our  dayspring — all  was  cloudless  ikat; 
And  oh  !  how  lovely  broke  on  England's  gaae^ 
E'en  through  the  mist  and  storm,  the  ligfat  of 
distant  days. 

vn. 

Now  hath  one  moment  darken*d  future  years. 
And  changed  the  track  of  ages  yet  to  be  ! — 
Tet^  mortal !  midst  the  bitterness  of  tesrs^ 
Kneel,  and  adore  th'  inscrutable  decree ! 
Oh  !  while  the  clear  perepective  smfled  in  lighi. 
Wisdom  should  (ken  have  tempcr'd  hope's  exeesB; 
And,  lost  One  !  when  we  saw  thy  lot  so  bright, 
We  might  have  trembled  at  its  loveliness^ 
Joy  is  no  earthly  flower — nor  framed  to  beai^ 
In  its,  exotic  bloom,  life's  cold,  ungenial  air. 

vm. 

All  smiled  around  thee :  Youth,  and  Love^,  and 

Praise, 
Hearts  all  devotion  and  all  trutii  were  thine ! 
On  tiiee  was  riveted  a  nation's  gase. 
As  on  some  radiant  and  unsullied  shrine. 
Heiress  of  empires  !  thou  art  pass'd  away 
Like  some  fair  vision,  that  arose  to  throw 
O'er  one  brief  hour  of  life  a  fleeting  ray. 
Then  leave  the  rest  to  solitude  and  woe ! 
Oh !  who  shall  dare  to  woo  such  dreams  again  ! 
Who  hath  not  wept  to  know  that  tears  for  thee 

were  vain? 

EL 

Yet  there  is  one  who  loved  thee — and  whose  sool 
With  mild  affections  nature  formed  to  m^t ; 
His  mind  hath  bow'd  beneath  the  stem  oontrol 
Of  many  a  grief— but  tkU  shall  be  unfelt ! 
Yean  have  gone  by— and  given  his  honour'd  head 
A  diadem  of  snow;  his  eye  is  dim ; 
Around  him  Heaven  a  aolenm  doad  halh  sprasd— 
The  past>  the  future,  are  a  dream  to  him ! 


\ 
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Tel^  in  the  darknees  of  liia  fate,  alone^ 
He  dTvells  on  earth,  while  thou  in  life's  fiill  pride 
art  gone  t 

X. 

The  Chastener's  hand  is  on  us — we  may  weep. 
Bat  not  repine — for  many  a  storm  hath  pass'd, 
And,  pillow'd  on  her  own  majestic  deep, 
Hath  England  slcpt^  unshaken  by  the  blast ! 
And  War  hath  raged  o'er  many  a  distant  plain. 
Trampling  the  vine  and  olive  in  his  path ; 
While  she,  that  regal  daughter  of  the  main. 
Smiled  in  serene  defiance  of  his  wrath ! 
As  some  proud  summit,  mingling  with  the  sky. 
Hens  calmly  £u:  below  the  thunders  roll  and  die. 

XL 

Her  voice  hath  been  th'  awakener — and  her  name 
The  gathering-word  of  nations.    In  her  might. 
And  all  the  awful  beauty  of  her  fiune. 
Apart  she  dwelt,  in  solitary  light 
Hi^  on  her  clifi,  alone  and  firm  she  stood, 
Fbdng  the  torch  upon  her  beacon-tower — 
nat  torch  whose  flame,  far  streaming  o*er  the  flood. 
Hath  guided  Europe  through  her  darkest  hour. 
Awaj,  vain  dreams  of  glory  ! — ^in  the  dust 
Be  humbled.  Ocean-queen !  and  own  thy  sentence 
jnstl 


xn. 

I  'twas  the  death-bell's  note !  which,  full 
I  and  deep, 

Unmix'd  with  aught  of  less  majestic  tone, 
■  While  an  the  murmurs  of  existence  sleep, 
.    SwdTd  on  the  stillness  of  the  air  alone  ! 
'   SOobI  the  thitmgs  that  fill  the  darken'd  street, 

Sleat  the  slumbering  Thames,  the  lonely  mart ; 

And  aU  is  still,  where  coimtless  thousands  meet, 
i    Sacvo  the  full  throbbing  of  the  awe-struck  heart ! 


I 


i 


1  **  I  «w  him  hit  on  thte  tenace  proud, 
WaDdng  in  liMlth  and  gladnea; 
Begirt  with  his  court— and  in  aU  the  crowd 
Not  a  lingie  loolc  of  ndneM. 
•  .  • 

**  The  time  rinoe  he  walk'd  in  glory  Uius, 
To  the  gniTe  tin  I  «w  hfan  carried. 
Was  an  age  of  the  mightiwrt  change  to  u#. 
Bat  to  Mm  a  ni^t  unvaried. 
•  .  • 

•*  A  daughter  bdoiM— a  queen— a  son— 
And  a  lon'ii  aole  chfld  liad  periih'd; 
Aad  ead  was  each  heart,  save  tlie  only  one 
By  whidi  thiy  were  fondest  cherish'd.** 


ODBtiMt,*'  written  under  Windsor  Terrace,  17th  Feb. 
Snlth,  Esq. 


tt»,b7Honee 


All  deeply,  strangely,  fearfully  serene. 
As  in  each  ravaged  home  th'  avenging  one  haJ 
been. 

XUL 

The  sun  goes  down  in  beauty— his  farewell. 
Unlike  the  world  he  leaves,  is  calmly  bright ; 
And  his  lost  mellow'd  rays  aroimd  us  dwell. 
Lingering,  as  if  on  scenes  of  young  delight 
They  smile  and  fiide — ^but,  when  the  day  1b  o'er. 
What  slow    procession   moves  with   measured 

tread  1— 
Lo !  those  who  weep,  with  her  who  weeps  no  more, 
A  solemn  train — ^the  mourners  and  the  dead  ! 
While,  throned  on  high,  the  moon's  imtroubled  ray 
Looks  down,  as  earthly  hopes  are  passing  thus  away. 

XIV. 

But  other  light  is  in  that  holy  pile. 
Where,  in  the  house  of  silence,  kings  repose ; 
There,  through  the  dim  arcade  and  pillared  aisle. 
The  funeral  torch  its  deep-red  radiance  throws. 
There  pall,  and  canopy,  and  sacred  strain. 
And  all  around  the  stamp  of  woe  may  bear ; 
But  Qriof,  to  whose  full  heart  those  forms  are  vaiu, 
Qrief  unexpressed,  unsoothod  by  them — is  there. 
No  darker  hour  hath  Fate  for  him  who  mourns. 
Than  when  the  all  he  loved,  as  dust,  to  dust 
retumd. 

XV. 

We  mourn — ^but  not  thy  fate,  departed  One  ! 
Wo  pity — ^but  the  living,  not  the  dead ; 
A  cloud  hangs  o'er  us' — "  the  bright  day  is  done,'* 
And  "with  a  father's  hopes,  a  nation's  fled. 
And  he,  the  chosen  of  thy  youthful  breast, 
Whose  soul  with  thine  had  mingled  evexy  thought^ 
He,  with  thine  early  fond  affections  blest, 
Lord  of  a  mind  with  all  things  lovely  fraught ; 
What  but  a  desert  to  his  eye,  that  earth. 
Which  but  retains  of  thee  the  memory  of  thy 
worth] 

XVI. 

Oh !  there  are  griefe  for  nature  too  intense. 
Whose  first  rude  shock  but  stupifies  the  soul ; 
Nor  hath  the  fhigile  and  o'erlabour^d  sense 
Strength  e'en  to/ee2  at  once  their  dread  control. 
But  when  'tis  past,  that  still  and  speechless  hour 
Of  the  seal'd  bosom  and  the  tearless  eye. 
Then  the  roused  mind  awakes,  with  tenfold  powcx 
To  grasp  the  fulness  of  its  agony  t 

1  *'  The  bright  day  is  done, 

And  we  are  for  the  darlc"— Shakbpkars. 


Its  death-like  torpor  Tsiiiah'd — and  its  doom, 
To  cast  its  own  dark  huea  o*eir  lifii  and  nature's 
bloom. 

xvn. 

And  such  kit  lot  whom  thou  hast  lored  and  left, 
Spirit !  thus  early  to  thy  home  recall'd  ! 
So  sinks  the  heart,  of  hope  and  thee  bereft, 
A  warrior's  heart,  which  danger  ne'er  appall'd. 
Years  may  pass  on — and,  as  they  roll  along. 
Mellow  those  pangs  which  now  his  bosom  rend ; 
And  he  once  more,  with  life's  unheeding  throng, 
May,  though  alone  in  soul,  in  seeming  blend ; 
Tet  still,  the  guardian-angel  of  his  mind 
Shan  thy  loved  image  dwell,  in  Memory's  temple 
shrined. 

xvm. 

Yet  must  the  dajrs  be  long  ere  time  shall  steal 
Aught  from  his  grief  whose  spirit  dwells  with  thee : 
Once  deeply  bruised,  the  heart  at  length  may  heal. 
But  all  it  was— oh  !  never  more  shall  be. 
The  flower,  the  leaf,  o'erwhelm'd  by  winter  snow. 
Shall  spring  again,  vrhen  beams  and  showers  return, 
The  faded  cheek  again  with  health  may  glow. 
And  the  dim  eye  with  life's  warm  radiance  bum ; 
But  the  pure  freshness  of  the  mind's  young  bloom. 
Once  lost,  revives  alone  in  worlds  beyond  the  tomb. 

XIX. 

But  thou  !  thine  hour  of  agony  is  o'er, 
And  thy  brief  race  in  brilliance  hath  been  run ; 
While  Faith,  that  bids  fond  nature  grieve  no  more. 
Tells  that  thy  crown — though  not  on  earth — ^is  won. 
Thou,  of  the  world  so  early  left,  hast  known 
Nought  but  the  bloom  and  sunshine — and  for  thee, 
Child  of  propitious  stars !  for  thee  alone. 
The  course  of  love  ran  smooth^  and  brightly  free. 
Not  long  such  bliss  to  mortal  could  be  given : 
It  is  enough  for  earth  to  catch  one  glimpse  of  heaven. 

XX. 

What  though,  cro  yet  the  noonday  of  thy  fame 
Bose  in  its  glory  on  thine  England's  eye. 
The  grave's  deep  shadows  o'er  thy  prospect  came? 
Ours  is  that  loss — and  thou  wert  blest  to  die  ! 
Thou  mightst  have  lived  to  dark  and  evil  years, 
To  mourn  thy  people  changed,  thy  skies  o'ercast; 
But  thy  spring  mom  was  all  nndimm'd  by  tears. 
And  thou  wert  loved  and  cherish'd  to  the  last ! 

^  **  The  ooone  of  true  love  never  did  ran  smoofii.*' 

Shakbpzark. 


ne'er  breathed  in  rader  tone, 
left  to  lofe  and  grief  ilone. 


And  thy  young 
Thus  dying,  thoa 


Daughter  of  Kings !  from  that  high  sphere  look 

down 
Where  still,  in  hope,  affection^  thoughts  may  rise; 
Where  dimly  shines  to  thee  that  mortsl  cfown 
Which  earth  display'd  to  daim  thee  ftt>m  the  sUa 
Look  down  !  and  if  thy  spirit  yet  retain 
Memory  of  aught  that  onoe  was  fondly  dear. 
Soothe,  though  tmseen,  the  hearts  that  moon  in 

vain. 
And  in  their  hours  of  loneliness — ^be  near ! 
Keet  was  thy  lot  e'en  here — and  one  fidnt  sig^ 
Oh !  tell   those  hearts^  hath  made  that  blest 

eternity!' 

s  Tbeee  staaiat  were  dated,  BiwiawhjMk,  Sd  Ds&  1S17, 
and  firtt  appeared  in  Blaekwooits  MagaMtu,  voL  IM.  April 

1818. 

sxTRACT  r&OM  QUAanuiLT  mavisw. 

"The  next  volume  in  order  c<nMiito  princ^paRsr  of  lnai> 
lationa.  It  wffl  give  our  readen  loma  idea  of  Mn  HeaMMT 
aoqoalntanoe  witii  booka,  to  enumerate  the  anthon  horn 
whom  the  has  cfaonn  her  nbjects ; — thej  are 
Bfetastarfo,  FlUcafa,  Pastorlai,  Lope  do  Tefs, 
Manuel,  Delia  GMa,  Comelio  Bentirogiio,  Qnw*s.  Joh 
de  Tarsb,  Torquato  and  Bernardo  Tano,  Fetearea,  PMio 
Bembo,  Lorenzini,  Geena,  Chaulieu,  QareOaao  de  ▼es^*' 
names  embracing  almost  every  language  in  whtdi  the  ranse 
has  found  a  tongue  in  Europe.  Hany  of  theee  tiaiislallfHii 
are  veiy  pretty,  but  it  would  be  leai  iBtenstiof  to  aelael  aay 
of  them  for  citation,  as  our  readers  might  not  be  possened  of 
or  acquainted  with  the  originals.  We  win  pass  on,  tlMrefoea, 
to  the  latter  part  of  tiie  volume,  which  contains  modi  ttiit 
is  very  pleasing  and  beantiftiL  The  poem  whidi  we  an 
about  to  tranaeribe  is  on  a  aobjeet  olten 
wonder ;  it  would  be  hard  to  find  anotber  wfaiek 
so  many  of  the  elements  of  poetic  feeling;  ao 
mixture  of  pleasing  mdancholy  and  pendva  hope ; 
assemUage  of  the  ideas  of  tender  beauty,  of  artkai 
nees,  of  spotless  parity,  of  transient  yet  tanperidiablt  lie^M- 
ness,  of  affections  wounded,  but  not  in  bitterness,  of  sonows 
gently  subdued,  of  eternal  and  undoubted  hippineai  We 
know  so  little  of  the  heart  of  man,  that  when  wo  etaad  by 
the  grave  of  him  whom  wo  deem  most  exedlent,  the  fhwutt^ 
of  death  win  be  mingled  with  some  awe  and  unoertaiBty; 
but  the  gracious  fwomises  of  scripture  leave  no  doubt  oa  to 
the  blessedness  of  departed  in&nts ;  and  when  wo  tUiik 
wiuit  they  now  are  and  wtuit  they  might  have  been,  wiat 
they  now  enjoy  and  what  they  might  have  snftaod,  wiat 
they  have  now  gained  and  what  they  might  have  loat,  wo 
may,  indeed,  yearn  to  fbllow  them ;  but  wo  mnsk  W  eaHrii 
indeed  to  wish  them  again  *  constrained  *  to  dwell  in  tiiaie 
tenements  of  pain  and  sorrow.  The  *  Dirge  of  a  Ch&d,* 
which  follows,  embodies  these  thoughts  and  feeOngs,  but  in 
more  beautUU  order  and  language : — 

"  Ko  utter  tcan  (br  thee  be  dwd,**  ctp.^VUe  ] 
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•• 


Gnaft  patriot  btro !  ni-rsquited  chief  J " 


Thb  mom  roae  bright  on  soenes  renown'd. 
Wild  CaledoniA's  olassic  ground, 
Where  the  bold  ions  of  other  dajrs 
Won  their  high  fiune  in  Osrian's  lays. 
And  fell— but  not  till  Garron's  tide 
With  Koman  blood  was  daiUj  dyed, — - 
The  mom  rose  bright — and  heard  the  cry 
Sent  by  exulting  hosts  on  high, 
And  saw  the  white«roes  banner  float 
(While  rang  each  clansman's  gathering-note) 
Cer  the  dark  plumes  and  serried  spears 
Of  Scotlaiid'a  daring  mountaineers ; 


1  AdurtUmait  bpOuAuih^r^-.**  A  uaUva  of  Edinbuxsh, 
aad  mflmber  of  th«  Hltbland  Society  of  London ,  with  a  view 
to  ghra  popolulty  to  the  project  of  rearing  a  luitable  national 
■OBOBMBt  to  the  memory  of  WaDaoe,  lately  ofteid  priiee 
§at  the  three  beet  poeme  oa  the  lubject  of  that  iUmtrioiu 
fstrioi  hiirithig  Bnioe  to  the  Scottiah  throoek  The  follow- 
fagpoem  obtained  the  firtt  of  these  prises.  It  would  have 
appeared  in  the  same  form  in  which  it  is  now  offered  to  tlie 
poUfe,  mider  the  direction  of  ita  proper  editor,  the  giver  of 
Iht  priae ;  but  Ue  privilege  has,  with  pride  as  weO  as  plea- 
«Be»  been  yielded  to  a  lady  of  the  author's  own  couatiy, 
vliDaolkiied  permission  to  avail  herself  of  this  opportunity 
ef  booouring  and  furthn  remnnerating  the  genius  of  the 
poil ;  and,  at  the  seme  time,  expreashig  her  admiration  of 
Ibt  fbewe  ia  wfalcfa  she  has  triumphed. 
"  It  It  a  noble  Csatnre  in  the  chaxactw  of  a  generous  and 
people,  that,  in  England,  the  memory  of  the 
I  and  martyn  of  Scothmd  has  long  excited  an  interest 
in  strength  by  that  which  prevails  in  the  coun- 
liyiMth  boaeto  their  birtb,  their  deeds,  and  theirsufllBringB." 
C**  Kn  Hwnans  was  recommended  by  a  zealous  friend  in 
fWiutwiigh  to  enter  the  lists  as  a  competitor,  which  she  aoeord- 
iDfly  did,  tboogfa  without  behig  in  the  slightest  degree  aan- 
of  aoeeais ;  so  that  the  news  of  the  i»ize  having  been 
to  harwM  BO  less  unexpected  than  gratifying.  The 
d  fandWetw,  for  this  distinction,  was  so  ovn*- 
libilminfl  ae  to  eenee  not  a  little  embanassmen t  to  the  Judgee 
appointad  to  dodde  on  their  merits.  A  letter,  written  at  this 
tine,  deecrihes  t^em  as  being  reduced  to  absolute  despair  by 
thteoDftampbtlon  of  the  tadc  which  awaited  them,  having  to 
■  of  poetry  that  would  require  a  month  at  least 
tbroogfa.  SeoM  of  the  contributions  were  from  the 
;  aspfaaats  hneginable ;  and  one  of  them  is  mentioned 
as  bciBf  aa  hmg  as  Paradite  LoH.  At  length,  however,  the 
HHCDkaa  labour  was  aooompUshed ;  and  the  honour  awarded 
talfaa  Henana,  on  tUs  oeoaaion,  seemed  an  eamert  of  the 
vane  Wndnaai  and  encouragement  she  waa  ever  afterwards 
to  raaeivo  at  the  hands  of  the  Scottish  public."— ifonoir, 
p.tl-2. 

AMiomfa  two-thkda  of  the  compositions  sent  to  the  arbiters, 
aa  the  oeearfoB  aBaiad  to,  aia  understood  to  have  been  mere 
jat  aa««al  altomrdi  eame  to  li^t,  through  the  prses. 


As,  all  elate  with  hope,  they  stood, 
To  buy  their  freedom  with  their  blood. 

The  sunset  shone — to  guide  the  flying, 
And  beam  a  fiuewell  to  the  dying  I 
The  summer  moon,  on  Falkirk's  field. 
Streams  upon  eyes  in  slumber  seal'd ; 
Deep  slumber— not  to  pass  away 
When  breaks  another  moming^s  ray. 
Nor  vanish  when  the  trumpet's  voice 
Bids  ardent  hearts  again  rejoice : 
What  simbeam's  glow,  what  clarion's  breath, 
May  chase  the  still  cold  sleep  of  death  ? 

of  very  considerable  excellence.  We  would  especially  men- 
tion **Wanace  and  Bruce,  a  Vision,"  published  hi  ConttabU's 
Magaxine  for  Dec  1819 ;  and  **  Wallace,"  by  James  Hogg, 
mibsequently  included  in  the  fourth  volume  of  his  Collected 
Works— Edin.  1822,  p.  143-160. 

**  The  Vision  "  is  thus  prefhced :— "  Though  far  from  enter- 
ing into  a  hopeless  competition  with  Mrs  Ilemans,  I  think 
tlie  for-fiuned  interview  of  our  patriot  hat)es  ought  not  to 
be  left  entirely  to  Rnglish  oelebratioa.  Mrs  Hemans  baa 
adorned  the  subject  with  the  finest  atrains  of  purs  poetry. 
Receive  here,  as  a  faamble  contrast,  a  simple  straUi  of  genuine 
Scottish  feeUng,  flowing  from  a  mind  that  owns  no  other  muse 
but  the  amor  pairug,  and  seeks  no  other  praise  but  what 
is  due  to  heartfelt  interest  in  the  glory  of  our  ancient  king* 
dom,  and  no  higber  name  than  that  of '  a  Idndly  Soot.*  '* 

The  Ettrick  Shepherd  is  equaUy  gaUant  hi  his  laudatfons, 
and  forgets  his  discomfiture  in  generous  acknowledgement  of 
the  merits  of  his  rival.  **  Tills  poem,"  (Wallace,)  says  he, 
**  was  hurriedly  and  reluctantly  written,  in  compliance  with 
tlie  solicitations  of  a  friend  who  would  not  be  gainsayed,  to 
compete  for  a  prixe  ofRared  by  a  gentleman  for  the  best  poem 
on  the  subject.  The  inixe  was  finally  awarded  to  Mrs  Felicia 
Ilemans ;  and,  as  far  as  the  merits  of  mine  went,  very  Justly, 
hers  being  greatly  superior  botli  in  elegance  of  thought  and 
composition.  Had  I  been  oonstitnted  the  Judge  myself,  I 
would  have  given  hers  the  prefisrence  by  many  degrees ;  and 
I  estimated  it  the  mora  highly  as  coming  from  one  of  tlie 
people  that  were  the  hero's  foes,  oppressors,  and  destroyers. 
I  think  my  heart  never  warmed  so  much  to  an  author  for  any 
poem  that  ever  was  written." 

Acceptable  praise  this  must  have  been,  coming  from  such 
a  man  as  the  Author  of  '*  The  Queen's  Wake"— a  produc- 
tion entitled  to  a  permanent  place  hi  British  poetry,  indepen- 
dently of  the  extraordinary  drcumstancea  under  which  it  was 
composed.  Whatever  may  be  its  blemishes,  taken  as  a  whole, 
•*  KUmeny,"  *•  Glenavln,"  ••  Eari  Walter,"  "  The  Abbot 
Mackinnon,"  and  '*  The  Witch  of  Fife  "—more  especially  the 
first  and  the  last— poesess  peculiar  merits,  aud  of  a  high  kind ; 
and  are,  I  doubt  not,  destined  to  remain  for  ever  embalmed 
in  the  memories  of  all  true  lovers  of  imaginative  vene.  Poor 
Hogg  wras  the  very  revene  of  Antania— he  was  always  io 
power  except  when  he  touched  the  earth.] 


\ 
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Shrouded  in  Scotland's  blood-stain'd  plaid^ 
Low  ore  her  mountain-warriors  laid ; 
They  fell,  on  that  proud  soil  whose  mould 
Was  blent  with  heroes*  dust  of  old. 
And,  guarded  by  the  &ee  and  brav^ 
Yielded  the  Roman — ^but  a  grave  1 
Nobly  they  fell ;  yet  with  them  died 
The  warrior's  hope,  the  leader's  pride. 
Vainly  they  fell — ^that  martyr  host— 
All,  save  the  land's  high  soul,  is  lost 
Blest  are  the  sUiin  1  they  calmly  sleep. 
Nor  hear  their  bleeding  country  weep  ! 
The  shouts  of  England's  triumph  telling 
Reach  not  their  dark  and  silent  dwelling ; 
And  those  surviving  to  bequeath 
Their  sons  the  choice  of  chains  or  death, 
3Iay  give  the  slumberer's  lowly  bier 
An  envying  glance — ^but  not  a  tear. 

But  thou,  the  fearless  and  the  free, 
Devoted  Knight  of  Ellerslie  ! 
No  vassal-spirit,  form'd  to  bow 
When     storms     are     gatherings     clouds 

brow; 
No  shade  of  fear  or  weak  despair 
Blends  with  indignant  sorrow  there  ! 
The  ray  which  streams  on  yon  red  field. 
O'er  Scotland's  cloven  helm  and  shield. 
Glitters  not  there  alone,  to  shed  " 
Its  cloudless  beauty  o'er  the  dead ; 
But  where  smooth  Carron's  rippling  wave 
Flows  near  that  deathbed  of  the  brave. 
Illuming  all  the  midnight  scene. 
Sleeps  brightly  on  thy  lofty  mien. 
But  other  beams,  0  Patiiot !  shine 
In  each  commanding  glance  of  thinc^, 
And  other  light  hath  fiU'd  thine  eye 
With  inspiration's  majesty. 
Caught  firom  th*  inmiortal  flame  divine 
Which  makes  thine  inmost  heart  a  shrine  ! 
Thy  voice  a  prophet's  tone  hath  won. 
The  grandeur  Freedom  lends  her  son ; 
Thy  bearing  a  resistless  power. 
The  ruling  genius  of  the  hour  1 
And  he,  yon  Chief,  with  mien  of  pride, 
Whom  Carron's  waves  firom  thee  divide. 
Whose  haughty  gesture  fain  would  seek 
To  veil  the  thoughts  that  blanch  his  cheek. 
Feels  his  reluctant  mind  controU'd 
By  thine  of  more  heroic  mould : 
Though  struggling  all  in  vain  to  war 
With  that  high  souTs  ascendant  star, 
Het,  with  a  conqueror's  scornful  eye. 
Would  mock  the  name  of  Liberty. 


thy 


Heard  yc  the  Patriot's  awful  voice ! — 
"  Proud  Victor  1  in  thy  £Emie  rejoice  ! 
Hast  thou  not  seen  thy  brethren  slain. 
The  harvest  of  the  battle-plain. 
And  bathed  thy  sword  in  blood,  whose  spot 
Eternity  shall  cancel  not! 
Rejoice  ! — ^with  sounds  of  ¥dld  lament 
O'er  her  dark  heaths  and  mountains  sent^ 
With  dying  moan  and  diige's  wail. 
Thy  ravaged  country  bids  thee  hail  I 
Rejoice  ! — while  yet  exulting  cries 
From  England's  conquering  host  ariae. 
And  strains  of  choral  triumph  tell 
Her  Royal  Slave  hath  fought  too  well ! 
Oh,  dark  the  clouds  of  woe  that  rest 
Brooding  o'er  Scotland's  mountain-crest  I 
Her  shield  is  deft,  her  banner  torn. 
O'er  martyr'd  chiefs  her  daughters  moon^ 
And  not  a  breeze  but  wafts  the  sound 
Of  wailing  through  the  land  around. 
Yet  deem  not  thou,  till  life  depart^ 
High  hope  shall  leave  the  patriot's  heart ; 
Or  courage  to  the  storm  inured. 
Or  stem  resolve  by  woes  matured. 
Oppose,  to  Fdte's  severest  hour, 
Less  than  unconquerable  power ! 
No  1  though  the  orbs  of  heaven  expire. 
Thine,  Freedom  !  is  a  quenchless  fire ; 
And  woe  to  him  whose  might  would  dare 
The  energies  of  thy  despair  ! 
No  ! — ^when  thy  chain,  O  Bruce  !  is  cast 
O'er  thy  land's  charter'd  mountain-blast> 
Then  in  my  yielding  soul  shall  die 
The  glorious  faith  of  Liberty  !" 

"  Wild  hopes  !     o'er  dreamer's  mind   that 
rise!" 
With  haughty  laugh  the  Conqueror  cries!, 
(Yet  his  dark  cheek  is  flush'd  with  shamei, 
And  his  eye  fill'd  with  troubled  filame  0 
**  Vain,  brief  illusions  !  doom'd  to  fly  ' 

England's  red  path  of  victory  ! 
Is  not  her  sword  unmatched  in  might  t 
Her  course  a  torrent  in  the  fight  % 
The  terror  of  her  name  gone  forth 
Wide  o'er  the  regions  of  the  north] 
Far  hence,  midst  other  heaths  and  snowa^ 
Must  freedom's  footstep  now  repose. 
And  thou — in  lofty  dreams  elate. 
Enthusiast !  strive  no  more  with  Fate  ! 
'Tis  Man. — ^the  land  is  lost  and  won : 
Sheathed  be  the  sword — its  task  is  doneu 
Where  are  the  chiefs  that  stood  with  theo 
First  in  the  battles  of  the  free ) 
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inn  in  heart,  in  spirit  high 
sought  yon  fatal  field  to  die. 
step  of  Edward's  conquering  host 
left  a  grave  on  Scotland's  coast" 

'^assal  of  England,  yes  !  a  grave 
re  sleep  the  faithful  and  the  brave ; 
who  the  glory  would  resign 
Ath  like  theirs,  for  life  like  thine  ? 
slumber — and  the  stranger's  tread 
spurn  tliy  country's  noble  dead ; 
on  the  land  they  loved  so  well, 
shall  their  burning  spirit  dwell, 

*  deeds  shall  hallow  minstrel's  theme, 

*  imago  rise  on  warrior  s  dream, 
-  names  be  inspiration's  breath, 
ling  high  hope  and  scorn  of  death, 
>un}ts,  immortal  from  the  tomb, 
lame  that  shall  avenge  their  doom  ! 
is  no  land  for  chains — away  ! 
softer  climes  let  tyrants  sway. 

c'st  thou  the  mountain  and  the  storm 
'  hardy  sons  for  bondage  form  ? 

our  stem  wintry  blast  instil 
lission  to  a  despot's  will  ] 

we  were  cast  in  other  mould 

theirs  by  lawless  power  controU'd ; 
lurture  of  our  bitter  sky 

forth  resisting  eneigy ; 
the  wild  fastnesses  are  ours, 
x>ck8  with  their  eternal  towers. 
K>ul  to  struggle  and  to  dare 
ngled  with  our  northern  air, 
dust  beneath  our  soil  is  lying 
ose  who  died  for  fame  undying. 

Vcad'st  thou  that  soil !  and  can  it  be 
>ftier  thought  is  roused  in  thee  ? 
no  high  feeling  proudly  start 
I  slumber  in  thine  inmost  heart  ? 
K;ret  voice  thy  bosom  thrill, 
hine  own  Scotland  pleading  still  ] 
wake  thee  yet — indignant,  claim 
bier  fate,  a  purer  fame, 
cast  to  earth  thy  fetters  riven, 
take  thine  ofibr'd  crown  from  heaven. 
! !  in  that  high  majestic  lot 
the  dark  past  be  all  forgot ; 
Scotland  shall  forgive  the  field 
re  with  her  blood  thy  shame  was  seal'd. 
I — ^though  on  that  fatal  plain 
my  heart's  brother  with  the  slain ; 
igh,  reft  of  his  heroic  worth, 
pirit  dwells  alone  on  earth ; 


And  when  all  other  grief  is  past. 

Must  ihiM  be  cherish'd  to  the  last — 

Will  lead  thy  battles,  guard  thy  throne^ 

With  fiadth  unspotted  as  his  own ; 

Nor  in  thy  noon  of  fame  recall 

WhoBc  was  the  guilt  that  wrought  his  &1L* 

Still  dost  thou  hear  in  stem  disdain  ? 
Are  Freedom's  warning  accents  vain  1 
No  !  royal  Bruce  I  within  thy  breast 
Wakes  each  high  thought,  too  long  suppross'd. 
And  thy  heart's  noblest  feelings  live. 
Blent  in  that  suppliant  word — "  Forgive  !" 
"Forgive  the  wrongs  to  Scotland  done  ! 
Wallace  !  thy  fedrest  palm  is  won ; 
And,  kindling  at  my  country's  shrine, 
My  soul  hath  caught  a  spark  fi*om  thine. 
Oh  !  deem  not,  in  the  proudest  hour 
Of  triumph  and  exulting  power — 
Deem  not  the  light  of  peace  could  find 
A  home  within  my  troubled  mind. 
Conflicts  by  mortal  eye  unseen. 
Dark,  silent,  secret,  there  have  been. 
Known  but  to  Him  whose  glance  can  trace 
Thought  to  its  deepest  dwelling-place  ! 
— ^Tis  past — and  on  my  native  shore 
I  tread,  a  rebel  son  no  more. 
Too  blest,  if  yet  my  lot  may  be 
In  glory's  path  to  follow  thee ; 
If  tears,  by  late  repentance  pour'd. 
May  lave  the  blood-stains  from  my  sword  !" 

Far  other  tears,  0  Wallace  !  rise 
From  the  heart's  fountain  to  thine  eyes  ; 
Bright,  holy,  and  uncheck'd  they  spring. 
While  thy  voice  falters,  "  Hail  1  my  King  ! 
Be  every  wrong,  by  memory  traced. 
In  this  full  tide  of  joy  effaced : 
Hail !  and  rejoice  1 — thy  race  shall  claim 
A  heritage  of  deathless  fame. 
And  Scotland  shall  arise  at  length 
Miyestic  in  triumphant  strength. 
An  eagle  of  the  rock,  that  won 
A  way  through  tempests  to  the  sun. 
Nor  scorn  the  visions,  wildly  grand. 
The  prophet-spirit  of  thy  land : 
By  torrent-wave,  in  desert  vast, 
Those  visions  o'er  my  thought  have  pass'd ; 
Where  mountain  vapours  darkly  roll. 
That  spirit  hath  possess'd  my  soul ; 
And  shadowy  forms  have  met  mine  eye. 
The  beings  of  futurity ; 
And  a  deep  voice  of  years  to  be 
Hath  told  that  Scotland  shall  be  free  ! 
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He  comes !  exults  thou  Sire  of  Kings  ! 

From  thee  the  chief,  th'  avenger  springs ! 

Far  o'er  the  land  he  comes  to  save, 

Elis  banners  in  their  gioiy  vrave, 

And  Albyn's  thousand  harps  awake 

On  hill  and  heath,  by  stream  and  lake. 

To  swell  the  strains  that  far  around 

Bid  the  proud  name  of  Bruce  resound  f 

And  I — ^but  wherefore  now  recall 

The  whisper'd  omens  of  my  'ftll  1 

They  come  not  in  mysterious  gloom — 

There  is  no  bondage  in  the  tomb ! 

0  cr  the  soul's  world  no  tyrant  reigns. 

And  earth  alone  for  man  hath  chains ! 

What  though  I  perish  ere  the  hour 

When  Scotland's  vengeance  wakes  in  power? 

If  shed  for  her,  my  blood  shall  stain 

The  field  or  scaffold  not  in  vain : 

Its  voice  to  efforts  more  sublime 

Shall  rouse  the  spirit  of  her  dime ; 

And  in  the  noontide  of  her  lot. 

My  country  shall  foiget  me  not !" 


Avi  thou  foTgot)  and  hath  thy  worth 
Without  its  glory  pass'd  from  earth  \ 
Rest  with  the  brave,  whose  names  belong 
To  the  high  sanctity  of  song  1 
Chartered  our  reverence  to  control. 
And  traced  in  sunbeams  on  the  soul. 
Thine,  Wallace  !  while  the  heart  hath  still 
One  pulse  a  generous  thought  can  thrill — 
While  youth's  warm  tears  are  yet  the  meed 
Of  martyr's  death  or  hero's  deed. 
Shall  brightly  live  from  age  to  age, 
Thy  counties  proudest  heritage  I 
Midst  her  green  vales  thy  fiune  is  dwelling; 

'    Thy  deeds  her  mountain  winds  are  telling, 

'    Thy  memory  speaks  in  torrent-wave. 
Thy  step  hath  hallowed  rock  and  cave. 
And  cold  the  wanderer's  heart  must  be 
That  holds  no  converse  there  with  thee  ! 

'    Yet,  Scotland  !  to  thy  champion's  shade 
Still  arc  thy  grateful  rites  dclay'd ; 
From  lands  of  old  renown,  o'erspread 
With  proud  memorials  of  the  dead. 
The  trophicd  urn,  the  breathing  bust. 
The  pfllar  guarding  noble  dust. 
The  shrine  where  art  and  genius  high 
Have  labour'd  for  eternity — 

i    The  stronger  comes :  his  eye  explores 
The  wilds  of  thy  majestic  shores. 
Yet  vainly  seeks  one  votive  stone 

I    Kaised  to  the  hero  all  thine  own. 

( 


Land  of  bright  deeds  and  min8trel4on  I 
Withhold  that  guerdon  now  no  more. 
On  some  bold  height  of  awful  form. 
Stem  eyrie  of  the  doud  and  storm. 
Sublimely  mingling  with  the  skies. 
Bid  the  proud  Cenotaph  arise : 
Not  to  record  the  name  that  thiilla 
Thy  soul,  the  watch-word  of  thy  hillr ; 
Not  to  assert,  with  needless  claim. 
The  bright /or  ever  of  its  Came ; 
But,  in  the  ages  yet  untold. 
When  ours  shall  be  the  days  of  old. 
To  rouse  high  hearts,  and  wpeak  thy  prido 
In  him,  for  thee  who  lived  and  died. 

thus  critically  notioai  altha 


[Tlieie 
pablicfttion : — 

*«  When  iKB  menttoned  In  the  tent,  that  Mn  Hi 
autboriaed  the  judges  who  awerded  to  bar  the  priM  to  i 
her  poem  to  as,  it  ia  needleae  to  my  with  wfaateBthoriaamtte 
proponl  of  reading  it  alond  was  rsorived  on  iJl  aides ;  and  al 
Its  conclusion  thundefs  of  i^pplaose  crowned  the  Mdoa  of  IIm 
fidr  poet     Scotland  has  her  Baillie— Ireland  her  T^ 
^ghuid  her  Hemana.**— JBIadheoocTf  Moffsudm,  roL  v.  B&bL 
1819. 

**  Mn  Hemans  so  aoon  again !— and  with  a  pakn  in  har 
hand !  IVe  welcome  bar  oordlalty.  and  rejoice  to  find  tiia 
high  opinion  of  her  genius  which  we  late^  eapreaaed  ao  m- 
equivocally  conflnned. 

••  On  this  anhnating  theme,  (the  meeting  of  WaOaee  aai 
Bruce,)  seTcral  of  the  competitors,  we  imiUiileniT.  were  of 
the  other  side  of  the  T«reed— a  cJinimatance,  we  laam,  iriifcii 
was  known  from  the  rdierences  beiare  the  priMB  were  dater> 
mined.  Mrs  Hemansli  was  tlw  first  prise,  against  fii^  eaten 
competitors.  That  a  Scottlah  priie,  fbr  a  poem  oo  a  eoMeet 
purely,  proudly  Scottish,  haa  been  a4)udged  to  an  EmUi 
candidate,  is  a  proof  at  once  of  the  perfect  fldmem  offibe 
award,  and  of  the  merit  of  the  poem.  It  fknthar  demoBataasa 
the  disappearance  of  thoae  jealoaaiea  which,  not  a  hundred 
years  ago,  would  have  denied  to  auefa  a  candidate  any  ttteg 
Uke  a  fiiiir  chance  with  a  native— if  we  can  auppoee  any  poet 
in  the  aouth  then  dreaming  of  making  the  trial,  or  Ttowing 
Wallace  in  any  other  light  than  that  of  an  eoeanj,  aaid  a 
rebel  against  the  paramount  auprenaey  df  En^famd.  We 
ddigfat  in  every  gleam  of  high  feding  vrtiich  warma  the  tva 
nations  alike,  and  ripens  yet  more  that  confldeace  aad 

5 thy  which  bind  them  together  in  one  great  ftunily."'- 
OfUA/y  Reviae,  voL  iL 


The  esthnation  into  which  the  poetry  of  Mr  H< 
rising  at  this  tfane.  (181^*)  ^  indicated  by  the  foDowh^pw. 
sage,  from  a  clever  and  not  very  lenient  satire,  entiHad 
*•  Common  Sense,"  then  pablished,  and  cmieutjj  befieved 
to  have  emanated  from  tkie  pen  of  the  Rev.  Mr  Tnot, 
Diocesan  Bishop  of  Edinburgh.  Whenalludiagtotlwl 
writers  of  the  age,  Mlas  Baillie  is  the  first  w»ft»HffTrei  and 
characterised.    He  then  proceeds — 


-K«x4rd. 

FeUeU  Bcsnaiu,  Mcond  In  tlM  nu* ; 

I  wofHter  the  Bevlvwi,  who  in*k*  aueh  itir 

Oft  aboat  mbMA,  nem  ncnttoa  her. 

Thty  migbi  hav*  Mid.  I  think,  from  mcrt  cood 

Mittran  Fcttetet  works  an  worth  tlw 


"  aizs  Hemans,*'  adds  the  critical  aatiriat  ia  a  note,  *'la 
a  bdy,  (a  young  lady,  I  believe,)  of  very  eonaUarahla 
merit.  Her  imagination  is  vigorous,  lier  language  copiona 
and  degant,  her  information  extensive.  I  have  no  meana  of 
aacertainhig  the  extent  of  her  fiune,  but  sheeertate|y  deeawaa 
well  of  the  republic  of  letten.** 

The  worthy  biahop  haa  Uved  to  read  "  The  Raoonia  of 
Woman ;  **  and,  we  have  no  doubt,  r^Jolcee  to  know  tint 
tb»  aaphant  of  1819  haa  now  taken  her  place  amonff  BkltUi 
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THE  ABENCEHRAQR 

rnw  oTenti  with  which  th«  following  tel«  is  inttrwoTen 
■IV  rdated  in  the  JJMorfo  cfe  lof  (?ii«fTa«  (Xvtfef  dc  Gronocla. 
Thcj  ooeomd  in  the  rtign  of  Abo  Abddi,  or  Abdali,  th«  last 
Moorish  Ung  of  that  d^,  osQed  by  the  Spaniards  El  lUy 
The  conqusst  of  Granada,  by  Ferdinand  and  Isa- 
b  said  by  some  historians  to  have  been  fpreatlj  iaciii- 
tsted  by  the  Abencanages,  whose  defection  was  the  result 
of  the  xipeated  injuries  they  had  reoeived  from  the  Idng, 
at  the  instigation  of  the  Zegris.  One  of  the  most  beautlftil 
faaOa  of  tba  Alhamhra  is  pointed  out  as  tibe  soene  where  so 
■ny  of  the  temer  celebrated  tribe  w«« 
it  BtOI  retains  thefr  name,  being  called  the 
Aheucenages."  Many  of  the  most  Interesting  old  Spanish 
beOada  rdato  to  the  events  of  this  chivalrous  and  romantic 
Pirtod.3 


;  and 

**SaU  de  los 


La 
qMla 


fWAlR 


M  paras  qaa  m  eolara  dun  fmaat 
Nol  pMt  Martcrdaiatato  tepoidi  dlaJhmto 
n  H  ymoft,  pftfM  qa'a  Mtyaas  U  n*j  %  qu'iia*  \ 
Inaftoata;  ciaiMMUTitianuMaM 
a'aWndnt  Q  ooirolt  MM  alia  Afolr  penla  una  vnrta. 

SOMONVI. 


LoHSLT  and  still  are  now  thy  marble  halls, 
Hmni  fiiir  ABuunbra !  there  the  feast  is  o'er ; 

And  irith  the  mormur  of  thy  fountain-falls 
Blend  the  wild  tones  of  minstrelsy  no  more. 

Hnih'd  are  the  voices  that  in  years  gone  by 
HafB  moom'd,  exulted,  menaced,  throu^  thy 
towers; 

IViQiin  thy  pHIar'd  courts  the  grass  waves  high. 
And  all  uncultured  bloom  thy  fiiiry  bowers. 

TTnhaeded  there  the  flowering  myrtle  blows, 
Hitooc^  tall  arcades  unmaik'd  the  sunbeam 
smiles, 

And  many  a  tint  of  soften'd  brilliance  throws 
O'er  fipetted  walls  and  shining  peristyles. 

And  well  might  Fancy  deem  thy  fabrics  lone, 
80  TBSt^  80  silent,  and  so  wildly  fair, 

Some  charm'd  abode  of  beings  all  unknown, 
Powerful  and  viewless,  children  of  the  air. 

Fu:  there  no  footstep  treads  th*  enchanted  ground. 
There  not  a  sound  the  deep  repose  pervades, 

Save  winds  and  fc/Unta,  f^iflftunng  freshness  round, 
Tlmnij^thelightdomeaandgrBceful  colonnades. 


Far  other  tones  have  swcU'd  those  courts  along 
In  days  romance  yet  fondly  loves  to  trace 

The  clash  of  arms,  the  voice  of  choral  song, 
The  revels^  combats  of  a  vanished  race. 

And  yet  awhile,  at  Fancy's  potent  call. 
Shall  rise  that  race,  the  chivalroufl^  the  bold ; 

Peopling  once  more  each  £ur  forsaken  hall 
With  stately  forms^  the  kni^ta  and  chiefiB  of  old 


-The  sun  declines :  upon  Nevada's  height 


There  dwells  a  mellow  flush  of  rosy  light ; 
Each  soaring  pinnacle  of  mountain  snow 
Smiles  in  the  richness  of  that  parting  glow. 
And  Darro's  wave  reflects  each  passing  dye 
That  melts  and  minglos  in  th'  empurpled  sky. 
Fragrance,  exhaled  from  rose  and  citron  bower, 
Blends  with  the  dewy  freshness  of  the  hoiir ; 
Hush'd  are  the  winds,  and  nature  seems  to  sleep 
In  light  and  stillness ;  wood,  and  tower,  and  steep. 
Are  dyed  with  tints  of  glory,  only  given 
To  the  rich  evening  of  a  southern  heaven — 
Tints  of  the  sim,  whose  bright  farewell  is  fraught 
With  all  that  art  hath  dreamt,  but  never  caught 
— ^Yes,  Nature  sleeps ;  but  not  with  her  at  rest 
The  fiery  passions  of  the  human  breast     [sounds 
Hark  I  from  th'  Alhambra's  towers  what  stormy 
Each  moment  deepening,  wildly  swells  around] 
Those  ore  no  tumults  of  a  festal  throng, 
Not  the  light  zambra^  nor  the  choral  song : 
The  combat  rages — 'tis  the  shout  of  war, 
'Tis  the  loud  clash  of  shield  and  scimitar. 
Within  the  Hall  of  Lions,*  where  the  rays 
Of  eve,  yet  lingering,  on  the  fountain  blase ; 
There,  girt  and  guarded  by  his  Skigri  bands. 
And  stem  in  wrath,  the  Moorish  monarch  stands : 
There  the  strife  centres — swords  around  him  wave. 
There  bleed  the  flUlen,  there  contend  the  bravo ; 
AVhile  echoing  domes  return  the  battle-cry, 
"  Kevengc  and  freedom  1  let  the  tjTant  die  I" 
And  onvrard  rushing,  and  prevailing  still. 
Court,  hall,  and  tower  the  fierce  avengers  filL 
But  first  and  bravest  of  that  gallant  train. 
Where  foes  arc  mightiest,  charging  ne'er  in  vain ; 

1  Zambra,  a  Moorisli  dance. 

s  The  Hall  of  Lions  was  the  principal  one  of  the  Alhambra, 
and  was  so  called  firom  twelve  scalptured  lions  which  snp* 
ported  an  alabaster  basin  in  the  centre. 


In  his  red  hand  the  sabre  glancing  bright. 
His  dark  eye  flashing  with  a  fiercer  light, 
Ardent,  untired,  scarce  conscious  that  he  bleeds, 
His  Aben-Zurrahs^  there  young  Hamet  leads; 
While  swells  his  voice  that  wild  acclaim  on  high, 
"  Revenge  and  freedom  !  let  the  tyrant  die  !  ** 

Yes  !  trace  the  footsteps  of  the  warrior  s  wrath 
By  helm  and  corslet  shattered  in  his  path. 
And  by  the  thickest  harvest  of  the  slain. 
And  by  the  marble's  deepest  crimson  stain  : 
Search  through  the  serriodfight,  where  loudest  cries 
From  triumph,  anguish,  or  despair,  arise ; 
And  brightest  where  the  shivering  felchions  glare. 
And  where  the  ground  is  reddest — he  is  there. 
Yes  !  that  young  arm,  amidst  the  Zegri  host. 
Hath  well  avenged  a  sire,  a  brother,  lost 

They  perish'd — ^not  as  heroes  should  have  died, 
On  the  red  field,  in  victory's  hour  of  pride. 
In  all  the  glow  and  sunshine  of  their  £Emie, 
And  proudly  smiling  as  the  death-pang  came : 
Oh  !  had  they  thut  expired,  a  warrior's  tear 
Had  flowed,  almost  in  triumph,  o'er  their  bier. 
For  thus  alone  the  brave  should  weep  for  those 
Who  brightly  pass  in  glory  to  repose. 
— Not  such  their  fate :  a  tjrrant's  stem  command 
Doom'd  them  to  fall  by  some  ignoble  hand. 
As,  with  the  flower  of  all  their  high-bom  race, 
Summon'd  Abdallah's  royal  feast  to  grace. 
Fearless  in  heart,  no  dream  of  danger  nigh. 
They  sought  the  banquet's  gUdcd  hall — ^to  die. 
Betray'd,  unarm'd,  they  fell — ^the  fountain  wave 
Flowed  crimson  with  the  life-blood  of  the  brave. 
Till  far  the  fearful  tidings  of  their  &te 
Through  the  wide  city  rang  from  gate  to  gate. 
And  of  that  lineage  each  surviving  son         [won. 
Rush'd  to  the  scene  where  vengeance  might  be 

For  this  young  Hamet  mingles  in  the  strife. 
Leader  of  battle,  prodigal  of  life. 
Urging  his  followers,  till  their  foes,  beset. 
Stand  faint  and  breathless,  bu^  undaunted  yet 
Brave  Aben-Zurrahs,  on  !  one  effort  more. 
Yours  is  the  triimiph,  and  the  conflict  o'er. 

But  lo  !  descending  o'er  the  darken'd  hall. 
The  twUight-shadows  fast  and  deeply  fall, 
Nor  yet  the  strife  hath  ceased  —  though  scarce 
they  know,  [foe  ; 

Through  that  thick  gloom,  the  brother  from  the 

^  Aben-Zonraha :  tlie  Dmme  thns  written  is  taken  from  the 
taoabtton  of  an  Arabic  MS.  glToi  in  the  third  vcdume  of 
Bourgoanne'c  Trareb  through  Spain. 


Till  the  moon  rises  with  her  cloudless  ray. 

The  peaceful  moon,  and  gives  them  light  to  slay. 

Where  lurks  Abdallahl— midst  his  yielding  train 
They  seek  the  guilty  monarch,  but  in  vain. 
He  lies  not  number  d  with  the  valiant  dead. 
His  champions  round  him  have  not  vainly  bled ; 
But  when  the  twilight  spread  her  shadowy  veil. 
And  lus  last  warriors  found  each  effort  fiiil. 
In  wild  despair  he  fled— a  trusted  few. 
Kindred  in  crime,  are  still  in  danger  true ; 
And  o'er  the  scene  of  many  a  martial  deed. 
The  Yega's'green  expanse,  his  flying  footsteps  lead. 
He  pass'd  th'  Alhambra's  calm  and  lovely  bowen, 
Where  slept  the  glistening loavesandfolded flowers 
In  dew  and  starlight — there,  from  grot  and  cave, 
Gush'd  in  wild  music  many  a  sparkling  vrave ; 
There  on  each  breeze  the  breath  of  fragrance  rose^ 
And  all  was  freshness,  beauty,  and  repose. 

But  thou,  dark  monarch  !  in  thy  bosom  reign 
Storms  that,  once  roused,  shall  never  sleep  again. 
Oh  I  vainly  bright  is  nature  in  the  course 
Of  ^iTn  who  flies  from  terror  or  remorse  ! 
A  spell  is  round  him  which  obscures  her  bloom. 
And  dims  her  skies  with  shadows  of  the  tomb ; 
There  smiles  no  Paradise  on  earth  so  fiiir 
But  guilt  will  raise  avenging  phantoms  there. 
Abdallah  heeds  not,  though  the  light  gale  roves 
Fraught  with  rich  odour,  stolen  from  orange- 
groves  ;  [rise. 
Hears  not  the  sounds  from  wood  and  brook  that 
Wild  notes  of  nature's  vesper-melodies ; 
Marks  not  how  lovely,  on  the  mountain's  bead. 
Moonlight  and  snow  their  mingling  lustre  spread ; 
But  urges  onward,  till  his  weary  band. 
Worn  with  their  toil,  a  moment's  pause  demand. 
He  stops,  and  tumin£,  on  Granada's  fimes 
In  silence  gazing,  fix'd  awhile  remains 
In  stem,  deep  silence :  o'er  his  feverish  brow. 
And  burning  cheek,  pure  breezes  freshly  blow. 
But  waft  in  fitful  murmurs,  from  afar. 
Sounds  indistinctly  fearful — as  of  war. 
What  meteor  bursts  with  sudden  blaze  on  high, 
0  er  the  blue  clearness  of  the  starry  sky  ? 
Awful  it  rises,  like  some  Genie-form, 
Seen  midst  the  redness  of  the  desert  storm. 
Magnificently  dread — above,  below. 
Spreads  the  wild  splendour  of  its  deepening  glow. 


s  The  Vega,  the  plain  surrounding  Granada.  th«  soen«  of 
frequent  actions  between  the  Moors  and  Christians. 

*  An  extreme  redness  in  the  sky  b  tlie  presage  of  Cb* 
Simoom.— See  Bauca's  Ttavett. 
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Lo  !  fix>m  the  Alhambra  s  tourers  the  vivid  glare 
StreamB  through  the  still  transparence  of  the  air ! 
Avenging  crowds  have  lit  the  mighty  pjre, 
Which  feeds  that  waving  pyramid  of  fire ; 
And  dome  and  minaret,  river,  wood,  and  height, 
From  dim  perspective  start  to  ruddy  light 

Oh  Heaven  !  the  anguish  of  Abdallah's  soul, 
The  rage,  though  firuitless,  yet  beyond  control ! 
Tet  must  he  oeaae  to  gaze,  and  raving  fly 
For  life — such  life  as  makes  it  bliss  to  die  I 
On  yon  green  height,  the  mosque,  but  half  reveal*d 
Through  cypresa^pnoves,  a  safe  retreat  may  yield. 
Thither  his  steps  are  bent — ^yet  oft  he  turns, 
Watching  that  fearful  beacon  as  it  bums. 
Bat  paler  grow  the  sinking  flames  at  last, 
Flickering  they  fade,  their  crimson  light  is  past ; 
And  qpiiy  vi^utb,  rising  o'er  the  scene, 
Mark  where  the  terrors  of  their  wrath  have  been. 
And  now  his  feet  have  reach'd  that  lonely  pile. 
Where  grief  and  terror  may  repose  awhile ; 
Embowered  it  stands,  midst  wood  and  cli£f  on  high, 
Through  the  gray  rocks  a  torrent  sparkling  nigh : 
He  haUs  the  scene  where  every  care  should  cease, 
And  all — except  the  heart  he  brings — ^is  peace. 

There  is  deep  stillness  in  those  halls  of  state 
Where  the  loud  cries  of  conflict  rang  so  late ; 
StillneB  like  that,  when  fierce  the  Kamsin's  blast 
Hath  o'er  the  dwellings  of  the  desert  pass'd.^ 
Fattfiil  the  calm — ^nor  voice,  nor  step,  nor  breath 
IKstoibe  that  scene  of  beauty  and  of  death  : 
Thoee  vaulted  roofs  re-echo  not  a  sound. 
Save  the  wild  gush  of  waters — murmuring  round 

1  Of  tlw  Kjumdn,  a  hot  aouth  wind,  common  in  Eg^'pt, 
vttewtbe  foOowiog  aceoont  in  VoIn«7'B  Travels : — **  Tlieae 
wtedt  are  known  In  Egypt  by  the  general  name  of  the  winds 
of  filly  daya,  became  thfy  prevail  more  frequently  in  the  fifty 
days  praoedinir  *Q<i  following  the  equinox.  They  are  men- 
tioned bj  traveBen  under  the  name  of  the  poiionoua  winds 
or  hot  wftoda  of  the  deeert :  their  heat  b  so  ezoessive,  that  it 
is  diflcnlt  to  form  any  idea  <tf  its  violence  without  having 
it.  Wlien  they  begin  to  blow,  the  sky,  at  other 
I  so  dear  in  this  climate,  becomes  dark  and  heavy ;  the 
his  iplendour,  and  appears  of  a  violet  colour ;  the 
air  is  not  doody,  but  gray  and  thick,  and  is  filled  with  a  sub- 
lie  doBt,  whidi  peneteates  every  where :  respbration  becomes 
diort  and  dUBcnlt,  the  skin  parched  and  dry,  the  lungs  are 
wmfractad  and  painful,  and  the  body  consumed  with  internal 
heal  In  vain  is  coolness  sought  for ;  marble,  iron,  water, 
tfaomli  tha  ion  no  longer  appears,  are  hot :  the  streets  are 
deserted,  and  a  dead  silence  pervades  every  where.  The 
■stlwee  of  town*  and  villages  shut  themselves  up  in  their 
finiUM,  and  those  of  the  desert  in  tents,  or  holes  dug  in  the 
eutfi,  where  th^  wait  the  termination  of  this  heat,  which 
time  days.  Woe  to  the  travdler  whom  it  sur- 
firom  didter :  he  must  suflier  all  its  dreadful 
mortaL** 


In  ceaseless  melodies  of  plaintive  tone. 
Through  chambers  peopled  by  the  dead  alone. 
0*er  the  mosaic  floors,  with  carnage  red, 
Breastplate  and  shield  and  cloven  helm  are  spread 
In  mingled  fragments— glittering  to  the  light 
Of  yon  still  moon,  whose  rays,  yet  softly  bright, 
Their  streaming  lustre  tremulously  shed. 
And  smile  in  placid  beauty  o'er  the  dead  : 
O'er  features  where  the  fiery  ^irit's  trace 
E'en  death  itself  is  powerless  to  eflBMH) ; 
O'er  those  who  flush'd  with  ardent  youth  awoke. 
When  glowing  mom  in  bloom  and  radiance  broke, 
Nor  dreamt  how  near  the  dork  and  fix)zen  sleep 
Which  hears  not  Glory  call,  nor  Anguish  weep  ; 
In  the  low  silent  house,  the  narrow  spot. 
Home  of  forgetfulness — and  soon  forgot. 

But  slowly  fiide  the  stars — ^the  night  is  o'er — 
Mom  beams  on  those  who  hail  her  light  no  more; 
Slumberers  who  ne'er  shall  wake  on  earth  again, 
Mourners,  who  call  the  loved,  the  lost,  in  vain. 
Yet  smiles  the  day — oh  !  not  for  mortal  tear 
Doth  nature  deviate  from  her  calm  career  : 
Nor  is  the  earth  less  laughing  or  less  fair. 
Though  breaking  hcortshergladncsBmay  not  share. 
O'er  the  cold  urn  the  beam  of  summer  glows. 
O'er  fields  of  blood  the  zephyr  freshly  blows ; 
Bright  shines  the  sun,  though  all  be  dark  below, 
And  skies  arch  cloudless  o*er  a  world  of  woe ; 
And  flowers  renow'd  in  spring's  green  pathway 

bloom. 
Alike  to  grace  the  banquet  and  the  tomb. 

Within  Qranada's  walls  the  funeral  rite 
Attends  that  day  of  loveliness  and  light ; 
And  many  a  chief,  with  dirges  and  with  tears. 
Is  gathered  to  the  brave  of  other  years : 
And  Hamet,  as  beneath  the  cypress  shade 
His  martyr'd  brother  and  his  sire  are  laid. 
Feels  every  deep  resolve  and  burning  thought 
Of  ampler  vengeance  e'en  to  passion  vmnight ; 
Yet  is  the  hour  afar — and  he  must  brood 
O'er  those  dork  dreams  awhile  in  solitude. 
Tumult  and  rage  are  hush'd — another  day 
In  still  solemnity  hath  pass'd  away. 
In  that  deep  slumber  of  exhausted  wrath. 
The  cokn  that  follows  in  the  tempest's  path. 

And  now  Abdallah  leaves  yon  peaceful  fime^ 
His  ravaged  city  traversing  again. 
No  sound  of  gladness  his  approach  precedent 
No  splendid  pageant  the  procession  leads ; 
Where'er  he  moves  the  silent  streets  olong, 
Broods  a  stem  quiet  o'er  the  sullen  throngt 
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No  voice  is  heard ;  but  in  each  alter'd  eye. 
Once  brighilj  beaming  when  his  steps  were  nigh. 
And  in  each  look  of  those  whose  love  hath  fled 
From  all  on  earth  to  slumber  with  the  dead. 
Those  by  his  guilt  made  desolate,  and  thrown 
On  the  bleak  wilderness  of  life  alone^ 
In  youth's  quick  glance  of  scarce-dissembled  rage. 
And  the  pale  mien  of  calmly-mournful  age^ 
May  well  be  read  a  daik  and  fearful  tale 
Of  thought  that  ill  the  indignant  heart  can  veil. 
And  passion,  like  the  hush*d  volcano's  power. 
That  waits  in  stiUneas  its  appointed  hour. 

No  more  the  clarion  from  Granada's  walla^ 
Heard  o'er  the  Vega,  to  the  tourney  calls; 
No  more  her  graceful  daughters,  throned  on  high, 
Bend  o'er  the  lists  the  dorkly-rodiant  eye : 
Silence  and  gloom  her  palaces  o'erspreftdy 
And  song  is  hush'd,  and  pageantry  is  fled. 
— Weep,  fiited  city !  o'er  thy  heroes  weep — 
Low  in  the  dust  the  sons  of  gloiy  sleep ! 
Furl'd  axe  their  banners  in  the  lonely  hall. 
Their  trophied  shields  hang  mouldering  on  tho 

wall, 
Wildly  their  chargers  range  the  pastures  o'er — 
Their  voice  in  batUe  shall  be  heard  no  more. 
And  they,  who  still  thy  tyrant's  wrath  survive^ 
Whom  he  hath  wrong'd  too  de^ly  to  fcngiv^ 
That  race  of  lineage  high,  of  worth  approved. 
The  chivalrous,  the  princely,  the  beloved — 
Thine  Aben-Zurrahs — they  no  more  shall  wield 
In  thy  proud  cause  the  oonqueringlanoe  and  shield : 
Condemn'd  to  bid  the  cherish'd  scenes  farewell 
Where  the  loved  ashes  of  their  fathers  dwell. 
And  foi  o'er  foreign  plains  as  exiles  roam. 
Their  land  the  desert,  and  the  grove  their  home. 
Yet  there  is  one  shall  see  that  race  depart 
In  deep  though  silent  agony  of  heart : 
One  whose  dark  &te  must  be  to  mourn  alone. 
Unseen  her  sorrows  and  their  canse  unknown. 
And  veil  her  heart,  and  teach  her  cheek  to  wear 
That  smile  in  which  the  spirit  hath  no  share — 
Like  the  bright  beams  that  shed  their  fruitless  glow 
O'er  the  cold' solitude  of  Alpine  snow. 

Soft,  fresh,  and  silent  is  the  midnight  hour. 
And  the  young  2^yda  seeks  her  lonely  bower ; 
That  Zegri  moid,  within  whose  gentle  mind 
One  name  is  deeply,  secretly  enshrined. 
That  name  in  vain  stem  reason  would  efikoe : 
Hamet  I  'tis  thine,  thou  foe  to  all  her  race  ! 

And  yet  not  hers  in  bitterness  to  prove 
The  sleepless  pangs  of  unrequited  love — 


Pangs  which  tho  rose  of  wasted  youth  consume, 
And  make  the  heart  of  all  delight  the  tomb^ 
Check  the  free  spirit  in  its  eagle  flighty 
And  the  spring-mom  of  early  genius  blie^t : 
Not  such  hergrief-^though  nowshe  wakes  to  weep. 
While  tearless  eyes  enjoy  the  honey-dews  of  sleep.' 

A  step  treads  lightly  through  the  citron-shade, 
Li^tly,  but  by  the  rustling  leaves  betray'd — 
Doth  her  young  hero  seek  that  well-known  spo^ 
Scene  of  past  hoiurs  that  ne'er  may  be  forgot  1 
Tiahe — ^but  changed  that  eye,  whose  glance  of  flra 
Could  like  a  sunbeam  hope  and  joy  inspire^ 
As,  luminous  with  youth,  with  ardour  fran^^ 
It  spoke  of  gloiy  to  the  inmost  thou^^t : 
Thence  the  bright  spirit's  eloquence  hath  fled* 
And  in  its  wild  egression  may  be  read      [aliads. 
Stem  thoug^its  and  fierce  resolves — now  veQ'd  in 
And  now  in  characters  of  fire  portray'd. 
Changed  e'en  his  voice— «s  thus  its  moumfrd  tone 
Wakes  in  her  heart  each  feeling  of  his  own. 

^'Zayda  !  my  doom  is  fix'd — another  day 
And  the  wrong'd  exile  shall  be  &r  away ; 
Far  from  the  scenes  where  still  his  heart  must  bs, 
His  home  of  youth,  and,  more  than  all — ^from  thee. 
Oh !  what  a  doud  hath  gathered  o'er  my  lot 
Since  last  wo  met  on  this  fair  tranquil  qK>t ! 
Lovely  as  then  the  soft  and  sUcnt  hour. 
And  not  a  rose  hath  faded  from  thy  bower; 
But  I — ^my  hopes  tho  tempest  hath  o'erthrown. 
And  changed  my  heart,  to  all  but  thee  alone. 
Farewell,  high  thoughts !  inspiring  hopes  of  praise ! 
Heroic  visions  of  my  early  days  ! 
In  me  the  glories  of  my  race  must  end — 
The  exile  hath  no  country  to  defend  ! 
E'en  in  life's  mom  my  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er. 
Youth's  buoyant  spirit  wnkes  for  me  no  more, 
And  one  wild  feeling  in  my  altcr'd  breast 
Broods  darkly  o'er  the  ruins  of  the  rest. 
Yet  fear  not  thou — to  thee,  in  good  or  ill. 
The  heart,  so  sternly  tried,  is  faithful  still ! 
But  when  my  steps  are  distant,  and  my  name 
Thou  hcar'st  no  longer  in  the  song  of  fiune; 
When  Time  steals  on,  in  silence  to  cflfaoe 
Of  early  love  each  pure  and  sacred  trace. 
Causing  our  sorrows  and  our  hopes  to  seem 
But  as  the  moonlight  pictures  of  a  dream, — 
Still  shall  thy  soul  be  with  me,  in  the  truth 
And  all  the  fervour  of  affection's  youth  1 
If  such  thy  love,  one  beam  of  heaven  shall  plaj 
In  lonely  beauty  o'er  thy  wandcrer^s  T^-ay." 


1  "  Enjoy  Uie  honey-beary-dew  of  dnmber.** 
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'^  Afik  not  if  such  my  love  !  Oh  !  trust  the  mind 
To  grief  so  long,  so  sil^atly  resigned  1 
Let  the  light  spirit,  ne'er  by  sorrow  taught 
rhe  pure  snd  lofty  constancy  of  thou^t, 
[ts  fleetiDg  trials  eager  to  forget, 
Kiae  with  elastic  power  o*er  each  regcet  I 
Poster'd  in  tears,  wit  young  affection  grew, 
ind  I  have  leam'd  to  suffer  and  be  true. 
Deem  not  my  love  a  frsul,  ephemeral  flower, 
S'ursed  by  soft  sunshine  and  the  balmy  shower ; 
K'o  !  'tis  the  child  of  tempests,  and  defies, 
\nd  meets  unchanged,  the  anger  of  the  skies  I 
Too  well  I  feel,  with  griefs  prophetic  heart, 
rhat  ne'er  to  meet  in  happier  days  we  part 
(Ve  part  I  and  e'en  this  ogonising  hour, 
nrhen  loTO  first  feels  his  own  o'erwhelming  power, 
Shall  soon  to  memory's  fix*d  and  tearful  eye 
Seem  almost  happiness — ^for  thou  wcrt  nigh  ! 
fesl  when  this  heart  in  solitude  shall  bleed, 
/U  days  to  days  all  wearily  succeed, 
Wben  doom*d  to  weep  in  loneliness,  'twill  be 
Almost  like  rapture' to  have  wept  with  thee  1 

"  But  thou,  my  Hamet !  thou  canst  yet  bestow 
An  that  of  joy  my  blighted  lot  can  know. 
Oh !  be  tiiou  still  the  high-soul'd  and  the  brave. 
To  whom  my  first  and  fondest  vows  I  gave  ; 
In  thy  proud  fame's  untamish'd  beauty  still 
The  lofky  visions  of  my  youth  fuML 
So  shall  it  soothe  me,  midst  my  heart's  despair, 
To  hold  undimm'd  one  glorious  image  there  ! " 

^Zayda,  my  best-beloved  !  my  words  too  well. 
Too  soon,  thy  bright  illusions  must  dispel ; 
Tet  must  my  soul  to  thee  unveil'd  be  shown. 
And  all  its  dreams  and  all  its  passions  known. 
Thou  shalt  not  be  deceived — ^for  pure  as  heaven 
b  ifay  young  love,  in  £uth  and  fervour  given. 
[  said  my  heart  was  changed — and  would  thy 

thought 
Explore  the  ruin  by  thy  kindred  wrought, 
[n  fimcy  trace  the  land  whose  towers  and  fanes, 
[}raah*d  by  the  earthquake,  strew  its  ravaged 

plains; 
And  such  that  heart  where  desolation's  hand 
Sath  blighted  all  that  once  was  fair  or  grand  ! 
But  Vengeance,  fix'd  upon  her  burning  throne, 
^ts  midst  the  wreck  in  silence  and  alone ; 
And  I,  in  stem  devotion  at  her  shrine, 
Eadi  softer  feeling,  but  my  love,  resign. 
Tea  1  they  whose  spirits  all  my  thoughts  control, 
fHio  hold  dread  converse  with  my  thrilling  soul  ; 
Fhey,  iJie  betray'd,  the  sacrificed,  the  brave, 
VHio  fin  a  blood-stain'd  and  untimely  grave. 


Must  be  avenged  !  and  pity  and  remorse 
In  that  stem  cause  arc  banish'd  from  my  course. 
Zayda  !  thou  tremblest — and  thy  gentle  breast 
Shrinks  firom  the  passions  that  destroy  my  rest  ,* 
Tet  shall  thy  form,  in  many  a  stormy  hour. 
Pass  brighdy  o'er  my  soul  with  softening  power. 
And,  oft  recoll'd,  thy  voice  beguile  my  lo^ 
like  some  sweet  lay,  once  heard,  and  ne'er  fbigot 

''  But  the  night  wanes-— the  hours  too  swiftly  fly. 
The  bitter  moment  of  fareweU  draws  nigh; 
Yet,  loved  one  !  weep  not  thus — ^in  joy  or  pain. 
Oh  !  trust  thy  Hamet,  we  shaU  meet  again  ! 
Yes,  we  shaU  meet !  and  haply  smile  at  last 
On  all  the  douds  and  conflicts  of  the  past 
On  that  fitir  vision  teach  thy  thoughts  to  dweU, 
Nor  deem  these  mingling  tears  our  last  fare< 
weUl" 

Is  the  voice  hush'd,  whose  loved  expressive  tone 
Thrill'd  to  her  heart — and  doth  she  weep  alone? 
Alone  she  weeps;  that  hour  of  parting  o'er. 
When  shall  the  pang  it  leaves  be  felt  no  more? 
The  gale  breathes  light,  and  fitns  her  bosom  fair. 
Showering  the  dewy  rose-leaves  o'er  her  hair; 
But  ne'er  lor  her  shall  dweU  reviving  power 
In  balmy  dew,  soft  breeze,  or  fragrant  flower, 
To  wake  once  more  that  calm  serene  delight^ 
The  soul's  young  bloom,  which  passion's  breath 

could  blight — 
The  smiling  stillness  of  life's  morning  hour. 
Ere  yet  the  day-star  bums  in  all  his  power. 
Meanwhile,  through  groves  of  deep  hixuiious 

shade, 
In  the  rich  foliage  of  the  South  array'd, 
Hamet,  ere  dawns  the  earliest  blush  of  day. 
Bends  to  the  vale  of  tombs  his  pensive  way. 
Fair  is  that  scene  where  palm  and  cypress  wave 
On  high  o'er  many  an  Aben-Zurrah's  grave. 
Lonely  and  £Eur,  its  fresh  and  glittering  leaves 
With  the  young  myrtle  there  the  laurel  weaves. 
To  canopy  the  dead ;  nor  wanting  there 
Flowers  to  the  turf,  nor  fragrance  to  the  air, 
Norwood-bird's  note,  nor  fiiU  of  plaintive  stream-— 
Wild  music,  soothing  to  the  mourners  dream. 
There  sleep  the  chiefs  of  old — ^their  combats  o'er. 
The  voice  of  glory  thrills  their  hearts  no  more. 
Unheard  by  them  th'  awakening  clarion  blows ; 
The  sons  of  war  at  length  in  peace  repose. 
No  martial  note  is  in  the  gale  that  sighs 
Where  proud  their  trophied  sepulchres  arise, 
Mid  founts,  and  shades,  and  flowers  of  brightest 

bloom — 
As,  in  his  native  vale,  some  shepherd's  tomb. 
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There,  where  the  trees  their  thickest  foliage 

spread 
Dark  o*er  that  sOent  TaDey  of  the  dead ; 
Where  two  fidr  pillars  rise,  embowered  and  lone, 
Kot  yet  with  ivy  clad,  with  moss  o*eigrowxi. 
Young  Hamet  kneels — while  thus  his  tows  are 

poar*d, 
The  fearful  vows  that  consecrate  his  sword : 
— "  Spirit  of  him  who  first  within  my  mind 
Each  loftier  aim,  each  nobler  thought  enshrined, 
And  taught  my  steps  the  line  of  light  to  trace 
Left  by  the  glorious  fathers  of  my  race, 
Hear  thou  my  voice  I — ^for  thine  is  with  me  still. 
In  eveiy  dream  its  tones  my  bosom  thrill. 
In  the  deep  calm  of  midnight  they  are  near. 
Midst  busy  throngs  they  vibrate  on  my  ear. 
Still  murmuring  'vengeance ! ' — nor  in  vain  the  call. 
Few,  few  shall  triumph  in  a  hero's  Ml ! 
Cold  as  thine  own  to  glory  and  to  fitme. 
Within  my  heart  there  lives  one  only  aim ; 
There,  till  th'  oppressor  for  thy  fate  atone. 
Concentring  eveiy  thought^  it  reigns  alone. 
I  will  not  weep — revenge,  not  grief,  must  be. 
And  blood,  not  tears,  an  offering  meet  for  thee ; 
But  the  dark  hour  of  stem  delight  will  come. 
And  thou  shalt  triumph,  warrior !  in  thy  tomb. 

"  Thou,  too,  my  brother !  thou  art  pass*d  away. 
Without  thy  &me,  in  life's  fair  dawning  day. 
Son  of  the  bravo  !  of  thee  no  trace  will  shine 
In  the  proud  annals  of  thy  lofty  line ; 
Nor  shall  thy  deeds  be  deathless  in  the  lays 
That  hold  communion  with  the  after-days. 
Tct,  by  the  wreaths  thou  might*st  have  nobly  won, 
Hadst  thou  but  lived  till  rose  thy  noontide  sun ; 
By  glory  lost,  I  swear !  by  hope  betray'd. 
Thy  fiite  shall  amply,  dearly,  be  repaid : 
War  with  thy  foes  I  deem  a  holy  strife. 
And  to  avenge  thy  death  devote  my  life. 

**  Hear  ye  my  vows,  O  spirits  of  the  slain  ! 
Hear,  and  be  with  me  on  the  battle-plain  ! 
At  noon,  at  midnight,  still  around  me  bide. 
Rise  on  my  dreams,  and  tell  me  how  ye  died  !** 


CANTO  n. 

**  Ob  :  bcB  provTidall  CMo 

Cli'  U«m  per  ddtttt  mal  llcto  bob  da.' 


Altuu. 


Fair  loud  !  of  chivalry  the  old  domain, 
Land  of  the  vine  and  olive,  lovely  Spain  t 


Though  not  for  thee  with  classic  shores  to  vie 
In  charms  that  fix  th'  enthusiast's  pensive  eye; 
Tet  hast  thou  scenes  of  beauty,  richly  fianght 
With  all  that  wakes  the  glow  of  lofty  thought ; 
Fountains,  and  vales,  and  rocksiy  whose  ancient  oarnt 
High  deeds  have  raised  to  mingle  with  their  f^one. 
Those  scenes  are  peaceful  now :  the  dtixm  blows, 
Wild  spreads  the  myrtle,  where  the  brave  xvpoaa 
No  sound  of  battle  swells  on  Douro's  shore. 
And  banners  wave  on  Ebro*s  banks  no  more. 
But  who,  unmoved,  unawed,  shall  coldly  tread 
Thy  fields  that  sepulchre  the  mighty  dead! 
Blest  be  that  soil !  where  England's  heroee  share 
The  grave  of  chiefis,  for  ages  slumbering  there ; 
Whose  names  are  glorious  in  romantic  lays^ 
The  wild,  sweet  chronidee  of  elder  days— 
By  goatherd  lone  and  rude  serrano  sung 
Thy  cypress  dells  and  vine^dad  rocks  among; 
How  oft  those  rocks  have  echo'd  to  the  tale 
Of  knights  who  fell  in  Roncesvalles'  vale : 
Of  him,  renown'd  in  old  heroic  lore. 
First  of  the  brave,  the  gallant  Campeador ; 
Of  those,  the  famed  in  song,  who  proudly  died 
When  Rio  Verde  roll'd  a  crimson  tide ; 
Or  that  high  name,  by  Garcilaao's  might 
On  the  Green  Vega  won  in  single  fight.' 

Round  fedr  Qranada,  deepening  from  afar. 
O'er  that  Green  Vega  rose  the  din  of  war. 
At  mom  or  eve  no  more  the  sunbeams  shone 
O'er  a  calm  scene,  in  pastoral  beauty  lone ; 
On  helm  add  corslet  tremulous  they  glanced. 
On  shield  and  spear  in  quivering  lustre  danced. 
Far  as  the  sight  by  clear  Xenil  could  rove, 
Tents  rose  aroimd,  and  banners  glanced  above ; 
And  steeds  in  gorgeous  trappings,  armour  bright 
With  gold,  reflecting  every  tint  of  light, 
And  many  a  floating  plume  and  blazon'd  shield 
Difiiised  romantic  splendour  o'er  the  field. 

There  swell  those  sounds  that  bid  the  life-blood 
start 
Swift  to  the  mantling  check  and  beating  heart : 
Thd  clang  of  echoing  steel,  the  charger^s  neigh. 
The  measured  tread  of  hosts  in  war  s  array ; 
And,  oh  !  that  music,  whose  exulting  breath 
Speaks  but  of  glory  on  the  rood  to  death ; 
In  whose  wild  voice  there  dwells  inspiring  power 
To  wake  the  stormy  joy  of  danger's  hour ; 
To  nerve  the  arm,  the  spirit  to  sustain. 
Rouse  from  despondence,  and  support  in  pain ; 

1  Gardhao  de  la  Vega  derived  his  mnuune  from  a  dn^ 
combat  (in  which  he  was  the  victor)  with  a  Moor,  od  tba 
Vega  of  Qranada. 


THE  A  BENCERRA  GE. 
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And,  midst  the  deepening  tumults  of  the  strife 
Teadk  every  pulse  to  thrill  with  more  than  life. 

Hig^  o*er  the  camp,  in  many  a  broider^d  fold, 
Floats  to  the  wind  a  standard  rich  with  gold : 
There,  imaged  on  the  cross,  hU  form  appears 
Who  drank  for  man  the  bitter  cup  of  teare — ^ 
Hi9  form,  whose  word  recall'd  the  spirit  fled. 
Now  borne  by  hosts  to  guide  them  o'er  the  dead ! 
0*er  yon  fiur  walls  to  plant  the  croes  on  high, 
Spain  hath  sent  forth  her  flower  of  chivalry. 
Fired  with  that  ardour  which,  in  days  of  yore. 
To  £fyrian  plains  the  bold  crusaders  bore ; 
Elate  with  lofty  hope,  with  martial  zeal, 
Th^  come,  the  gallant  children  of  Castile ; 
The  proud,  the  calmly  dignified : — and  there 
Ebro's  dark  sons  with  haughty  mien  repair. 
And  those  who  guide  the  fiery  steed  of  war 
FVom  yon  rich  province  of  the  western  star.' 

Bat  thou,  conspicuous  midst  the  glittering  scene, 
Stem  grandeur  stamp'd  upon  thy  princely  mien ; 
Known  by  the  foreign  garb,  the  silvery  vest. 
The  snow-white  chaiger,  and  the  azure  crest,' 
Toong  Aben^Surrah  1  midst  that  host  of  foes. 
Why  shines  e&y  helm,  thy  Moorish  lancel  Disclose! 
Why  rise  the  tents  where  dwell  thy  kindred  train, 
O  son  of  Afric  !  midst  the  sons  of  Spain? 
Hast  thou  with  these  thy  nation's  fidl  conspired. 
Apostate  chief  1  by  hope  of  vengeance  fired  ? 
How  art  thou  changed  1  still  first  in  every  fight, 
Hatuet  the  Moor  1  Castile's  devoted  knight ! 
ThoTB  dwells  a  fiery  lustre  in  thine  eye. 
But  not  the  light  that  shone  in  days  gone  by ; 
There  is  wild  ardour  in  thy  look  and  tone, 
But  not  the  soul's  expression  once  thine  own. 
Nor  aught  like  peace  within.    Yet  who  shall  say 
What  secret  thoughts  thine  inmost  heart  may 
swayl 

*  '*  El  Rey  D.  Fernando  bolvi6  k  la  Vega,  y  paab  m.  Real 
k  la  Tiflla  do  Huacar,  a  reyute  y  iey«  dias  del  mee  do  Abril, 
adonde  tak  forCifieado  de  todo  lo  neoenaiio;  poniendo  el 
Cliriitiano  toda  wa  gente  en  eaquadron,  con  todai  sue  van- 
dffaa  tendMae,  y  ni  Real  Estandarte,  el  qoal  llemva  por 
dhriaa  mi  Chrielo  cnidflcado."— JETMorto  de  ku  Oturras 
CwUadeOranada. 

t  Andalnria  dgniflet,  in  Arabic,  the  region  of  the  evening 
JT  «Im  wait;  in  a  word,  the  Hetperia  of  the  Greelu. — Seo 
Casiiii'S  BibUoi.  Arabko-Hitpanat  and  Gibbon's  Decline 
uttd  FaU,  dec 

*  "  Loi  Abenoenafei  aBlieron  con  an  acoetumbrada  librea 
asid  y  bknea,  todoe  Denot  de  ricoi  texidoe  de  plata,  lai 
l^ooias  de  la  minna  color ;  en  ku  adargas,  ni  acostumbrada 
dhrta,  mlvages  <|im  deeqnizalavan  leonei,  y  otroe  un  mundo 
fat  lo  diahafia  on  idvage  oon  un  baeton." — Ouemu  CivfUt 
deOmmada. 


I  No  eye  but  Heaven's  may  pierce  that  curtain'd 
breast. 
Whose  joys  and  griefis  alike  are  unexpress'd. 

There  hath  been  combat  on  the  tented  plain ; 
The  Vega's  turf  is  red  with  many  a  stain ; 
And,  rent  and  trampled,  banner,  crest,  and  shield 
Tell  of  a  fierce  and  well-contested  field. 
But  all  is  peaceful  now :  the  west  is  bright 
With  the  rich  splendour  of  departing  light ; 
Mulhacen's  peak,  half  lost  amidst  the  sky. 
Glows  like  a  purple  evening-doud  on  high. 
And  tints,  that  mock  the  pencil's  art,  o'erspread 
Th'  eternal  snow  that  crowns  Yoleta's  head  ;* 
While  the  warm  sunset  o'er  the  landscape  thi-ows 
A  solemn  beauty,  and  a  deep  repose. 
Closed  are  the  toils  and  tumults  of  the  day. 
And  Hamet  wanders  from  the  camp  away. 
In  silent  musings  rapt : — ^the  slaughtered  brave 
Lie  thickly  strewn  by  Darro's  rippling  wave. 
Soft  foil  the  dews — ^but  other  drops  have  dyed 
The  scented  shrubs  that  fringe  the  river  side. 
Beneath  whose  shade,  as  ebbing  Hfe  retired. 
The  wounded  sought  a  shelter — and  expired.' 
Lonely,  and  lost  in  thoughts  of  other  days. 
By  the  bright  windings  of  the  stream  he  strays. 
Till,  more  remote  from  battle's  ravaged  scene. 
All  is  repose  and  solitude  serene. 
There,  'neath  an  olive's  ancient  shade  reclined, 
Whose  rustling  foliage  waves  in  evening's  wind. 
The  haraas'd  warrior,  yielding  to  the  power. 
The  mild  sweet  influence  of  the  tranquil  hour, , 
Feels  by  degrees  a  long-foigotten  cahn 
Shed  o'er  his  troubled  soul  unwonted  balm ; 
His  wrongs,  his  woes,  his  dark  and  dubious  lot. 
The  past,  the  future,  are  awhile  forgot ; 
And  Hope,  scarce  own'd,  yet  stealing  o'er  his  breast. 
Half  dares  to  whisper,  "  Thou  shalt  yet  be  blest ! " 

Such  his  vogue  musings — ^but  a  plaintive  sound 
Breaks  on  the  deep  and  solemn  stillness  round ; 
A  low,  holf-stifled  moan,  that  seems  to  rise 
From  life  and  death's  contending  agonies. 
He  turns:  Who  shares  with  him  that  lonely  shodol 
— A  youthful  warrior  on  his  death-bed  laid. 
All  rent  and  stain'd  his  broidor'd  Moorish  vest. 
The  corslet  shatter'd  on  his  bleeding  breast ; 
In  his  cold  hand  the  broken  falchion  strain'd. 
With  life's  last  force  convulsively  rctain'd  ; 

4  The  loftiest  heights  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  ore  those  called 
Mulhaoen  and  Ficacho  de  Veleta. 

*  It  is  known  to  be  a  frequent  circumstance  in  battle,  tliat 
the  dying  and  the  woanded  drag  themselves,  as  it  irere 
mechanically,  to  the  sbdter  which  may  be  afforded  by  any 
bush  or  thicket  on  the  field. 
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"BJB  plumage  6oil*d  with  dost,  with  crimson  dyed, 
And  the  red  lanco  in  frogmcnts  by  hia  side : 
He  lies  forsaken — ^pilloVd  on  his  shield. 
His  helmet  raised,  his  lineaments  revealed. 
Pale  is  that  quivoring  lip,  and  vaniah'd  nofir 
The  light  once  thzxmed  on  that  oommandmg  brow ; 
And  o'er  that  fading  eye,  stiU  upward  cast» 
The  shades  of  death  are  gathering  daik  and  fisL 
Tet,  as  yon  rising  moon  her  light  serene 
Sheds  the  pale  olive's  waving  boughs  between. 
Too  well  can  Hamet  s  conscious  heart  retrace, 
Though  changed  thus  fearfully,  that  pallid  £M9e, 
Whose  every  feature  to  his  soul  conveys 
Some  bitter  thought  of  long-departed  days. 

"Oh  !  is  it  thus,"  he  cries,  "we  meet  at  last) 
Friend  of  my  soul  in  years  for  ever  pest  1 
Hath  £Eite  but  led  me  hither  to  behold 
The  last  dread  struggle,  ere  that  heart  is  cold, — 
Receive  thy  latest  agonising  breath. 
And  with  vain  pity  soothe  the  pangs  of  deathi 
Yet  let  me  bear  thee  hence — while  life  remains, 
E'en  thou^  thus  feebly  circling  through  thy  veins, 
Some  healing  balm  thy  sense  may  bUU  revive ; 
Hope  is  not  lost — and  Osmyn  yet  may  live  I 
And  blest  were  he  whose  timely  care  shoold  save 
A  heart  so  noble,  e'en  from  glory's  grave." 

Roused  by  those  accents,  from  his  lowly  bed 
The  dying  warrior  fiuntly  lifta  his  head ; 
O'er  Hamef  s  mien,  with  vague  uncertain  gazse, 
His  doubtful  glance  awhile  bewildered  strays ; 
Till  by  degrees  a  smile  of  proud  disdain 
Lights  up  those  features  late  convulsed  with  pain ; 
A  quivering  radiance  flashes  from  his  eye, 
That  seems  too  pure,  too  full  of  soul,  to  die ; 
'    And  the  mind's  grandeur,  in  its  parting  hour. 
Looks  from  that  brow  with  more  than  wonted 
power. 

"Away  !"  he  cries,  in  accents  of  command. 
And  proudly  waves  his  cold  and  trembling  hand. 
"  Apostate,  hence  !  my  soul  shall  soon  be  free — 
E'en  now  it  soars,  disdaining  aid  from  thee. 
'Tis  not  for  thee  to  dose  the  fieding  eyes 
Of  him  who  fiuthful  to  his  country  dies ; 
Kot  for  thy  hand  to  raise  the  drooping  head 
Of  him  who  sinks  to  rest  on  gjlory's  bed. 
Soon  shall  these  pangs  be  dosed,  this  conflict 

o'er. 
And  worlds  bo  mine  where  thou  canst  never  soar : 
Be  thine  existence  with  a  blighted  name, 
ACne  the  bri^t  death  which  seals  a  warrior^s 

fame  !" 


The  glow  hath  vanish'd  from  his  dieek — ^hisegfia 
Hath  lost  tibat  beam  of  parting  energy ; 
Frozen  and  fix'd  it  seems — his  brow  is  chill ; 
One  strugg^  more — that  noble  heart  is  stilL 
Departed  warrior  1  were  thy  mortal  throes^ 
Were  thy  last  pangi^  ere  nature  found  repOM^ 
More  keen,  more  Intter,  than  th*  envenomed  dart 
Thy  dying  words  have  left  in  Hamet'a  heart  1 
Tkjf  pangs  were  transient;  ku  shall  aleep  no  mora^ 
Till  li&'s  delirious  dream  itself  be  o'er; 
But  thou  shalt  rest  in  glory,  and  thy  grave 
Be  the  pure  altar  of  the  patriot  brave. 
Oh,  what  a  change  that  little  hour  hath  wroos^ 
In  the  hi^  spirit  and  unbending  tbou^^  I 
Tet,  from  himself  eadi  keen  rqgret  to  hide^ 
Still  Hamet  struggles  with  indignant  pride; 
While  his  aoul  rises,  gathering  all  its  force. 
To  meet  the  fearful  conflict  with  rcmorae. 

To  thee,  at  length,  whose  artless  love  hath  been 
His  own,  unchanged,  through  many  a  atarmy 

scene; 
Zaydal  to  thee  his  heart  for  refiage  flies ; 
Thou  still  art  fidthfiil  to  aflfection'a  tiea. 
Yes  1  let  the  world  upbraid,  let  foea  oootenm. 
Thy  gentle  breast  the  tide  will  firmly  stem ; 
And  soon  thy  smile  and  soft  consoling  voioe 
Shall  bid  his  troubled  soul  again  rejoioe. 

Within  Granada's  walls  are  hearts  and  handa 
Whose  aid  in  secret  Hamet  yet  commanda ; 
Nor  hard  the  task,  at  some  propitious  hour. 
To  win  his  silent  way  to  Zayda's  bower. 
When  nigbt  and  peace  are  brooding  o'er  the  woridy 
When  mute  the  darions,  and  the  banners  fini'd. 
That  hour  is  come — and,  o'er  the  aims  he  bett% 
A  wandering  fitkir's  garb  the  chieftain  wears : 
Disguise  that  iU  from  piercing  eye  could  hide 
The  lofty  port,  and  glance  of  martial  pride ; 
But  night  befriends — ^through  paths  obscure  he 

pass'd. 
And  haiPd  the  lone  and  lovdy  scene  at  last ; 
Young  Zayda's  diosen  haunt,  the  fiur  alcove^ 
The  sparkling  foimtain,  and  the  orange  grove : 
Calm  in  the  moonlight  smiles  the  still  retreat^ 
As  form'd  alone  for  happy  hearts  to  meet. 
For  happy  hearts  ! — not  such  as  hers,  who  there 
Bends  o'er  her  lute  with  dai^  unbraided  hair ; 
That  maid  of  Zegri  race,  whoso  eye,  whose  mien. 
Tell  that  despair  her  boeom's  guest  hath  been. 
So  lost  in  thought  she  seems,  the  warrior^s  feet 
Unheard  approach  her  solitary  seat, 
Tin  his  known  accents  every  sense  restore — 
"  My  own  loved  Zayda  !  do  we  meet  once  moie  f* 
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She  starts,  she  turns — the  lightning  of  surprise, 
Of  sudden  xmptore,  flaahos  from  her  eyes ; 
But  that  is  fleeting — ^it  is  past — and  how 
Far  other  meaning  darkens  o*er  her  brow : 
Changed  is  her  a^iect,  and  her  tone  severe — 
Henoe,  Aben-Zurroh  1    death  surrounds  thee 

here!" 
Zajda !  whatmeansthat^anceyunlikethineownl 
What  mean  those  words,  and  that  unwonted  tone  ? 
I  will  not  deem  thee  changed — but  in  thy  fauoe. 
It  m  not  joy,  it  is  not  loye,  I  trace  ! 
It  was  not  thus  in  other  days  we  met : 
Hath  time,  hath  absence,  tan^t  thee  to  foxget  ? 
Oh!  qpeak  once  more — these  rising  doubts  dispel : 
One  smile  of  tenderness,  and  all  is  well !" 

^  Not  thus  we  met  in  other.days  . — oh,  no  ! 
Thou  wert  not^  wairior,  then  thy  countiys  foe  t 
flMMS  days  are  past — ^we  ne'er  shall  meet  again 
!    With  hearts  all  warmth,  all  confidence,  as  then. 
Bat  Ay  dark  soul  no  gentler  feelings  sway. 
Leader  of  hostile  bends  !  away,  away ! 
On  in  thy  path  of  triumph  and  of  power, 
Nor  ponae  to  raise  from  earth  a  blighted  flower." 


"And  thou,  too,  changed  I  thine  earthly  vow 
foigot ! 
Tins,  this  alone,  was  wanting  to  my  lot  I 
Bnled  and  soom'd,  of  every  tie  bereft, 
Hsj  love,  the  desert's  lonely  fount,  was  left ; 
And  thou,  my  soul's  last  hope,  its  lingering  beam. 
Then !  the  good  angel  of  each  brighter  dream, 
Wert  all  the  barrenness  of  life  poasest 
To  wake  one  soft  afifection  in  my  breast ! 
Thai  vision  ended — fate  hath  nought  in  store 
Of  joj  or  sorrow  e'er  to  touch  me  more. 
Go^  Zegri  maid*!  to  scenes  of  sunshine  fly, 
Fnat  the  stem  pupil  of  adversity  ! 
And  now  to  hope,  to  confidence,  adieu  t 
If  thou  art  faithless,  who  shall  o*cr  be  true  1" 


"Hamet !  oh,  wrong  mo  not ! — I  too  could  speak 
Of  aorrowa — trace  them  on  my  faded  cheek. 
In  the  sank  ^e,  and  in  the  wasted  form. 
Thai  ten  the  heart  hath  nursed  a  canker-worm  ! 
Baft  words  were  idle — ^read  my  sufierings  there, 
Where  grief  is  stamp'd  on  all  that  once  was  &ir. 

**  Oh,  wert  thou  still  what  once  I  fondly  deem'd, 
AH  that  thy  mien  expressed,  thy  spirit  seem'd, 
My  love  had  been  devotion ! — till  in  death 
Thy  name  hod  trembled  on  my  latest  breath. 
Baft  not  the  chief  who  leads  a  lawless  band 
To  crush  the  altars  of  his  native  land ; 


Th*  apostate  son  of  heroes,  whose  disgrace 
Hath  stain'd  the  trophies  of  a  glorious  race ; 
Not  him  I  loved — ^but  one  whoso  youthful  name 
Was  pure  and  radiant  in  imsullied  fimie. 
Hadst  thou  but  died,  ere  yet  dishonour's  doud 
O'er  that  young  name  had  gather'd  as  a  shroud, 
I  then  had  moum'd  thee  proudly,  and  my  grief 
In  its  own  loftiness  had  found  relief; 
A  noble  sorrow,  cherish'd  to  the  last. 
When  every  moaner  woe  had  long  been  post 
Tes  !  let  affection  weep — ^no  common  tear 
She  sheds  when  bending  o'er  a  hero's  bier. 
Let  nature  mourn  the  dead — a  grief  like  this. 
To  pangs  that  rend  my  bosom,  had  been  bliss  1" 

"  High-minded  moid  !  the  time  admits  not  now 
To  plead  my  cause,  to  vindicate  my  vow. 
That  vow,  too  dread,  too  solemn,  to  recall. 
Hath  urged  me  onward,  haply  to  my  falL 
Tet  this  believe — ^no  meaner  aim  inspires 
My  soul,  no  dream  of  power  ambition  fires. 
No  !  every  hope  of  power,  of  triumph,  fled. 
Behold  me  but  th'  avenger  of  the  dead  I 
One  whose  changed  heart  no  tie,  no  kindred  knows. 
And  in  thy  love  alone  hath  sought  repose. 
Zayda  !  wilt  thou  his  stem  accuser  be  ? 
False  to  his  country,  he  is  true  to  thee  ! 
Oh,  hear  me  yet  1 — ^if  Hamet  e'er  was  dear, 
By  our  first  vows,  our  young  affection,  hear  1 
Soon  must  this  &ir  and  royal  city  &11, 
Soon  shall  the  cross  be  planted  on  her  wall ; 
Then  who  can  tell  what  tidea  of  blood  may  flow. 
While  her  fimes  echo  to  the  shrieks  of  woe  1 
Fly,  fly  with  me,  and  let  me  bear  thee  flir 
From  horrors  thronging  in  the  path  of  war : 
Fly,  and  repose  in  safety — ^till  the  blast 
Hath  mode  a  desert  in  its  course — and  pass'd !" 

'*  Thou  that  wilt  triimiph  when  the  hour  is  come 
Hasten'd  by  thee,  to  seal  thy  countiy's  doom. 
With  thee  from  scones  of  death  shall  Zayda  fly 
To  peace  and  safety  1 — Woman,  too,  can  die  ! 
And  die  exulting,  though  imknown  to  fame. 
In  all  the  stainless  beauty  of  her  name  ! 
Be  mine,  unmurmuring,  undismay'd,  to  share 
The  fate  my  kindred  and  my  sire  must  bear. 
And  deem  thou  not  my  feeble  heart  shall  tail, 
When  the  clouds  gather  and  the  blasts  assaiL 
Thou  hast  but  known  me  ere  the  trying  hour 
Call'd  into  life  my  spirit's  latent  power  ; 
But  I  have  energies  that  idly  slept. 
While  withering  o'er  my  silent  woes  I  wept ; 
And  now,  when  hope  and  happiness  are  fled. 
My  soul  is  firm — for  what  remains  to  dread  1 
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Who  shall  have  power  to  suffer  and  to  bear 

If  strength  and  courage  dwell  not  with  Despair  t 

"  Hamet !  farewell — ^retrace  thy  path  again. 
To  join  thy  brethren  on  the  tented  plain. 
There  wave  and  wood  in  mingling  muixnuis  tell 
How,  in  fitr  other  cause,  thy  fE^ers  fell ! 
Yes  !  on  that  soil  hath  Glory's  footstep  been. 
Names  unforgotten  consecrate  the  scene  ! 
Dwell  not  the  souls  of  heroes  round  thee  there. 
Whose  Toices  call  thee  in  the  whispering  air  1 
Unheard,  in  vain  they  call — their  fidlen  son 
Hath  8tain*d  the  name  those  mighty  spirits  won, 
And  to  the  hatred  of  the  brave  and  free 
Bequeathed  his  own  through  ages  yet  to  be  !" 

Still  as  she  qpoke,  th'  enthusiast's  kindling  eye 
Was  lighted  up  with  inborn  nuyesty, 
"While  her  fur  form  and  youthful  features  caught 
All  the  proud  grandeur  of  heroic  thotight. 
Severely  beauteous.^    Awestruck  and  amazed. 
In  silent  trance  a  while  the  warrior  gazed. 
As  on  some  lofty  vision — for  she  seem'd 
One  all-inspired — each  look  with  gloxy  beam'd, 
AVlule,  brightly  bursting  through  its  cloud  of  woes, 
Her  soul  at  once  in  all  its  light  arose. 
Oh !  ne'er  had  Hamet  deem'd  there  dwelt  enshrined 
In  form  so  fragile  that  imconquer'd  mind ; 
And  fix'd,  as  by  some  high  enchantment^  there 
He  stood — till  wonder  yielded  to  despair. 

"  The  dream  is  vanish'd — daughter  of  my  foes  ! 
Boft  of  each  hope  the  lonely  wanderer  goes. 
Thy  words  have  pierced  his  soul ;  yet  deem  thou  not 
Thou  couldst  be  once  adored,  and  e*er  foigot ! 
Oh,  form'd  for  happier  love,  heroic  maid ! 
In  grief  sublime,  in  danger  undismay*d. 
Farewell,  and  be  thou  blest ! — all  words  were  vain 
From  him  who  ne'er  may  view  that  form  again — 
Him,  whose  sole  thought  resembling  bliss,  must  be, 
He  haih  been  loved,  once  fondly  loved,  by  thee  ! " 

And  is  the  warrior  gone  1 — doth  Zayda  hear 
His  parting  footstep,  and  without  a  tear  ? 
Thou  wecp'st  not,  lofty  maid  ! — ^yet  who  can  tell 
What  secret  pangs  within  thy  heart  may  dwell  ? 
They  feel  not  least,  the  firm,  the  high  in  soul. 
Who  best  each  feeling's  agony  control 
Yes !  we  may  judge  the  measure  of  the  grief 
Which  finds  in  misery's  eloquence  relief; 
But  who  shall  pierce  those  depths  of  silent  woe 
Wlience  bnsathes  no  language,  whence  no  tears 
may  flow  % 

1  **  Severe  in  yoathftil  beauty. '*~MiLToiff. 


The  pangs  that  many  a  noble  breast  hath  proved. 
Scorning  itself  that  thus  it  could  be  moved  1 
He,  He  alone,  the  inmost  heart  who  knowi^ 
Views  all  its  weakness,  pities  all  its  throe* ; 
He  who  hath  mercy  when  mankind  contemn, 
Beholdiog  anguish — all  imknown  to  them. 


Fair  dty  !  thou  that  midst  thy  stately 
And  gilded  minarets,  towering  o'er  the  plains^ 
In  eastern  grandeur  proudly  doet  arise 
Beneath  thy  canopy  of  deep-blue  skies ;      [wste. 
While  streams  that  bear  thee  treasures  in  thflir 
Thy  citron-groves  and  myrtle-gardens  lave : 
Mourn,  for  thy  doom  is  fixed — the  daya  of  fear. 
Of  chains,  of  wrath,  of  bitterness,  are  near  ! 
Within,  around  thee,  are  the  trophied  graves 
Of  kings  and  chie& — their  children  shall  be  alsveib 
Fair  are  thy  halls,  thy  domes  mijestic  sweU, 
But  there  a  race  that  rear'd  them  not  shall  dwcO ; 
For  midst  thy  coxmcils  discord  still  presides^ 
Degenerate  fear  thy  wavering  monarch  goidea — 
Last  of  a  line  whose  regal  spirit  flown 
Hath  to  their  ofiEspring  but  bequeath'd  a  throiM^ 
Without  one  generous  thought,  or  feeling  higli. 
To  teach  his  soul  how  kings  should  live  and  dia. 

» 

A  voice  resoimds  within  Granada's  wall. 
The  hearts  of  warriors  echo  to  its  calL' 
Whose  are  those  tones,  with  power  electric  frang^ 
To  reach  the  source  of  pure  exalted  thouc^t ) 

See,  on  a  fortress  tower,  with  beckoning  haii4 
A  form,  majestic  as  a  prophet,  stand  1 


s  Granada  stands  npon  two  hnis,  separated  by  the  Dam. 
Tlie  XenQ  runs  under  the  wallsi  The  Dairo  la  aaU  to  CMiy 
with  its  stream  small  partldesof  gold,and  theXenllof  §■•«. 
MThen  Cbarles  V.  came  to  Granada  with  the  fiaiiweBilsBWk, 
the  city  pvesented  him  with  a  crown  made  of  gold,  iridek  Iwl 
been  collected  from  the  Darro.— See  BoviiooAMJf  B'^aadoflHr 
TraTdsL 

*  **  At  this  period,  while  the  inhabitants  of  Granada 
sunk  in  indolence,  one  of  those  men  whose  natoeal  aad 
passioned  eloqiwnce  has  sometimes  aroused  a  peo|iie  to  < 
of  heroism,  raised  his  voice  in  the  midst  of  the  dtj,  aad 
awakened  the  Inhabitants  from  their  lethargy.  Twenty 
thousand  enthusiasts,  ranged  under  his  banners,  wa«  fv»> 
pared  to  sally  forth,  with  the  fiiry  <rf  desperatfoo,  to 


the  besiegen,  when  Abo  Abdeli,  mora  afirnkl  of  hb  aol^laBfei  | 
than  of  the  enemy,  resolved  immediately  to  capitulate,  aad 
made  terms  with  the  Christians,  by  whidi  It  was  agreed  tlMl 
the  Moors  should  be  allowed  the  free  exercise  of  their  nUglOB 
and  hiws;  should  be  permitted.  If  they  thonglit  praper.to 
depart  unmolested  with  their  effects  to  Africa ;  and  that  he 
himself,  if  he  remained  in  Spain,  should  retain  an  eiliin<eii 
estate,  with  houses  and  slaves,  or  be  granted  an  eqahahnt 
in  money  If  he  preferred  retiring  to  Barbery.  "—See  Jacobs 
Trmds  in  Spain.    - 
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His  mien  is  all  impassiou'd,  and  liis  eye 
flU'd  with  a  light  whose  fountain  is  on  liigh ; 
Wild  on  the  gale  his  silveiy  tresses  flow. 
And  inspiration  beams  upon  his  brow ;         [gaze, 
While,  thronging  round  him,  breathless  thousands 
As  on  some  mighty  seer  of  elder  days. 


M 


Saw  ye  the  banners  of  Castile  display'd. 
The  hehnets  glittering,  and  the  line  array'd  1 
Heard  ye  the  march  of  steel-dad  hosts  1"  he  cries ; 
"  Children  of  conquerors  !  in  your  strength  arise ! 
O  hi^-bom  tribes  1  0  names  unstain'd  by  fear  ! 
Acarques,  Zegria^  Almoradis,  hear  1^ 
Be  erery  feud  foigotten,  and  your  hands 
Dyed  with  no  blood  but  that  of  hostile  bands.' 
Wake,  princes  of  the  land  !  the  hour  is  come. 
And  the  red  sabre  must  decide  your  doom. 
Where  is  that  spirit  which  prevail'd  of  yore. 
When  Tank's  bands  overspread  the  western  shore  ? ' 
When  the  long  combat  raged  on  Xeres'  plain,* 
And  Afric*8  tecbir  swelled  through  yielding  Spain  ? ' 


1  JUarques,  Zagrb,  Almoradis,  different  tribes  of  the  Moors 
of  OxmiuuU,  all  of  high  distinction. 

>  Tht  eonqoest  of  Orsnada  was  greatly  fitcilltated  by  the 
dvfl  disMnsions  which  at  this  period  prevailed  in  the  dty. 
Scwal  of  the  Moorish  tribes,  influenced  by  private  feuds, 
ware  faSkj  pnpared  for  submission  to  the  Spaniards ;  others 
had  embfaeed  the  cause  of  Muley  el  Zagal,  the  uncle  and 
compel  llor  for  the  throne  of  Abdallah,  (or  Abo  Abdeli,)  and 
aD  me  Jeakmy  and  animosity. 

>  TMk,  the  first  leader  of  the  Arabs  and  Moors  bito  Spain. 
'*  The  SanMsens  landed  at  the  pillar  or  point  of  Europe.  The 
cornipt  and  fomlliar  appeUation  of  Gibraltar  (Gebel  al  Tarik) 
dsaerfbes  the  mountain  of  Tarik ;  and  the  intrenchments  of 
hk  camp  were  the  first  outline  of  those  fortifications  which, 
io  the  hands  of  our  countrymen,  have  resisted  the  art  and 
power  of  tht  house  of  Bourbon.  The  adjacent  governors  in- 
famed  the  eoort  of  Toledo  of  the  descent  and  progreas  of  the 
Aafaa ;  and  the  defeat  of  his  lieutenant  Edeco,  who  had 
bsM  commanded  to  seise  and  bind  the  presumptuous  stoan- 
pn,  flist  admonished  Roderic  of  the  magnitude  of  the  danger. 
At  the  nqral  summons,  the  dukes  and  counts,  the  bishops  and 
BoblHof  the  Gothic  monarchy,  assembled  at  the  head  of  their 
foOowart ;  and  the  title  of  king  of  the  Romans,  which  is  em- 
plojad  by  aa  Arahk  historian,  may  be  excused  by  the  close 
afinlty  of  kngnage,  religioii,  and  manners,  between  the 
nationa  of  Spain."— GiBBOJf'ili  Dedine  and  FaU,  &c  voL  ix. 
pi  473,473. 

<  **  la  the  nel^fabonrhood  of  Cadiz,  the  town  of  Xerea  has 
baaa  Ulustiated  by  the  encounter  wliich  determined  tlie  fate 
of  the  kingdom ;  the  stream  of  the  Guadalete,  which  falls 
IbIo  the  bay,  divkled  the  two  camps,  and  marked  the  advan- 
cfaif  and  retreating  akirmishes  of  three  successive  days.  On 
the  fourth  day,  the  two  armies  Joined  a  more  serious  and 
dacishre  iasue.  Notwithstandhig  the  valour  of  the  Saracens, 
tbqr  lUnted  under  the  weight  of  multitudes,  and  the  plain  of 
Xerea  waa  overspread  with  sixteen  thousand  of  tlieir  dead 
bodies.— '  My  birathren,'  said  Tarik  to  his  surviving  com- 
panions,'the  enemy  is  before  you,  the  sea  is  behind;  whither 
would  ye  fly?    Follow  your  geneial ;  I  am  resolved  either  to 


Is  the  lance  broken,  is  the  shield  dccay'd, 

The  warrior's  arm  unstrung,  his  heart  dismay'd  ? 

Shall  no  high  spirit  of  ascendant  worth 

Arise  to  lead  the  sons  of  Islam  forth } 

To  guard  the  regions  where  our  &thers'  blood 

Hath  bathed  each  plain,  and  mingled  with  each 

flood; 
Where  long  their  dust  hath  blended  with  the  soil 
Won  by  their  swords,  made  fertile  by  their  toil  ? 

"  0  ye  sierras  of  eternal  snow  ! 
Ye  streams  that  by  the  tombs  of  heroes  flow. 
Woods,  fountains,  rocks  of  Spain  !  ye  saw  their 

might 
In  many  a  fierce  and  unforgotten  fight — 
Shall  ye  behold  their  lost,  degenerate  race 
Dwell  midst  your  scenes  in  fetters  and  disgrace 
With  each  memorial  of  the  past  around. 
Each  mighty  monument  of  days  renown'd? 
May  this  indignant  heart  ere  then  be  cold, 
This  frame  be  gathered  to  its  kindred  mould ! 
And  the  last  life-drop  circling  through  my  veins 
Have  tinged  a  soil  untainted  yet  by  chains  ! 

"  And  yet  one  struggle  ere  our  doom  is  seal'd. 
One  mighty  efibrt,  one  deciding  field  I 
If  vain  each  hope,  we  still  have  choice  to  be 
In  life  the  fetter'd,  or  in  death  the  free  !** 

Still  while  he  speaks  each  gallant  heart  beats 
high. 
And  ardour  flashes  from  each  kindling  eye  ; 
Youth,  manhood,  ago,  as  if  inspired,  have  caught 
The  glow  of  lofty  hope  and  daring  thought ; 
And  all  is  hush'd  around — ^as  every  sense 
Dwelt  on  the  tones  of  that  wild  eloquence. 

But  when  hisvoice  hath  ceased,  th' impetuous  cry 
Of  eager  thousands  bursts  at  once  on  high ; 
Rampart,  and  rock,  and  fortress  ring  aroimd. 
And  fiur  Alhambra's  inmost  halls  rcsoimd. 
"  Lead  us,  0  chieftain  !  lead  us  to  the  strife. 
To  fame  in  death,  or  liberty  in  life  !" 

lose  my  life,  or  to  trample  on  the  prostrate  king  of  the  Ro- 
mans.* Besides  the  resource  of  despair,  he  confided  in  the 
secret  correspondence  and  nocturnal  interviews  of  Count 
Julian  with  the  sons  and  tlie  brother  of  Witisa.  The  two 
princes,  and  the  Archbishop  of  Toledo,  occupied  the  most 
important  post :  their  well-timed  defection  broke  the  ranks 
of  the  Christians ;  each  warrior  was  prompted  by  fear  or  sus- 
picion to  consult  his  personal  safety ;  and  the  remains  of  tlie 
Gothic  army  were  scattered  or  destroyed  in  the  flight  and 
pursuit  of  the  three  following  days."— Gibbom's  Decline  and 
Fall,  &C.  vol.  ix.  p.  473,  474. 

*  The  txbirf  the  shout  of  onset  used  by  the  Saracens  in 
battle. 
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O  zeal  of  noble  hearts  1  in  vain  displayed  1 
!    Now,  while  the  burning  spirit  of  the  braTe 
Is  roused  to  eneigies  that  yet  mi^t  save — 
Fen  now,  enthusiasts  !  while  ye  rush  to  daim 
Your  glorious  trial  on  the  field  of  ftme. 
Tour  V^ng  hath  yielded  !  Valouz^s  dream  ib  o*er;i 
Power,  wealth,  and  fireedom  are  your  own  no  more ; 
And  for  your  children's  portion,  hvi  remains 
That  bitter  heritage — the  stranger's  chains. 


CANTO  nL 


alflaU 


BivfoUTo  P: 


Hebobb  of  elder  days  !  untaught  to  yield, 
AVho  bled  for  Spain  on  many  an  ancient  field ; 
Ye  that  around  the  oaken  cross  of  yore  ' 
Stood  firm  and  fearless  on  Asturia*s  shore, 
And  with  your  spirit,  ne*er  to  be  subdued, 
Hallowed  the  wild  Cantabrian  soUtudo ; 
Bejoice  amidst  your  dweUipgs  of  repose. 
In  the  last  chastening  of  your  Moslem  foes  ! 
Rejoice  ! — for  Spain,  arising  in  her  strength. 
Hath  burst  the  remnant  of  their  yoke  at  length. 
And  they,  in  turn,  the  cup  of  woe  must  drain. 
And  bathe  their  fetters  with  their  tears  in  vain. 
And  thou,  the  warrior  horn  in  happtf  kour,^ 
Valencia's  lord,  whoso  name  alone  was  power. 
Theme  of  a  thousand  songs  in  days  gone  by, 
Conqueror  of  kings  !  exult,  0  Cid  !  on  high ; 
For  still  twas  thine  to  guard  thy  country's  weal. 
In  life,  in  death,  the  watcher  for  Castile  ! 

Thou,  in  that  hour  when  Mauritania's  bands 
Rush'd  from  their  palmy  groves  and  burning  lands. 
Ken  in  the  realm  of  spirits  didst  retain 
A  patriot's  vigilance,  remembering  Spain  !  * 

1  TlM  tmran  oocukmed  by  thk  luddeB  excJtwnent  of 
popular  feding  seem  even  to  have  aoceleratod  Abo  Abdeli*» 
capitulation.  **  Aterrado  Abo  Abdeli  con  el  alboroto  y 
temiendo  no  aer  ya  el  Dnefio  de  an  poeUo  amotinido,  w 
apreaor^  A  conduir  una  capttulation,  la  menot  dura  que  podia 
obCenir  en  tan  ujgentes  clmunatanciaSf  y  ofredo  oitregor  4 
Granada  el  dia  aeis  de  Enero.**— Pueo*  en  Granada,  voL  L 
P.29B. 

s  The  oaken  croa,  carried  by  Pelagiaf  fai  battle. 

s  See  Bouthey^  Chronicle  of  the  Cid.  in  which  that  warrior 
ii  fiequently  ttyled,  **  he  who  was  bora  In  liappy  hour." 

4  *'  Moreover,  when  the  Miramamolin  brought  orer  from 
Africa  against  King  Don  Alfomo,  the  eighth  at  that  name, 
the  mightiest  power  of  ttie  mlsbdieTen  that  had  ever  been 
broo^t  against  Spain,  since  the  destruction  of  the  kings  of 
the  Gotlas,  the  Cid  Campeador  remembered  his  country  in 


Then  at  deep  midnight  rose  the  mighty  aoond. 
By  Leon  heard  in  shuddering  awe  profoondy 
As  through  her  echoing  streets,  in  dread  am^. 
Beings  once  mortal  hdd  their  Tiewleas  way — 
Voices  &om  worlds  we  know  not — and  the  tmd 
Of  marching  hosts,  the  armies  of  the  dead. 
Thou  and  thy  buried  cliicftains:  from  the  grave 
Then  did  thy  summons  rouse  a  king  to  save. 
And  join  thy  warriors  with  unearthly  mi^t 
To  aid  the  rescue  in  Tolosa's  fight 
Those  days  are  past — ^the  crescent  on  thy  ahon^ 
0  realm  of  evening  !  sets,  to  rise  no  more.' 
VThai  banner  streams  afiu:  &om  Vela's  tower  T* 
The  cross,  bright  ensign  of  Iberia's  power  ! 
What  the  glad  shout  of  each  exulting  voice  ) 
"  Castile  and  Aragon  !  rejoice,  rejoice  !" 
Yielding  fince  entrance  to  victorious  foes, 
The  Moorish  dty  sees  her  gates  unclose,     [lanoe^ 
And  Spain's  proud  host,  with  pennon,  shield,  and 
Through  her  long  streets  in  knightly  gari?  advance. 

Oh  !  ne'er  in  lofty  dreams  hath  Fancy's  eye 
Dwelt  on  a  wxaae  of  statelier  pageantry. 
At  joust  or  tourney,  theme  of  poet's  lor^ 
High  masque  or  solemn  festival  of  yore. 
The  gilded  cupolas,  that  proudly  rise 
O'erarch'd  by  cloudless  and  oerulean  skies  ; 
Tall  minarets,  shining  mosques,  barbaric  towers^ 
Fountains  and  palaces,  and  cypress  bowers : 
And  they,  the  splendid  and  triumphant  throng, 
With  helmets  glittering  as  they  move  alcmg, 
With  broider'd  scarf  and  gem-bestudded  mail. 
And  graceful  plimiage  streaming  on  the  gale ; 


tliat  great  danger ;  for  tlie  night  befora  flie  battla  wm  loQghl 
at  the  Navas  de  Tolosa,  fai  the  dead  of  the  nlgM,  a  nilhly 
sound  was  heard  in  the  whole  dty  of  Leon,  as  if  it  wtn  Ikt 
tramp  of  a  great  army  passing  through ;  and  it  pasnd  ob  It 
the  rt^  monastery  of  St  Isidro,  and  there  was  a  grai 
knoddng  at  the  gate  thereof,  and  they  called  to  a  priest  wfea 
was  keeping  vigils  in  the  churdi,  and  told  him  that  the  ci^ 
tains  of  the  army  whom  be  heard  were  ttw  Cid  Rqydles,  aai 
Count  Ferran  Gonzalez,  and  tliat  tlicy  came  there  to  cal  19 
King  Don  Fernando  the  Great,  who  lay  buried  in  that  dnreb, 
tliat  he  might  go  with  them  to  deliver  Spain.  And  ob  tta 
morrow  that  great  battle  of  the  Navas  de  Tolosa  was  Hof^ 
wherein  sixty  thousand  of  the  misbelievers  were  slain,  which 
was  one  of  the  greatest  and  noblest  battles  ever  vron  ow  the 
Moon.**— SocTRKT's  Ckroniek  nfthe  Cid. 

s  The  name  of  Andalusia,  the  ns;ion  </  evoHiif,  otifWi* 
west,  was  applied  by  the  Arabs  not  only  to  the  pimlaea  m 
caOed,  but  to  tlie  whole  peninsula. 

*  **  En  este  dia,  para  dempre  memorable,  los 
de  hi  Cruz,  de  St  Jago,  y  el  de  los  R^yesde  OutiBaaei 
liran  sobre  hi  tone  mas  alta,  Damada  de  Is  Fds/  7  an 
ezcrdto  prosiemado,  innndandose  en  iagrimas  de  fiwo  y  r»- 
conodmiento,  asistio  al  mas  giorioeo  de  ka  espeetaenlosL*— 
Pateoten  Granada,  vol  i.  p.  SW. 
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ShielcJB,  gold-emboBs'd,  and  pennons  floating  fiir. 
And  all  the  goigeous  blazonry  of  war. 
All  brighten*d  by  the  rich  transparent  htiea 
That  sonthem  sunso'er heaven  and  earth  dilRiae — 
Blend  in  one  scene  of  glory,  form*d  to  throw 
O'er  memory's  page  a  nerer-fiuiing  glow,    [brave, 
And  there,  too,  foromoet  midst  the  conquering 
Your  azure  plumes,  O  Aben-Zurrahs  !  wave. 
There  Eamet  moves ;  the  chief  whose  lofty  port 
Seems  nor  reproach  to  shun,  nor  praise  to  court; 
Oslm,  stem,  collected — ^yot  within  his  breast 
li  tibon  no  pang;  no  struggle,  unconfeea'd  1 
If  sudi  there  be,  it  still  must  dwell  unseen, 
Nor  doud  a  triumph  with  a  sufferer's  mien. 

Heai'st  thou  the  solemn  yet  exulting  sound 
Of  the  deep  anthem  floating  £Eur  around  1 
The  chotal  voices,  to  the  skies  that  raise 
The  fbU  majestic  harmony  of  praise  1 
Lo  1  where,  surrounded  by  their  princely  train, 
Thflj  ooma,  the  sovereigns  of  rejoicing  Spain, 
Bofne  on  their  trophied  car — ^lo  !  bursting  thence 
AUaae  of  diivalrous  magnificence  ! 

Onward  their  slow  and  stately  course  they  bond 
To  wlwre  tfa*  Alhambra's  ancient  towers  ascend, 
Baac'd  and  adom'd  by  Moorish  kings  of  yore, 
'WboM  lost  descendants  there  shall  dwell  no  more. 

Thay  reach  those  towers — ^irregulariy  vast 
And  rude  they  seem,  in  mould  barbaric  cast  :^ 
Tlierf  enter — to  their  wondering  sight  is  given 
A  godi  palace — an  Arabian  heaven  ! ' 
A  aoene  "bj  magio  raised,  so  strange,  so  &ir, 
Iti  fivms  and  colour  seem  slike  of  air. 


I 


I 


after  dMcribing  the  noble  palace  buOt  by 
Y.  in  the  pcedneto  of  the  Albambn,  thus  proceeds : 
'  A^leliiiBf  (to  the  north)  stands  a  hoge  heap  of  as  uf^y 
■e  CBB  wiB  be  seen,  all  hoddled  tofether,  seemhigly 
the  least  intention  of  formlnf  one  habitatioa  oat  of 
Tht  wall  are  entirdy  onomameated,  all  gravel  and 
daobed  over  with  plaster  by  a  very  coarse  hand ; 
jal  lUa  ie  the  palace  of  the  Moorish  kings  of  Granada,  indls- 
pilfek^  llie  flBoet  corloas  place  within  that  exists  in  Spahi, 
In  Enrope.  In  many  countries  you  may  see  excel- 
ae  wiB  as  andent  architeeture,  both  entire  and 
hot  BoChlas  to  be  met  with  any  idiers  else  oan 
I  Mea  of  tUe  edillee,  exoept  yoo  take  ft  from  the 
of  an  open,  er  the  tdee  of  the  geniL**— Swix- 


t  M  piMJng  looDd  the  eomcr  of  the  empeiott  palace,  you 
aft  a  pWn  unomamented  door  in  a  ooner.    On 
vMI,  I  BBifcii,  I  was  emiek  with  amanmeat  as  I 
tte  litiAuia,  to  And  myself  on  a  sodden  tzans- 
Vadeiof  lUfjlend.    The  first  place  you  come 
Ito  b  the  eoort  called  the  Commnaa,  or  dd  Metuear,  that  Is, 


Here,  by  sweet  orango-boughs  half  shaded  o'or. 

The  deep  door  bath  reveals  its  marble  floor. 

Its  moiginfiringedwith  flowers,  whoseglowinghuos 

The  cakn  transparence  of  its  wave  suffuse. 

There  round  the  court,  where  Moorish  arches  bend. 

Aerial  columns,  richly  dcck'd,  ascend ; 

Unlike  the  models  of  each  classic  race. 

Of  Doric  grandeur  or  Corinthian  grace, 

But  answering  well  each  vision  that  portrays 

Arabian  splendour  to  the  poet*s  gaze  : 

Wild,  wondrous,  brilliant,  all — a  mingling  glow 

Of  rainbow-tints,  above,  around,  below; 

Bright  streaming  from  the  many-tinctured  veins 

Of  precious  marble,  and  the  vivid  stains 

Of  rich  mosaics  o*or  the  light  arcade. 

In  gay  festoons  and  fairy  knots  displayed. 

On  through  th*  enchanted  realm,  that  only  seems 

Meet  for  the  radiant  creatures  of  our  dreams. 

The  royal  conquerors  pass — while  still  their  sight 

On  some  new  wonder  dwcUs  with  fresh  delight. 

Here  the  eye  roves  through  slender  colonnades, 

O'or  bowery  terraces  and  mjrrtlc  shades ; 

Bark  olive-woods  beyond,  and  fitr  on  high 

The  vast  sierra  mingling  with  the  sky. 

There,  scattering  far  around  thoir  diamond  spmy. 

Clear  streams  from  founts  of  alabaster  play,* 

Through  pillared  halls,  where,  exquisitely  wrought. 

Rich  arabesques,  with  glittering  foliage  fruught. 

Surmount  each  fretted  arch,  and  lend  the  scene 

A  wild,  romantic,  oriental  mien  : 

While  many  a  verse,  from  eastern  bards  of  old. 

Borders  the  walls  in  characters  of  gold.^ 

Here  Moslem  luxury,  in  her  own  domain. 

Hath  held  for  ages  her  voluptuous  reign 

Midst  goigeous  domes,  where  soon  shall  silence 

brood. 
And  all  be  lone — a  splendid  solitude. 

the  frnmnnn  baths :  an  oblong  sqnare,  with  a  deep  bashi  of 
char  water  in  the  middle ;  two  flighu  of  marble  steps  leading 
down  to  the  bottom ;  on  each  side  a  parterre  of  flowers,  and 
a  row  of  orange-trses.  Round  the  court  runs  a  peristyle 
paved  with  marble ;  the  arches  bear  upon  very  sUgfat  piUan, 
in  proportions  and  style  diflEerent  from  all  the  regular  orders 
of  ardiitaeture.  The  ceilings  and  walls  are  incrustated  with 
fretwork  in  stucco,  eo  minute  and  intricate  that  the  most 
patient  draughtsman  would  find  It  difi&cnlt  to  fitHlow  it,  unless 
he  made  himself  master  of  the  general  i^an.** — SwiirBUKurx's 
Traveli  1m  ifyabu 

*  The  walls  and  comicee  of  the  A  Ihamhra  are  covered  with 
faucriptions  hi  Arabic  characters.  **  In  examining  this  abode 
of  magnificence,**  says  Bourgoanne,  **  the  observer  is  every 
moment  astonished  at  the  new  and  Interesting  mixture  cf 
architecture  and  poetry.  The  palace  of  the  Alhambra  msy 
be  called  a  coUectkm  of  fugitive  piecee ;  and  whatever  dura- 
tton  these  may  have,  tfane,  with  which  every  thing  passes 
away,  has  too  much  contributed  to  confirm  to  them  that 
title."— See  Bocrooaxn  e's  Travels  in  Spain. 
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Now  wake  their  echoes  to  a  thousand  songs. 
From  mingling  voices  of  exulting  throngs ; 
Tambour  and  flute,  and  atabal  are  there/ 
And  joyous  clarions  pealing  on  the  air ; 
While  eyeiy  hall  resounds,  "  Qranada  won  ! 
Granada  !  for  Castile  and  Aragon  !  '* ' 

Tis  night — from  dome  and  tower,  in  dazzling 
maze. 
The  festal  lamps  innumerably  blaze ;' 
Throughlongarcadestheirquiveringlustre  gleams, 
From  every  lattice  tremulously  streams. 
Midst  orange-gardens  plays  on  fount  and  rill. 
And  gilds  the  waves  of  Darro  and  Xenil ; 
Bed  flame  the  torches  on  each  minaret  s  height^ 
And  shines  each  street  an  avenue  of  light ; 
And  midnight  feasts  are  held,  and  music^s  voice 
Through  the  long  night  still  summons  to  rejoice. 

Yet  there,  while  all  would  seem  to  heedless 

eye 
One  blaze  of  pomp,  one  burst  of  revelry. 
Are  hearts  unsoothed  by  those  delusive  hours, 
Qall'd  by  the  chain,  though  deck'd  awhile  with 

flowers; 
Stem  passions  working  in  th'  indignant  breast. 
Deep  pangs  untold,  high  feelings  unexpressed. 
Heroic  spirits,  unsubmitting  yet — 
Vengeance  and  keen  remorse,  and  vain  regret. 


^  Atabal,  a  kind  of  Moorish  dram. 

>  **  Y  ansi  entraron  en  la  dudad,  y  subieron  al  Attuunbta, 
7  endma  de  la  torre  de  Ck>mam  tan  tuaam  m  Iairant6  la 
MAal  de  la  Santa  Crux,  y  luego  el  real  estandarte  de  lot  doe 
Christianoe  reyes.  Y  al  panto  loe  reyes  de  armas,  k  grandee 
bozee  dizieron,  *  Granada  !  Granada !  par  la  xnagestad,  y 
por  la  reyna  su  mugcr.'  La  aeriniaelma  reyna  D.  laabel,  que 
«i6  ia  aeflal  de  la  Santa  Ous  eobre  la  hennoea  torre  de 
Comares,  y  d  su  estandarte  real  con  eUa,ee  hinc6  de  RodiUas, 
r  di6  inflnitaa  gradas  k  Dfcw  por  la  victoria  que  le  aria  dado 
aontra  aqodia  gran  dadad.  La  moriea  real  de  la  capfiOa  dd 
rey  luego  k  canto  de  organo  cant6  Te  Ikvm  laudawtat,  Foi 
tan  grande  d  plaier  que  todoc  Doravan.  Luego  ddAttuunbrm 
■onaron  mil  instrumentoe  de  modcA  de  bdicas  trompetas.  Loe 
Moroe  amigoe  dd  rey«  que  qoerian  eer  Chriatianoe,  cuya 
sabesa  efa  d  valeroaa  Mu^a.  tomaron  mil  dufaeaynae  y  alia- 
files,  sonando  granderaydode  atambores  par  toda  la  dodad.*' 
'-Historia  deku  Ouemu  CMkt  de  Granada. 

*  **  Los  cavaUeroe  Morae  que  avemos  didio,  aqoeOa  noebe 
Jugaron  galanAmente  akandas  y  cafias.  Andava  Granada 
aqueUa  noche  con  tanta  alegria,  y  con  tantas  lominarias,  que 
pareda  que  se  ardia  la  terra."— JVMoria  cb  kw  Guerrw  CSrifar 
de  Oranada. 

Swinburne,  in  his  TraYeb  through  Spain,  in  the  years  1775 
and  1776,  mentions,  that  the  annlTenory  of  the  smrender  of 
Granada  to  Ferdinand  and  Isabella  was  stm  obeerred  in 
th«  dty  as  a  great  fastlTal  and  day  of  ntK^dng ;  and  that 
the  populace  on  that  oceasioo  paid  an  annual  visit  to  the 
Moorish  palace. 


Fromyon proud  height,  whoeeolive-shaded  brow 
Commands  the  wide  luxuriant  plains  below. 
Who  lingering  gazes  o'er  the  lovely  scene. 
Anguish  and  shame  contending  in  his  mien 
He  who  of  heroes  and  of  kings  the  son. 
Hath  lived  to  lose  whate'er  his  fathers  won ; 
Whose  doubtsand  fearshis  people'sfintebaveseal'd. 
Wavering  alike  in  coimdl  and  in  field ; 
Weak,  timid  ruler  of  the  wise  and  brave. 
Still  a  fierce  tyrant  or  a  yielding  slave. 

Far  from  these  vine-clad  hills  and  azure  akies^ 
To  Afiic's  wilds  the  royal  exile  flies  ;* 
Yet  pauses  on  his  way  to  weep  in  vain 
O'er  all  he  never  must  behold  again. 
Fair  spreads  the  scene  around — ^for  him  too  fiur. 
Each  glowing  charm  but  deepens  his  despair. 
The  Yega*8  meads,  the  city's  glittering  qnres, 
The  old  mijestic  palace  of  his  sires. 
The  gay  pavilions  and  retired  alcoves, 
Bosom'd  in  citron  and  pomegranate  groves ; 
Towernanested  rocks,  andstreams  that  wind  in  light. 
All  in  one  moment  bursting  on  his  sight. 
Speak  to  his  soul  of  glory's  vanish'd  years, 
And  wake  the  source  of  unavailing  tears. 
— Weep'st  thou,  Abdallah  1— Thou  dost  well  to 

weep, 
0  feeble  heart !  o*er  all  thou  couldst  not  keep  ! 
Well  do  a  woman's  tears  befit  the  eye 
Of  him  who  knew  not  as  a  man  to  die.' 

The  galesighsmoumfiilly  throughZayda'sbower, 
The  hand  is  gone  that  nursed  each  in&nt  flower. 
No  voice,  no  step,  is  in  her  father's  halls. 
Mute  arc  the  echoes  of  their  marble  walls ; 
No  stranger  enters  at  the  chieftain's  gate. 
But  all  is  hush'd,  and  void,  and  desolate. 

There,  through  each  tower  and  solitary  shades 
In  vain  doth  Hamet  seek  the  Zegri  maid : 
Her  grove  is  silent,  her  pavilion  lone. 
Her  lute  forsaken,  and  her  doom  unknown ; 
And  through  the  scene  she  loved,  unheeded  flows 
The  stream  whose  music  lull'd  her  to  repose. 

*  **  Los  Gomeles  todos  ee  passeron  en  Africa,  y  al  Regr 
Chioo  con  eUos,  que  no  quia6  estar  en  Espafla,  y  en  AUrtca  b 
mataron  loe  Moroe  de  aqueUas  partes,  pcvque  perdi6  a 
Granada.**— Oiiemu  Civikt  de  Oranada. 

*  Abo  Abdeli,  upon  leaving  Granada,  after  its  eonqoMl  bj 
Ferdinand  and  IsabeUa.  stopped  on  the  hOl  of  Fkdol  to  take 
a  last  look  of  his  dty  and  palace.  Overcome  by  the  sigbt, 
he  bant  into  tears,  and  was  thus  reproached  by  hit  motfMr, 
the  SoltancBs  Ayza,— *  *  Thoa  dost  well  to  weep  Ukt  a  woman » 
over  the  loee  of  that  kingdom  which  thoo  knewwt  not  how  to 
defind  and  die  for  like  a  man." 
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But  oh !  to  him,  whoee  self-oocusiug  thought 
Whispers  'twas  he  that  desolation  wrou^t ; 
He  who  his  country  and  his  fiuth  betray'd, 
And  lent  Castile  revengeful,  powerful  aid ; 
A  Toioe  of  sorrow  swells  in  every  gale. 
Each  wave  low  rippling  tells  a  mournful  tale  : 
And  as  the  shrubs,  untended,  unconfined. 
In  wild  exuberance  rustle  to  the  wind. 
Each  leaf  hath  language  to  his  startled  sense, 
And  seems  to  murmur — "  Thou  host  driven  her 

hence !" 
And  well  he  feels  to  trace  her  flight  w«re  vain, 
— -Where  hath  lost  love  been  once  recall*d  again  ? 
In  her  pure  breast,  so  long  by  anguish  torn. 
His  name  can  rouse  no  feeling  now — ^but  scorn. 
O  bitter  hour  I  when  first  the  shuddering  heart 
Wakes  to  behold  the  void  within — and  start ! 
To  feel  its  own  abandonment,  and  brood 
0*er  the  chill  bosom's  depth  of  solitude. 
The  stormy  passions  that  in  Hamet's  breast 
Have  away*d  so  long,  so  fiercely,  are  at  rest ; 
The  avenger's  task  is  closed : ' — ^he  finds  too  late 
It  hath  not  changed  his  feelings,  but  his  fate. 
He  was  a  lofty  spirit,  tum'd  aside  [prido. 

From  its  bright  path  by  woes,  and  wrongs,  and 
And  onward,  in  its  new  tumultuous  course. 
Borne  with  too  rapid  and  intense  a  force 
To  pause  one  moment  in  the  dread  career. 
And  ask  if  such  could  be  its  native  sphere. 
Now  are  those  days  of  wild  delirium  o'er, 
Their  fears  and  hopes  excite  his  soul  no  more ; 
The  feverish  energies  of  passion  close. 
And  his  heart  sinks  in  desolate  repose,  [less 

Turns  sickening  firom  the  world,  yet  shrinks  not 
From  its  own  deep  and  utter  loneliness. 

There  is  a  sound  of  voices  on  the  air, 
A  flash  of  armour  to  the  sunbeam's  glare, 
IGdst  the  wild  Alpuxarras ; ' — ^there,  on  high. 
Where  mountain-snows  are  mingling  with  the  sky, 
A  few  brave  tribes,  with  spirits  yet  unbrokc, 
Have  fled  indignant  from  the  Spaniard's  yoke. 

0  ye  dread  scenes !  where  nature  dwells  alone. 
Severely  glorious  on  her  craggy  throne ; 

'  *'  B  rqr  nuuid6,  qua  A  qoedaTan  Zegris,  que  no  vivieMen 
CB  Gnuiada,  por  la  maldad  qui  hizieron  contra  lot  Abencer- 
ngBL**— 47iirrr(W  Ciiritei  dt  Oranada, 

*  "  The  Alpuzams  are  lo  lofty  that  the  coast  of  Barbary, 
and  the  dtief  <rf  Tangier  and  Ceuta,  are  discovered  from  their 
■naoita ;  they  are  about  eerenteen  leagues  in  length,  from 
Velea  Malaga  to  Almeria,  and  eleven  In  breadth,  and  abound 
vftti  fruit  tieas  of  great  beauty  and  prodigious  sise.  In  these 
BouBtaina  the  wretdied  remains  of  the  Moon  took  refuge.** 
—BoiiBflOAifNBli  TravHt  in  l^in. 


Ye  citadels  of  rock,  gigantic  forms, 

Veil'd  by  the  mists  and  girdled  by  the  storms,— 

Ravines,  and  glens,  and  deep  resounding  caves, 

That  hold  communion  with  the  torrentrwaves ; 

And  ye,  th'  unstain'd  and  everlasting  snows. 

That  dwell  above  in  bright  and  stall  repose ; 

To  you,  in  every  clime,  in  every  age. 

Far  from  the  tyrant's  or  the  conqueror  s  rage. 

Hath  Freedom  led  her  sons — ^untired  to  keep 

Her  fearless  vigils  on  the  barren  steep. 

She,  like  the  mountain-eagle,  still  delights 

To  gaze  exulting  from  unconquer'd  heights. 

And  biuld  her  eyrie  in  defiance  proud. 

To  dare  the  wind,  and  mingle  with  the  doud. 

Now  her  deep  voice,  the  soul's  awokener,  swells. 
Wild  Alpuxarras  !  through  your  inmost  dells. 
There,  the  dark  glens  and  lonely  rocks  among. 
As  at  the  clarion's  call,  her  children  throng. 
She  with  enduring  strength  has  nerved  each  frame. 
And  made  each  heart  the  temple  of  hor  flame. 
Her  own  resisting  spirit,  which  shall  glow 
Unquenchably,  surviving  all  below. 

There  high-bom  maids,  that  moved  upon  the 
earth 
More  like  bright  creatures  of  atrial  birth. 
Nurslings  of  palaces,  have  fled  to  share 
The  &te  of  brothers  and  of  sires ;  to  bear. 
All  undismay'd,  privation  and  distress, 
And  smile  the  roses  of  the  wilderness : 
And  mothers  with  their  in&nts,  there  to  dwell 
In  the  deep  forest  or  the  cavern  cell. 
And  rear  their  offspring  midst  the  rocks,  to  be, 
If  now  no  more  the  mighty,  still  the  free. 

Andmidst  thatband  are  veterans,  o'er  whose  head 
Sorrows  and  years  their  mingled  snow  have  shed : 
They  saw  thy  glory,  they  have  wept  thy  fall, 
O  royal  city !  and  the  wreck  of  all  [main 

They  loved  and  hallow'd  most :— doth  aught  re- 
For  these  to  prove  of  happiness  or  pain  1 
Life's  cup  is  drain'd — earth  fades  before  their  eye; 
Their  task  is  closing — they  have  but  to  die. 
Ask  ye  why  fled  they  hither  1 — that  their  doom 
Might  be,  to  sink  imfetter'd  to  the  tomb. 
And  youth,  in  all  its  pride  of  strength,  is  there. 
And  buoyancy  of  spirit,  form'd  to  dare 
And  suffer  all  things — fSeill'n  on  evil  days, 
Yet  darting  o'er  the  world  an  ardent  gaze, 
^Vs  on  the  arena  where  its  powers  may  find 
Full  scope  to  strive  for  glory  with  mankind. 
Such  are  the  tenants  of  the  mountain-hold. 
The  high  in  heart,  unconquer'd,  uncontroll'd : 
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By  day,  the  huntEnnen  of  the  wild — by  night, 
Unwearied  gnardnms  of  the  watch-fire's  light, 
They  fh}m  their  bleak  mi^eatio  home  haye  caught 
A  sterner  tone  of  xmsabmitting  thought, 
Wliile  all  around  them  bids  the  soul  arise 
To  blend  with  nature's  dread  sublimities. 
— But  these  are  lofty  dreams,  and  must  not  be 
AVhere  tyranny  is  near : — ^the  bended  knee. 
The  eye  whose  g^ce  no  inborn  grrsndeur  fires. 
And  the  tamed  heart,  are  tributes  she  requires ; 
Nor  must  the  dwellers  of  the  rock  look  down 
On  regal  conquerors,  and  defy  their  frown. 
What  warrior-band  is  toiling  to  explore 
The  mountain-pass,  with  pine-wood  shadowed  o*er, 
Startling  with  martial  sounds  each  rude  recess. 
Where  the  deep  echo  slept  in  loneliness  1 
These  are  the  sons  of  Spain  ! — ^Tour  foes  arc  near, 
0  exiles  of  the  wild  sierra  !  hear ! 
Hear !  wake  !  arise  !  and  from  your  inmost  caves 
Pour  like  the  torrent  in  its  might  of  wares  ! 

Who  leads  the  invaders  on  1 — his  features  bear 
The  deep-worn  traocs  of  a  cafan  despair ; 
Tct  his  dark  brow  is  haughty — and  his  oye 
Speaks  of  a  soul  that  asks  not  sympathy. 
'Tis  bo  !  'tis  ho  again  !  the  apostate  chieif ; 
He  comes  in  all  the  stenmess  of  his  griet 
He  comes,  but  changed  in  heart,  no  more  to  wield 
Falchion  for  proud  Castile  in  battle-field. 
Against  his  coimtry's  children  though  ho  leads 
Castilian  bands  again  to  hostile  deeds : 
His  hope  is  but  from  ceaseless  pangs  to  fly. 
To  rush  upon  the  Moslem  spears,  and  die. 
So  shall  remorse  and  love  the  heart  release. 
Which  dares  not  dream  of  joy,  but  sighs  for  peace. 
The  moimtain-cchoes  arc  awake — a  sound 
Of  strife  is  ringing  through  the  rocks  around. 
Within  the  steep  defile  that  winds  between 
Cli£&  piled  on  cliffo,  a  daik,  terrific  scene, 
Where  Moorish  exile  and  Castilian  knight 
Are  wildly  mingling  in  the  serried  fight. 
Red  flows  the  foaming  streamlet  of  the  glen, 
Whose  bright  transparence  ne'er  was  stain'd  till 

then; 
While  swell  the  war-note  and  the  dash  of  spears 
To  the  bleak  dwellings  of  the  mountaineers. 
Where  thy  sad  daughters,  lost  Granada !  wait 
In  dread  suspense  the  tidings  of  their  fiiteu 
But  he — ^whose  spirit,  panting  for  its  rest. 
Would  fain  each  sword  concentrate  in  his  breast — 
Who,  where  a  spear  is  pointed,  or  a  lance 
Aim'd  at  another's  breast,  would  still  advance — 
Courts  death  in  vain ;  each  weapon  glances  by. 
As  if  for  him  'twere  blisa  too  great  to  die. 


Yes,  Aben-Zurrah  !  there  are  deeper  woea 
Roserved  fbr  thee  ere  nature's  last  repoae; 
Thou  know'st  not  yet  what  vengeance  ihte  eaa 

wreak. 
Nor  all  the  heart  can  suffer  ere  it  break. 
Doubtful  and  long  the  strife,  and  bravely  fell 
The  sons  of  battle  in  that  narrow  dell ; 
Youth  in  its  light  of  boauty  there  hath  paM*d, 
And  age,  the  weary,  found  repose  at  last ; 
Till,  fisw  and  faint,  the  Moslem  tribes  recoil. 
Borne  down  by  numbers  and  o'crpower'd  by  toiL 
Dispersed,  dishearten'd,  through  the  pasa  they  fly. 
Pierce  the  deep  wood,  or  nK>unt  the  cliff  on  lug^ ; 
While  Hamef  8  band  in  wonder  gaze,  nor  dava 
Track  o'ertheir  dizzy  path  the  footstepe  of  despair 

Yet  he,  to  whom  each  danger  hath  become 
A  dark  delight,  and  every  wild  a  home. 
Still  urges  onward — undiamay'd  to  tread 
Where  life's  fond  lovers  would  recoil  with  dread. 
But  fear  is  for  the  happy— rt^  may  shrink 
From  the  steep  precipice  or  torrent's  brink ; 
They  to  whom  earth  is  paradise — their  doom 
Lends  no  stem  courage  to  ii^[»proach  the  tomb : 
Not  such  his  lot,  who,  school'd  by  fate  severe, 
Were  but  too  blest  if  aught  romain'd  to  fear.^ 
Up  the  rude  crags,  whose  giant  masses  throw 
Eternal  shadows  o'er  the  glen  below ; 
And  by  the  fall,  whose  many-tinctured  ^rvf 
Half  in  a  mist  of  radiance  veils  its  way. 
He  holds  his  venturous  track  : — supported  now 
By  some  o'erhanging  pine  or  ilex  bough ; 
Now  by  some  jutting  stone,  that  seems  to  dwell 
Half  in  mid-air,  as  balanced  by  a  wgeXL 
Now  hath  his  footstep  gain'd  the  summit's  head, 
A  level  span,  with  emerald  verdure  spread, 
A  fiiiry  cirde — ^thero  the  heath-flowers  rise. 
And  the  rock-rose  unnoticed  blooms  and  ^es ; 
And  brightly  plays  the  stream,  ere  yet  its  tide 
In  foam  and  thunder  deave  the  mountain  aide : 
But  all  is  wild  beyond— and  Hamet^s  eye 
Roves  o'er  a  world  of  rude  sublimity. 
That  doll  beneath,  where  e'en  at  noon  of  day 
Earth's  charter'd  guest,  the  sunbeam,  scaroo  can 

stray; 
Around,  untrodden  woods ;  and  far  above. 
Where  mortal  footstep  ne'er  may  hope  to  rove. 
Bare  granite  diffs,  whose  fix'd,  inherent  dyea 
Rival  the  tints  that  float  o'er  summer  skiee :' 

1  «*  Plot  kl>iea  qua  Jecrmigiilm!**—JMir0Ma9Me. 

s  Mn  RadeliAi,  In  h<r  Joarn«7  akmg  tlM  baaki  of  th* 
Rhine,  thai  dMoibM  the  orfoun  of  gimiiite  roda  in  the 
monntaiiu  of  the  Bofstrun.  *'  The  noftrer  w«  approacbod 
thaw  moantahit,  the  more  we  had  occaikm  to  admlratba 
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And  the  pure  glittering  snow-reelm,  yet  more  big^ 
That  seems  a  part  of  heaven's  eternity. 

There  is  no  track  of  man  where  Hamet  standsi 
Pathless  the  scene  as  Lybia*s  desert  sands ; 
Tet  on  the  calm  still  air  a  somxd  is  heard 
Of  distant  voiceB,  and  the  gathering-word 
Of  Islam's  tribes,  now  fiEdnt  and  fiunter  grown, 
Now  bat  the  lingering  echo  of  a  tone. 

That  soimd,  whose  cadence  dies  upon  his  ear. 
He  follows,  reckless  if  his  bands  are  near. 
On  by  the  rushing  stream  his  way  he  bends, 
And  througih  the  mountain's  forest  zone  ascends ; 
Piercing  the  still  and  solitary  shades 
Of  ancient  pine,  and  dark  luxuriant  glades. 
Eternal  twihghf  s  reign : — ^those  mazes  past. 
The  glofwing  sunbeams  meet  his  eyes  at  last, 
And  the  lone  wanderer  now  hath  reach'd  the  source 
Whsnoe  the  wave  gushes,  foaming  on  its  course. 
But  there  he  pauses — ^for  the  lonely  scene 
Towen  in  such  dread  magnificence  of  mien. 
And,  ndngled  oft  with  some  wild  eagle's  ciy, 
From  rock-built  eyrie  rushing  to  the  sky. 
So  deep  the  solemn  and  majestic  sound 
Of  forests,  snd  of  waters  murmuring  round — 
That,  nq^  in  wondering  awe,  his  heart  forgets 
Its  fleeting  struggles  and  its  vain  regrets. 
—What  earthly  feeling  unabash'd  can  dwell 
In  nature's  mighty  presence  1 — ^midst  the  swell 
Of  everlasting  hills,  the  roar  of  fl6ods. 
And  frown  of  rocks,  and  pomp  of  waving  woodsl 
These  their  own  grandeur  on  the  soul  impress, 
And  bid  each  passion  feel  its  nothingness. 

Midst  the  vast  marble  diffi^  a  lofty  cave 
Bsani  its  broad  arch  beside  the  rushing  wave ; 
Shadow'd  by  giant  oaks,  and  rude  and  lone. 
It  seems  the  temple  of  some  power  unknown, 
Where  earthly  being  may  not  dare  intrude 
To  jrferoe  the  secrets  of  the  solitude. 
Tet  thence  at  intervals  a  voice  of  wail 
Is  riamg,  wild  and  solemn,  on  the  gale. 
Did  thy  heart  thriU,  O  Hamet  1  at  the  tonel 
Game  it  not  o'er  thee  as  a  spirit's  moan  ? 
Assome  loved  sound  that  long  from  earth  had  fled, 
The  tinfoigotten  accents  of  the  dead ! 


Yirioos  tints  of  their  granltot.  SomfitinMi  the  i««cipioes  wen 
I    of  a  fidnt  pink,  then  of  a  deep  red,  a  dun  purple,  or  a  bloih 

appnacfafag  to  IQae ;  and  ■ometfaDae  gleams  of  a  pale  yellow 

nfaigled  with  the  low  shrubs  that  grew  opon  tbefa*  sidei.  The 
I  day  was  clondleis  and  bright,  and  we  were  too  near  these 
,    hdghts  to  be  deedved  by  the  llhisions  of  aerial  colouring ;  the 

real  hoes  of  their  tetorei  were  as  beautifkd  as  thehrmagnitude 


E'on  thus  it  rose — and  springing  from  his  trance 
His  eager  footsteps  to  the  sound  advance. 
He  mounts  the  diffs,  he  gains  the  cavern  floor ; 
Its  dark  green  moss  with  blood  is  sprinkled  o'er 
He  rushes  on — and  lo  I  where  Zayda  rends 
Her  locks,  as  o'er  her  slaughtered  sire  she  bends, 
Lost  in  deepoir ; — ^yct,  as  a  step  draws  nigh. 
Disturbing  sorrow's  lonely  sanctity. 
She  lifts  her  head,  and,  all-subdued  by  grief. 
Views  with  a  wild  sad  smile  the  once-loved  chief; 
While  roTO  her  thoughts,  unconscious  of  the  past, 
And  every  woe  forgetting — but  the  last 

"  Com'st  thou  to  weep  with  me  1 — for  I  am  left 
Alone  on  earth,  of  every  tie  bereft. 
Low  lies  the  warrior  on  his  blood-stain'd  bier; 
His  child  may  call,  but  he  no  more  shall  hear. 
He  sleeps — but  never  shall  those  eyea  undoee ; 
'Twas  not  my  voice  that  lull'd  him  to  repose ; 
Nor  can  it  break  his  slumbers. — Dost  thou  mourn? 
And  is  thy  heart,  like  mine,  with  anguish  torn) 
Weep,  and  my  soul  a  joy  in  grief  shall  know. 
That  o'er  his  grave  my  tears  with  Hamet's  flow  1" 

But  scarce  her  voice  had  breathed  that  well- 
known  name. 
When,  swiftly  ru^iing  o'er  her  spirit,  came 
Each  dark  remembrance— by  affliction's  power 
Awhile  efiGsused  in  that  o'erwhelming  hoxur. 
To  wake  with  tenfold  strength :  twas  then  her  eye 
Resimied  its  light,  her  mien  its  majesty. 
And  o'er  her  wasted  cheek  a  burning  glow 
Spreads,  while  her  lips'  indignant  accents  flow. 

"Away!  I  dream!  Oh,  how  hath  sorrow's  might 
Bow'd  dovmmy  soul,  and  qucnch'ditsnativelight-^ 
That  I  should  thus  forget !  and  bid  thy  tear 
With  mine  be  mingled  o'er  a  Other's  bier ! 
Did  he  not  perish,  haply  by  thy  hand. 
In  the  last  combat  with  thy  ruthless  band? 
The  mom  beheld  that  conflict  of  despair : — 
'Twas  then  he  fell  —  he  fell! — and  thou  wert 

there ! 
Thou  !  who  thy  country's  children  hast  piuaued 
To  their  last  refuge  midst  these  mountains  rode. 
Was  it  for  this  I  loved  thee  T— Thou  hast  taught 
My  soul  all  grief,  all  bitterness  of  thought  I 
'Twill  soon  be  past — I  bow  to  heaven's  decree. 
Which  bade  each  pang  be  minister'd  by  thee." 

"  I  had  not  deem'd  that  aught  remained  below 
For  me  to  prove  of  yet  untested  woe ; 
But  thus  to  meet  thee,  Zayda !  can  impart 
One  more,  one  keener  agony  of  heart 
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Ob,  hear  me  yet ! — I  would  have  died  to  save 

My  foe,  but  still  tby  fiitber,  from  tbe  grave ; 

But  in  tbe  fierce  confusion  of  tbe  strife. 

In  my  own  stem  despair  and  scorn  of  life. 

Borne  wildly  on,  I  saw  not,  knew  not  augbt. 

Save  tbat  to  perisb  tbcre  in  vain  I  sougbt. 

And  let  me  sbare  tby  sorrows . — badst  tbou  known 

All  I  bave  felt  in  silence  and  alone, 

£*en  ihiAt  migbtst  tben  relent,  and  deem,  at  last, 

A  grief  like  mine  migbt  expiate  all  tbe  past 

"  But  ob !  for  tbee,  tbe  loved  and  precious  flower. 
So  fondly  reared  in  luxury's  guarded  bower. 
From  every  danger,  every  storm  secured. 
How  bast  Hum  suffered !  wbat  bast  tbou  endured ! 
Daugbter  of  palaces  !  and  can  it  be 
Tbat  tbis  bleak  desert  is  a  bome  for  tbee  ! 
These  rocks  iky  dwelling!  tbou,  wbo  sbouldst 

bave  known 
Of  life  tbe  sunbeam  and  tbe  snule  alone  ! 
Ob,  yet  forgive ! — ^be  all  my  guilt  forgot. 
Nor  bid  me  leave  tbee  to  so  rude  a  lot !" 

"  Tbat  lot  is  fix'd — ^'twere  fruitless  to  repine : 
Still  must  a  gulf  divide  my  fate  from  tbino. 
I  may  forgive — ^but  not  at  will  tbe  beart 
Can  bid  its  dark  remembrances  depart 
No,  Hamet !  no  ! — too  deeply  are  tbese  traced ; 
Tet  tbe  bour  comes  wben  all  sball  be  c£faced  ! 
Not  long  on  eartb,^ot  long,  sball  Zayda  keep 
Her  lonely  vigils  o*er  tbe  grave  to  weep. 
FTen  now,  propbetic  of  my  early  doom. 
Speaks  to  my  soul  a  presage  of  tbe  tomb ; 
And  ne'er  in  vain  did  bopelcss  mourner  feel 
Tbat  deep  foreboding  o'er  tbe  bosom  steal ! 
Soon  sball  I  slumber  calmly  by  tbe  side 
Of  bim  for  wbom  I  lived,  and  would  bave  died ; 
Till  tben,  one  thougbt  sball  sootbe  my  orpban  lot. 
In  pain  and  peril — I  forsook  bim  not. 

"And  now,  fiurewell ! — ^bebold  tbe  summer-day 
Is  passing^  like  tbe  dreams  of  life,  away. 
Soon  will  tbe  tribe  of  bim  wbo  sleeps  draw  nigb, 
Witb  tbe  last  rites  bis  bier  to  sanctify. 
Ob,  yet  in  time,  away  ! — ^'twere  not  my  prayer 
Could  move  tbeir  bearts  a  foe  like  tbee  to  spare  ! 
Tbis  bour  they  come — and  dost  tbou  scorn  to  fly? 
Save  me  tbat  one  last  pang — to  see  tbee  die  !" 
E'en  wbile  sbe  speaks  is  beard  tbeir  ecboing  tread ; 
Onward  tbcy  move,  tbe  kindred  of  tbe  dead. 
Tbey  reacb  tbe  cave—  tbey  enter— slow  tbeir  pace. 
And  calm  deep  sadness  marks  eacb  moumei's  fiMic ; 
And  all  is  busb'd,  till  be  wbo  seems  to  wait 
In  silent  stem  devotedness  bis  fate. 


I  Hatb  met  tbeir  glance — tben  grief  to  fury  tonu 
Eacb  mien  is  cbanged,  eacb  eye  indignant  bunu 
And  voices  rise,  and  swords  bave  left  tbeir  sbeatJ 
Blood  must  atone  for  blood,  and  deatb  for  deatl 
Tbey  dose  around  bim :  lofty  still  bis  mien^ 
His  cbeek  unaltcr'd,  and  bis  brow  serene. 
Unbeard,  or  beard  in  vain,  is  Zayda's  cry ; 
Fruitless  ber  prayer,  unmark'd  ber  agony. 
But  as  bis  foremost  foes  tbeir  weapons  bend 
Against  tbe  life  be  seeks  not  to  defend. 
Wildly  sbe  darts  between— eacb  feeling  past. 
Save  strong  affection,  wbicb  prevails  at  last. 
Ob,  not  in  vain  its  daring  ! — for  tbe  blow 
Aim'd  at  bis  beart  bath  bade  ber  life-blood  flow 
And  sbe  batb  sunk  a  martyr  on  tbe  breast 
Wbere  in  tbat  bour  ber  bead  may  calmly  rest, 
For  be  is  saved  !    Bebold  tbe  Zegri  band. 
Pale  witb  dismay  and  grief,  around  ber  stand : 
Wbile,  every  tbougbt  of  bate  and  vengeance  o'e 
Tbey  weep  for  ber  wbo  soon  sball  weep  no  mor 
Sbe,  sbe  alone  is  calm : — a  fading  smile, 
like  sunset,  passes  o'er  ber  cbeek  tbe  wbile ; 
And  in  ber  eye,  ere  yet  it  closes,  dwell 
Tbose  last  fiadnt  rays,  tbe  parting  soul's  fiurewelL 

"  Now  is  tbe  conflict  past,  and  I  bave  proved 
How  well,  bow  deeply  tbou  bast  been  beloved  \ 
Tcs !  in  an  bour  like  tbis  'twere  vain  to  bide 
Tbe  beart  so  long  and  so  severely  tried : 
Still  to  tby  name  that  beart  batb  fondly  tbrilVd 
But  sterner  duties  call'd — and  were  fulfill'd. 
And  I  am  blest ! — ^To  every  holier  tie 
My  life  was  faithful, — and  for  thee  I  die ! 
Nor  shall  tbe  love  so  purified  be  vain ; 
Severed  on  earth,  we  yet  shall  meet  again. 
Farewell  I — ^And  ye,  at  Zayda's  dying  prayer. 
Spare  bim,  my  kindred  tribe !  foxgive  and  spare 
Ob !  be  bis  guilt  fox^tten  in  bis  woes. 
While  I,  beside  my  sire,  in  peace  repose." 

Now  fades  ber  cheek,  her  voice  batb  sunk,  au 
death 
SitB  in  ber  eye,  and  struggles  in  ber  breath. 
One  pang— 'tis  post — ^ber  task  on  earth  is  done. 
And  tbe  pure  spirit  to  its  rest  hath  flown. 
But  be  for  wbom  she  died — ob !  wbo  may  paint 
The  grief  to  wbicb  all  other  woes  were  fiunt  ? 
There  is  no  power  in  language  to  impart 
The  deeper  pangs,  tbe  ordeals  of  the  heart, 
By  the  dread  Searcher  of  the  soul  survey'd  : 
Thesebave  no  words — ^nor  are  by  words  portray  *d 

A  dii^  is  rising  on  the  moimtain-air, 
Wliose  fitful  puclls  its  plaintive  murmurs  boar 
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Fur  o*er  the  Alpuxarras; — ^wild  its  tone, 

And  rocks  and  caverns  echo,  "Thou  art  gone  !" 


tt 


I 


Daughter  of  heroes  I  thou  art  gone 
To  share  his  tomb  who  gave  thee  birth : 
Peace  to  the  lovely  spirit  flown  I 

It  was  not  form'd  for  earth. 
Thou  wert  a  sunbeam  in  thy  race, 
Which  brightly  pass'd  and  left  no  trace. 

**  But  calmly  sleep ! — for  thou  art  free, 
And  hands  unchain'd  thy  tomb  shall  raise. 

Sleep !  they  are  closed  at  length  for  thee, 
Life's  few  and  evil  days ! 

Nor  shalt  thou  watch,  with  tearful  eye. 

The  lingering  death  of  liberty. 

**  Flower  of  the  desert !  thou  thy  bloom 

Didat  early  to  the  storm  resign : 
We  bear  it  still — and  dark  thtxr  doom 

Who  cannot  weep  for  thine ! 
For  us,  whose  every  hope  is  fled. 
The  time  is  past  to  mourn  the  dead. 

**  The  dajrs  have  been,  when  o'er  thy  bier 
Far  other  strains  than  these  hod  flowed ; 

Now,  as  a  home  from  grief  and  fear, 
We  hail  thy  dark  abode  1 

We,  who  but  linger  to  bequeath 

Our  sons  the  choice  of  chains  or  death. 

"  Thou  art  with  those,  the  free,  the  brave. 

The  mighty  of  departed  years; 
And  for  the  slumberers  of  the  grave 

Our  £Bkte  hath  left  no  tears. 
Though  loved  and  lost,  to  weep  were  vain 
For  thee,  who  ne'er  shalt  weep  again. 

''Have  we  not  seen  dcspoil'd  by  foes 

The  land  our  fathers  won  of  yore  \ 
And  is  there  yet  a  pang  for  those 

Who  gaze  on^fAis  no  morel 
Oil,  that  like  them  'twere  ours  to  rest ! 
Daughter  of  heroes !  thou  art  blest ! " 

A  few  i^ort  years,  and  in  the  lonely  cave 
Where  sleeps  the  Zegri  maid,  is  Hamet's  grave. 
Severed  in  life,  united  in  the  tomb — 
Such,  of  the  hearts  that  loved  so  well,  the  doom ! 
Their  dirge,  of  woods  and  waves  th'  eternal 

moan; 
Their  sepulchre,  the  pine-clad  rocks  alone. 
And  oft  beside  the  midnight  watch-fire's  blaze. 
Amidst  those  rocks,  in  long-departed  days. 


(When  freedom  fled,  to  hold,  sequester  d  there, 
The  stem  and  lofty  cotmcils  of  despair,) 
Some  exiled  Moor,  a  warrior  of  the  wild. 
Who  the  lone  hours  with  moumfulstrains  b^guUedt 
Hath  taught  his  mountain-home  the  tale  of  those 
Who  thus  have  su£fer*d,  and  who  thus  repose. 
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[**  In  the  reign  of  Otho  III.  Emperor  of  Gernumy,  the 
Romani,  excited  by  their  Connil,  Crescentiiu,  who  ardently 
desired  to  restore  the  ancient  glory  of  the  Republic,  made  a 
bold  attempt  to  shake  off  the  Saxon  yoke,  and  the  authority 
of  the  popes,  whose  vices  rendered  them  objects  of  uniTenal 
contempt  The  Consul  was  besieged  by  Otho  in  the  Mole  of 
Hadrian,  which  long  aftowards  continued  to  be  called  the 
Tower  of  Cresoentius.  Otho,  after  many  unavailing  attacks 
upon  this  fortress,  at  last  entered  into  negotiations ;  and, 
pledging  his  imperial  word  to  respect  the  life  of  Crescentius, 
and  the  ri^ts  of  the  Roman  citiaens,  the  unfortunate  leadef 
was  betrayed  into  his  power,  and  immediately  beheaded, 
with  many  of  his  partisans.  Stephania,  his  widow,  conceal- 
ing her  affliction  and  her  resentment  for  the  insults  to  wliich 
slie  had  been  exposed,  secretly  resolved  to  revenge  her  hus- 
band and  lierself.  On  the  return  of  Otho  from  a  pilgrimage 
to  Mount  Gargano,  which  perhaps  a  feeling  of  remorse  had 
induced  him  to  undertake,  she  found  means  to  be  intro- 
duced to  him,  and  to  gain  his  confidence ;  and  a  poison  ad- 
ministered by  lier  was  soon  afterwards  the  cause  of  his  pain- 
ful  death.*'— Sisaroirot,  HUtory  qf  the  Italian  Rtpvhlics, 
voLL] 

"  L'oniflt  peat  brlaer  an  tm  moancnt  tet  fleon  qui  ttenotnt  meon  H 
teU  laTee.'*.-MAO.  db  Stabl. 

Midst  Tivoli's  luxuriant  glades. 
Bright-foaming  falls,  and  olive  shades. 
Where  dwelt,  in  days  departed  long. 
The  sons  of  battle  and  of  song. 
No  tree,  no  shrub  its  foliage  rears 
But  o'er  the  wrecks  of  other  years. 
Temples  and  domes,  which  long  have  been 
The  soil  of  that  enchanted  scene. 

There  the  wUd  fig-tree  and  the  vine 
O'er  Hadrian's  mouldering  villa  twine ; ' 

^  "  J'^tals  all^  passer  quekpies  Jours  seuls  k  Tivoll.  Je 
parooums  les  environs,  et  surtout  celles  de  to  YiUa  Adriana. 
Surpris  par  to  phiie  au  milieu  de  ma  course,  Je  me  r^fbgiai 
dans  les  Salles  des  Therma  voisins  du  PMU,  (monmnens  de 
la  villa,)  sons  un  figuier  qui  avait  renven^  le  pan  d'nn  mnr 
en  s'dlevant.  Dans  un  petit  salon  octogone,  onvert  devant 
moi,  nne  vigne  vierge  avait  perc4  to  voQte  de  I'MiAoe,  et  son 
gros  cep  Usee,  rouge,  et  tortnenx,  montait  le  long  du  mur 
comme  un  serpent  Autour  de  moi,  ii  travers  les  arcades  des 
mines,  s'ouvtaient  des  pointe  de  voe  sur  to  Campagne  Ro- 
maine.  Des  bulssons  de  surean  rempUssaient  les  salles  d^- 
sertes  od  venaient  se  r^ftigier  quelques  merles  soIitairaB. 
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TALES  AND  HISTORIC  SCENES, 


Tlie  cypreBB,  m  ftmereal  grace, 
Usurps  the  Tanisli'd  column's  place ; 
O'er  £BLlleii  slirine  and  ruin'd  Meze 
The  wall-flower  rusUes  in  the  breeie ; 
Acanthus-leares  the  maihlo  hide 
They  onoe  adom'd  in  sculptured  pride; 
And  nature  hath  resumed  her  throne 
0*er  the  Tast  works  of  ages  flown. 

Was  it  for  this  that  many  a  jiile. 
Pride  of  nissuB  and  of  Nile, 
To  Anio's  banks  the  image  lent 
Of  each  imperial  monument  1' 
Now  Athens  weeps  her  shattered  fanes. 
Thy  temples,  Egypt,  strew  thy  plains  ; 
And  the  proud  fiibrics  Hadrian  reaz'd 
From  Tibui's  Tale  hare  disappeared. 
We  need  no  prescient  sibyl  there 
T%Le  doom  of  grandeur  to  declare ; 
Each  stone,  where  weeds  and  ivy  dimb, 
Bereals  some  oracle  of  Time ; 
Each  relic  utters  Fate's  decree — 
The  future  as  the  past  shall  be. 

Halls  of  the  dead  !  in  labor's  Tale, 
Who  now  shall  teU  your  lofty  talc  t 
Who  trace  the  high  patrician's  dome. 
The  bard's  retreat,  the  hero's  home  1 
When  mosa-dad  wrecks  alone  record 
There  dwelt  the  world's  departed  lord. 
In  scenes  where  verdure's  rich  array 
Still  sheds  yoimg  beauty  o'er  decay. 
And  sunshine  on  each  glowing  hill 
Midst  ruins  finds  a  dwelling  stilL 

Sunk  is  thy  palace— but  thy  tomb^ 
Hadrian  !  hath  shared  a  prouder  doom.* 


Lm  fragBMiu  de  mafoniMrfe  dtaient  taptedet  de  feufllai  de 
■etdopendre,  dont  hi  ttrdure  Mtin^  m  deninait  comiiw  an 
tnTaO  en  moaJque  nr  la  bfauicheor  da  nurbret :  9k  et  U  de 
haati  eTprta  ranptaifaieni  lee  ookmaee  tonMee  dane  eee  palab 
de  la  Movi ;  I'acantbe  eanvas*  raaqiait  ii  lean  piedi,  ior  des 
ddbrit,  comme  si  la  natare  s'dtait  plu  k  reprodoire  ear  cee 
cfaefMl'ceaTre  mutil^  d'iardiitecture,  rornement  de  kur 
beaoti  paeete.**— GHATsaumiAif  D*8  Sotaetnbt  d*  ItaJtie. 

&  The  gardens  and  boQdinfB  of  Hadriant  Tilla  wve  tttfkit 
oftfaamoefceelebnitadBoeneeandedifleeeinhb  doaninioBS — 
tin  lomeanit  the  Aeademia,  Vbm  PiTtananm  of  Athens,  the 
Temple  of  Sce^rfs  at  Akzaadria,  the  Yale  of  Tempo,  Ac. 

s  The  manKdeam  of  Hadrian,  now  the  oaetle  of  StAnfslo, 
waa  flnl  eoavertad  into  a  dtadel  by  Belimriaa,  in  Ub  sne- 
oemAiI  deteee  of  Bona  against  tiae  Ootfas.  **  The  tofcr  of 
the  aHe,**  saji  Gibbon,  "ranet  read  with  a  sigh  tfaat  the 
lof  PruHelee  and  I^jrippoe  were  toni  from  their  loftj 
and  hniled  into  tlie  dildi  on  the  heade  of  the  h^ 
;"    Bo  adds,  hi  a  note,  tfaat  the  eekbnted  Secptef 


Though  vanish'd  with  the  days  of  old 
Its  pillars  of  Corinthian  mould ; 
Though  the  fair  forms  by  sculpture  wrought. 
Each  bodying  some  immortal  thought. 
Which  o'er  that  temple  of  the  dead 
Serene  but  solemn  beauty  shed. 
Have  found,  like  glory's  self,  a  grave 
In  time's  abyss  or  Tiber's  wave ;' 
Tet  dreams  more  lofty  and  more  &ir 
Than  art's  bold  hand  hath  imaged  e'er. 
High  thoughts  of  many  a  mighty  mind 
£lzpanding  when  all  else  declined, 
In  tvrili^t  years,  when  only  they 
Recall'd  the  radiance  pass'd  away. 
Have  made  that  ancient  pile  their  home^ 
Fortress  of  freedom  and  of  Borne. 

There  he,  who  strove  in  evil  days 
Again  to  kindle  glory's  rays;. 
Whose  spirit  sought  a  path  of  light 
For  those  dim  ages  far  too  bright — 
Crescentius — long  maintain'd  the  stiifo 
Which  closed  but  with  its  mar^s  life. 
And  left  th'  imperial  tomb  a  name, 
A  heritage  of  holier  fiime.  \ 

There  closed  De  Brescia's  mission  hi^ 
From  thence  the  patriot  came  to  die  ;^ 

Fann  oftbe  Barfaerinipalaco  was  fonad, in  anrntiteladatat*, 
when  the  ditch  of  St  Angdo  waa  cleansed  under  UrlMB  TIIL 
In  the  middle  ages,  the  Moles  Hadiiani  was  made  a  per- 
manent f(»tress  by  the  Roman  government,  and  bastions, 
oatworlu,  &c  were  added  to  the  original  edifice,  which  had 
been  stripped  of  its  marl>le  covering,  its  Corinthiaa  pBlarSy 
and  the  brazen  cone  which  crowned  its  summit. 

*  **  Les  plus  beaux  monumens  dee  arts,  lee  plos  ■itmtriMii 
statoes,  ont  dt4Ss  jet^  dans  le  Tibre,  et  sont  cadi^es  eons 
see  flots.  Qui  sait  si,  poor  les  dierdicr,  on  no  le  d^toaraara 
pas  an  Jour  de  son  lit?  Mais  quandon  songeqoeleB  dMI- 
d'orarres  du  g^nie  humain  sont  peut-^tre  Vk  devant  nous,  et 
qa*an  atVL  plus  perpant  les  verrait  ii  traTwra  lee  oodea,  roei. 
^prouve  )e  ne  sals  quelle  Amotion,  qui  renalt  k  Roma  eaaa 
ceese  sous  dlTerses  formes,  et  fsit  trouver  nne  sociM  poor 
la  pens^  dans  les  objets  pfaysiquee,  moots  partoot  \ 
— Mao.  oa  Stakl. 

*  Arnold  de  Brescia,  the  ondannted  and  eloquMt  ( 
of  Roman  liberty,  after  unremitting  eflbrta  to 
ancient  constitution  of  the  repoblic,  was  put  to  death  fa  tte 
year  1155  by  Adrian  IV.  This  erent  is  thus  deocribad  by 
Sismondi,  HiaUtirt  de$  BfpMiqme$  IkUiama,  voL  fl.  p^m 
68  and  m.  **  Le  prtffet  demema  dans  le  cliAtaaB  8Htal 
Ange  arec  son  prisonnier :  fl  le  lit  traniq>orler  on  matfai  oar 
la  i^ace  destine  aux  executions,  devant  la  pocte  do  pemvla. 
Amaud  de  Breeda,  Oer^  war  nn  bacher.  ftit  attach^  k  m 
pottao,  en  fue  dn  Corso.  U  pomroit  mteirer  &m 
trob  longues  rues  qui  aboutisBoient  derant  see 
eUes  font  presqn'  one  moiti^  da  Rome.  C^est  14 
toient  lee  hommes  qufl  aroit  si  soovent  appeUs  k  la  libait£. 
lis  repoeoient  encore  en  paix,  ignorant  le  danger  da  Im 
lateor.    Le  tamnlte  da  IVxtoitioo  at  la  famma  tn 
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And  thou,  whose  Boman  soul  the  last 

Spoke  with  the  voice  of  ages  past,} 

Whose  thoughts  so  long  from  earth  had  fled 

To  mingle  with  the  glorious  dead, 

That  midst  the  world's  degenerate  race 

They  vainly  sought  a  dwelling-place, 

Within  that  house  of  death  didst  brood 

O'er  visions  to  thy  ruin  woo'd. 

Tet»  worthy  of  a  brighter  lot, 

Bienzi,  be  thy  faults  forgot  1 

For  thou,  when  all  around  thee  lay 

Chain'd  in  the  slumberi  of  decay — 

So  sunk  each  hearty  that  mortal  eye 

Had  scarce  a  iiar  for  liberty — 

Alone,  amidst  the  darkness  there, 

Couldst  gaze  on  Rome — ^yet  not  deq>air !' 

Tis  mom — and  nature's  richest  dyes 
Are  floating  o'er  Italian  skies ; 
Tints  of  transparent  lustre  shine 
Along  the  snow-dad  Apennine ; 
•The  clouds  have  left  Soracte's  height, 
And  yellow  Tiber  winds  in  light. 
Where  tombs  and  fiJlen  fiuies  have  strew'd 
Tlie  wide  Campagnas  solitude. 
TSs  sad  amidst  that  scene  to  trace 
Those  relics  of  a  vanish'd  race ; 
Yety  o'er  the  ravaged  path  of  time — 
Bach  g^ory  sheds  that  brilliant  dime, 
Where  nature  still,  though  empires  Bedl, 
Holds  her  triumphant  festival — 
E'en  desolation  wears  a  smile. 
Where  skies  and  sunbeams  laugh  the  while ; 
And  heaven's  own  light,  earth's  richest  bloom, 
Array  the  ruin  and  the  tomb. 

Bat  ahe,  who  from  yon  convent  tower 
Breathes  the  pure  freshness  of  the  hour ; 

r<f«Blfa«nt  lea  Romains;  Us  s'arminnt,  ilt  aceounirent, 
■■k  trap  taxd  ;  ct  tes  oohortM  du  pape  repouas^Dl,  avec 
bmlaDon,  o«ix  qui,  nltyant  pu  aauver  Araaud,  vouloiantdu 
■aftwxiaenailUr  MS  cendies  comme  de  pr^cieuses  nliquss." 

^  **  Postarftj  will  eompara  the  virtoes  and  fi&Oiiigs  of  this 
•stEMvdIaary  mao ;  bat  in  a  long  period  of  aoardiy  and  aer- 
Titnde,  tfw  name  of  Rienxi  has  often  been  cclebnted  as  the 
ddhTKv  of  Us  ooontfy,  and  the  last  of  the  Ronum  patriots.** 
-.OzBaoJili  JkeUne  and  FaU^  &c  voL  xiL  p.  362. 

s  "  Le  eooaul  Terentius  Varron  avoit  fni  honteoaanent 
Joiqa'i  YeBoaat.  Get  homme,  de  la  phis  basse  naissanoe, 
bImvII  ^  aw4  aa  consulat  que  pour  mortifier  la  noblesse : 
■■k  la  adnat  ne  voohit  pas  Jouir  de  oe  malheureux  tri- 
enphat  U  ^tt  comhien  U  ^tt  n^oeeniie  qull  s'attirAt  dans 
!  eslle  imnasfrrn  la  eonfiance  da  peuple— U  alia  an-danuat 
Tamm,  eft  le  leiBerela  de  oe  tpi^il  n*av^  pa*  dUtupiri  <U 
la  f  tjwiftli^iM."— Moirr«aqPi«u'B  GroAdtur  et  J>ieadeitu 
detBomain*. 


She,  whose  rich  flow  of  raven  hair 

Streams  wildly  on  the  morning  air. 

Heeds  not  how  fair  the  scone  bdow. 

Robed  in  Italia's  brightest  glow. 

Though  throned  midst  LAtium's  dassio  pliuns 

Th'  Eternal  City's  towers  and  fimee. 

And  they,  the  Pleiades  of  earth. 

The  seven  proud  hills  of  Empire's  birth. 

Lie  spread  beneath ;  not  now  her  glance 

Roves  o'er  that  vast  sublime  expanse ; 

Inspired,  and  bright  with  hope,  'tis  thxx>wn 

On  Adrian's  massy  tomb  alone  ; 

There,  from  the  storm,  when  Freedom  fled. 

His  fliithful  few  Crescentius  led ; 

While  she,  his  anxious  bride,  who  now 

Bends  o'er  the  scene  her  youthful  brow, 

Soiight  refuge  in  the  hallow'd  fane. 

Which  then  could  shdter,  not  in  vain. 

But  now  the  lofty  strife  is  o'er. 
And  Liberty  shall  weep  no  more. 
At  length  imperial  Otho's  voice 
Bids  her  devoted  sons  rejoice ; 
And  he,  who  battled  to  restore 
The  glories  and  the  rights  of  yore. 
Whose  accents,  like  the  clarion's  souud. 
Could  burst  the  dead  repose  aroimd. 
Again  his  native  Rome  shall  see 
The  sceptred  dty  of  the  free  1 
And  yoimg  Stephania  waits  the  hour 
When  leaves  her  lord  his  fortress-tower — 
Her  ardent  heart  with  joy  elate. 
That  seems  beyond  the  reach  of  fate ; 
Her  mien,  like  creature  firom  above. 
All  vivified  ¥dth  hope  and  love. 

Fair  is  her  form,  and  in  her  eye 
Lives  all  the  soul  of  Italy ; 
A  meaning  lofty  and  inspired, 
As  by  her  native  day-star  fired ; 
*  Such  wild  and  high  expression,  fraught 
With  glances  of  impassion  d  thought. 
As  fancy  sheds,  in  visions  bright, 
O'er  priestess  of  the  Qod  of  Light ; 
And  the  dark  locks  that  lend  her  &ce 
A  youthful  and  luxuriant  grace. 
Wave  o'er  her  cheek,  whose  kindling  dyes 
Seem  from  the  fire  within  to  rise, 
But  deepen  d  by  the  burning  heaven 
To  her  own  land  of  sonboams  given. 
Italian  art  that  fervid  glow 
Would  o'er  ideal  beauty  throw, 
And  with  such  ardent  lifo  express 
Her  high-wrought  dreams  of  loveliness, — 
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Dreams  which,  surviviDg  Empire's  faU, 
The  shade  of  gloiy  still  recall 

But  see  ! — the  bamier  of  the  brave 
O  or  Adrian's  tomb  hath  ceased  to  wave. 
Tis  lower'd — and  now  Stephania's  eye 
Can  well  the  martial  train  descry, 
Who,  issuing  from  that  ancient  dome, 
Pour  through  the  crowded  streets  of  Rome. 
Now  firom  her  watch-tower  on  the  height. 
With  step  as  £Etbled  wood-nymph's  light. 
She  flies — and  swift  her  way  pursues 
Through  the  lone  convent's  avenues. 
Dark  cypress  groves,  and  fields  o'ersprcad 
With  records  of  the  conquering  dead. 
And  paths  which  track  a  glowing  waste, 
She  traverses  in  breathless  haste ; 
And  by  the  tombs  where  dust  is  shrined 
Once  tenanted  by  loftiest  mind. 
Still  passing  on,  hath  reach'd  the  gate 
Of  Rome,  the  proud,  the  desolate  I 
Thronged  are  the  streets,  and,  still  renew'd, 
Rush  on  the  gathering  multitude. 
— ^Is  it  their  high-soul'd  chief  to  greet 
That  thus  the  Roman  thousands  meet  1 
With  names  that  bid  their  thoughts  ascend, 
Croscentius  !  thine  in  song  to  blond  ; 
And  of  triumphal  days  gone  by 
Recall  th'  inspiring  pageantry  1 
— ^There  is  an  air  of  breathless  dread, 
An  eager  glance,  a  hurrying  tread ; 
And  now  a  fearful  silence  round, 
And  now  a  fitful  murmuring  sound, 
Midst  the  pale  crowds,  that  almost  seem 
Phantoms  of  some  tumultuous  dream. 
Quick  is  each  step  and  wild  each  mien, 
Portentous  of  some  awful  scene. 
Bride  of  Crescentius  !  as  the  throng 
Bore  thee  with  whelming  foroe  along, 
How  did  thine  anxious  heart  beat  high. 
Till  rose  suspense  to  agony  ! — 
Too  brief  suspense,  that  soon  shall  close. 
And  leave  thy  heart  to  deeper  woes. 

Who  midst  yon  guarded  precinct  stands. 
With  fearless  mien  but  fetter d  hands? 
The  ministers  of  death  are  nigh, 
Yet  a  calm  grandeur  lights  his  eye ; 
And  in  his  glance  there  lives  a  mind 
Which  vww  not  form'd  for  chains  to  bind. 
But  cast  in  such  heroic  mould 
As  theirs,  th'  ascendant  ones  of  old. 
Crescentius  !  freedom's  daring  son. 
Is  this  the  guerdon  thou  hast  won ! 


Oh,  worthy  to  have  lived  and  died 
In  the  bright  days  of  Latium's  pride  ! 
Thus  must  the  beam  of  glory  close 
O'er  the  seven  hills  again  that  rose. 
When  at  thy  voice,  to  burst  the  yoke. 
The  soul  of  Rome  indignant  woke  ? 
Vain  dream  1  the  sacred  shields  are  gone,^ 
Simk  is  the  crowning  city's  throne '.' 
Th'  illusions,  that  around  her  cast 
Their  guardian  spells,  have  long  been  past' 
Thy  life  hath  been  a  shot-star's  ray, 
Shed  o'er  her  midnight  of  decay ; 
Thy  death  at  freedom's  ruin'd  shrine 
Must  rivet  every  chain — ^but  thine. 

Calm  is  his  aspect,  and  his  eye 
Now  fix'd  upon  the  deep  blue  sky. 
Now  on  those  wrecks  of  ages  fled 
Around  in  desolation  spread — 
Arch,  temple,  colunm,  worn  and  gray. 
Recording  triumphs  pass'd  away ; 

1  Of  the  aacred  budden,  or  ancUia  of  Rome,  which  were 
kept  in  the  temple  of  Bfan,  Plutarch  gives  the  foHowing 
account : — '*  In  the  eighth  year  of  Noma's  reign,  a  peatflenoe 
prevailed,  in  Italy ;  Rome  also  Mt  ito  ravages.  WhOt  the 
people  were  greatly  defected,  we  are  told  that  a  braien  boddef 
fell  from  heaven  into  the  hands  of  Numa.  Of  this  he  gave  a 
very  wonderful  account,  received  from  Egeria  and  the  Muses: 
that  tlie  buckler  was  sent  down  for  the  preservation  of  the 
dty,  and  aliould  be  kept  with  great  care ;  thai  deven  otfaett 
sliould  be  made  as  like  it  as  posrible  in  sixe  and  fiMhion,  in 
order  that,  [f  any  person  were  disposed  to  steal  it,  be  might 
not  be  able  to  distinguish  that  which  fell  from  heaven  from 
the  rest.  He  further  dedared,  that  the  fdaoe,  and  the  mea- 
dows abont  it,  where  he  frequently  conversed  with  the 
Muses,  should  be  consecrated  to  those  divinities;  and  tliat 
the  spring  which  watered  tlie  ground  shouki  be  sacred  to  the 
use  of  the  Vestal  Virgins,  daily  to  sprinkle  and  pmiiy 
their  temple.  The  immediate  cesntion  of  the  pastitonoe  is 
said  to  have  confirmed  the  truth  of  this  account '*—£(/fc  ^ 
Numa. 

s  **  Who  hath  taken  this  counsel  against  Tyre,  thecroMnin^ 
citpt  whose  merchants  are  princes,  wiiose  traffickers  are  the 
honourable  of  the  earth  ?  "—iMiahf  diap.  23. 

*  '*  Un  m^htnge  bizarre  de  grandeur  d'dme  et  de  fnlblosBO 
entroit  dds  cette  ^poque  (ronsitaie  si^de)  dans  le  caractiffe 
des  Romains.  Un  mouvement  g^n^ux  vers  les  grandee 
choses  fidsoit  place  tont-Ji-coup  k  I'abattement ;  lb  pasaoient 
de  to  liberty  hi  plus  orageuse,  k  la  servitude  la  fdns  avilis- 
sante.  On  auroit  dit  que  les  mines  et  les  portiqoes  dterts 
de  la  capitale  du  monde,  entretenoient  see  habitans  dans  le 
sentiment  de  leur  impniasance ;  au  milieu  de  oes  monnmens 
de  leur  domination  pass^,  tos  dtoyens  ^prouvolent  dhine 
mani^  trop  dfconrageante  leur  propre  nullity  Le  nom  des 
Romains  qu'ils  portoient  ranhnoit  fr^tquemment  leorentttou- 
siaime,  oomme  il  le  ranime  encore  aujourdliui ;  mas  Uratdt 
la  vne  de  Rome,  du  forum  ddsert,  des  sept  collinea  de  noavmu 
rendiMS  an  pAtorage  des  troupeaux,  des  temples  d^aoMa,  des 
monomens  tombant  en  ruhie,  toe  runenoit  k  sentir  quHs 
n'^toient  phis  les  Romates  d'antrefo!s."-^r8Moin>i,  BMoirt 
da  RipnUiqua  lUUieima,  voL  L  p.  ITS. 
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Works  of  the  mighty  and  the  free, 

Whose  steps  on  earth  no  more  shall  be. 

Though  their  bright  course  hath  left  a  trace 

Nor  years  nor  sorrows  can  efbce. 

Why  changes  now  the  patriot's  mien, 

Krewhile  so  loftily  serene  \ 

Thus  can  approaching  death  control 

The  might  of  that  commanding  soul  1 

No  * — Heard  ye  not  that  thrilling  cry 

Which  told  of  bitterest  agony  1 

Ht  heaxd  it,  and  at  once,  subdiied. 

Hath  sunk  the  hero's  fortitude. 

Et  heaxd  it,  and  his  heart  too  well 

Whence  rose  that  voice  of  woe  can  tell ; 

And  midst  the  gazing  throngs  around 

One  well-known  form  his  glance  hath  foimd — 

One  fondly  loving  and  beloved, 

In  grief,  in  peril,  fiiithful  proved. 

Yes  !  in  the  wUdness  of  despair. 

She,  his  devoted  bride,  is  there. 

Fal^    breathless,     through    the    crowd    she 

flies. 
The  light  of  frenzy  in  her  eyes : 
But  ere  her  arms  can  dasp  the  form 
Which  life  ere  long  must  cease  to  warm — 
Ere  on  his  agonising  breast 
Her  heart  can  heave,  her  head  can  rest — 
Check'd  in  her  course  by  ruthless  hands. 
Mute,  motionless,  at  once  she  stands ; 
With  bloodless  cheek  and  vacant  glance, 
Frosen  and  fiz*d  in  horror's  trance ; 
8pelHx>und,  as  every  sense  were  fled. 
And  thought  o'erwhelm'd,  and  feeling  dead  ; 
And  the  light  waving  of  her  hair. 
And  veil,  fiir  floating  on  the  air. 
Alone,  in  that  dread  moment,  show 
She  18  no  sculptured  form  of  woo. 

^e  scene  of  grief  and  death  is  o'er, 
The  patriot's  heart  shall  throb  no  more : 
But  Acrt— BO  vainly  form'd  to  prove 
The  pure^^devotedness  of  love. 
And  draw  from  fond  affection's  eye 
An  thought  sublime,  all  feeling  high— 
When  consciousness  again  shall  wake. 
Hath  now  no  refuge  but  to  break. 
The  spirit  long  inuro€^  to  pain 
ICay  smile  at  £Kte  in  calm  disdain, 
Survive  its  darkest  hour,  and  rise 
In  more  nujestio  energies. 
But  in  the  g^ow  of  vernal  pride, 
If  eadi  warm  hope  aX  onoe  hath  died, 
Then  sinks  the  mind,  a  blighted  flower. 
Bead  to  the  sunbeam  and  the  shower ; 


A  broken  gem,  whose  inborn  light 
Is  scatter'd — ^ne'er  to  ro-unite. 


PART  n. 

Hast  thou  a  scene  that  is  not  spread 
With  records  of  thy  glory  fled  ? 
A  monument  that  doth  not  tell 
The  tale  of  liberty's  fjBo^well ) 
Italia !  thou  art  but  a  grave 
Where  flowers  luxuriate  o'er  the  brave, 
And  nature  gives  her  treasures  birth 
O'er  all  that  hath  been  great  on  earth. 
Yet  smUe  thy  heavens  as  once  they  smiled 
When  thou  wert  freedom's  favour'd  child : 
Though  fuie  and  tomb  alike  ue  low, 
Time  hath  not  dimm'd  thy  sunbeam's  glow; 
And,  robed  in  that  exulting  ray. 
Thou  seem'st  to  triumph  o'er  decay — 
Oh,  yet,  though  by  thy  sorrows  bent. 
In  nature's  pomp  magnificent  I 
What  marvel  if,  when  all  was  lost. 
Still  on  thy  bright  enchanted  coast. 
Though  many  on  omen  wom'd  him  thence, 
Linger'd  the  lord  of  eloquence,^ 

^  "  As  for  Cioero,  he  was  carried  to  Astyra,  where,  finding 
a  vessel,  he  immediatdy  went  on  board,  and  coasted  along 
to  Circcom  with  a  fiivourable  wind.  The  pilots  were  pre- 
paring immediately  to  sail  firom  thence,  but  whether  it  was 
that  he  feared  the  sea,  or  had  not  J9i  given  up  all  his  hopes 
in  Csesar,  he  disembarked,  and  travelled  a  hundred  furlongs 
on  foot,  as  if  Rome  had  been  the  place  of  his  destination. 
Repenting,  however,  afterwards,  he  left  that  road,  and  made 
again  for  the  sea.  He  passed  the  night  in  the  roost  per- 
plexing and  horrid  thoughts ;  insomuch,  that  he  was  some- 
timea  inclined  to  go  privately  into  Cesar's  liouse,  and  stab 
himself  upon  the  altar  of  his  domestic  gods,  to  bring  tlie 
divine  vengeance  upon  his  betrayer.  But  he  was  deterred 
from  this  by  the  fear  of  torture.  Other  altOTuatives,  equally 
distressful,  presented  themselves.  At  last  he  put  himself  in 
the  hands  of  his  servants,  and  ordered  them  to  cany  him  by 
sea  to  Cajeta,  where  he  had  a  delightful  retreat  fh  the  sum- 
mer, when  tlie  Etesian  winds  set  in.  There  was  a  temple  of 
Apollo  on  that  coast,  flrom  which  a  flight  of  crows  came  with 
great  noise  towards  Cicero's  vessel  as  it  was  making  brnd. 
They  perched  on  both  sides  the  sail-yard,  where  some  sat 
croaking,  and  others  peddng  the  rads  of  the  ropes.  AU 
looked  upon  this  as  an  Ol  omen ;  yet  Qicero  went  on  shore, 
and,  entering  his  house,  biy  down  to  repose  hhnsdt  In  the 
meantime  a  number  of  the  crows  settled  in  the  chambM-- 
window,  and  croaked  in  the  most  doleful  manner.  One  of 
them  even  entered  it,  and,  alighting  on  the  bed,  attempted 
with  its  beak  to  draw  oflT  the  clothes  with  which  he  had 
covered  his  face.  On  sight  of  this,  the  servants  began  to 
reproach  themselves.  *  Shall  we,'  said  they,  *  remain  to  be 
spectators  of  our  master's  murder?  Shall  we  not  protect 
him,  so  innocent  and  so  great  a  suiEirer  as  be  is,  when  the 
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Still  gazing  on  the  lorely  Aj, 

Whose  radiance  woo*d  him — bat  to  die! 

Like  him,  vho  would  not  linger  there. 

Where  heaven,  earth,  ocean,  all  ore  fair  ? 

Who  midst  thy  glowing  scenes  could  dwell. 

Nor  bid  awhile  his  griefe  fiuvwell  1 

Hath  not  thy  pure  and  genial  air 

Balm  for  all  BBdneas  but  despair  V' 

No !  there  are  pangs  whose  deep-worn  trace 

Not  all  thy  magic  can  efibo*  1 

Hearts  by  unkindness  wrung  may  leani 

The  world  and  all  its  gifts  to  vpam ; 

Time  may  steal  on  with  sQeat  tread. 

And  dry  the  tear  that  mourns  the  dead, 

May  change  fond  loTe,  subdue  regret. 

And  teach  e'en  Tengeance  to  foiget : 

But  thou,  Bemorse  1  there  is  no  chann 

Thy  sting,  avenger,  to  disarm  1 

Vain  are  bri^t  sons  and  laughing  skies 

To  soothe  thy  victim's  agonies : 

The  heart  onoe  made  thy  bonung  throne. 

Still,  while  it  beats^  is  thine  aloiWb 

In  vain  for  Otho's  joyless  eye 
Smile  the  fiiir  scenes  of  Italy, 
As  through  her  landscapes'  rich  SREy 
Th'  imperial  pilgrim  bends  his  way. 
Thy  form,  Crescentius  1  on  his  sight 
Bises  when  nature  laiighs  in  light. 
Glides  roimd  him  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Is  present  in  his  festal  bower. 
With  awM  voice  and  frowning  mien. 
By  all  but  him  unheard,  unseen. 
Oh  !  thus  to  shadows  of  the  grave 
Be  every  tyrant  still  a  slave  1 

Where,  through  Qargano's  woody  dells. 
O'er  bending  oaks  the  north  wind  swells,' 

brat«  CTMtturw  give  him  marics  of  tlnir  care  and  attention  ?  * 
Then,  partfy  by  entreaty,  partly  by  fcmoe,  tbey  got  him  into 
hii  Utter,  and  carried  him  toward!  the  sea.**— Plutakcr, 
Ufiqf  Cicero, 

*  **  Now  purer  air 
Heete  hie  ai^itoach,  and  to  the  lieart  inqiirae 
Vernal  delii^t  and  Joy,  able  to  drive 
All  ladnea  but  despair.**— Miltoh. 

s  ICountGargano.  *' TUe  ridge  of  mountidns  forme  a  Tcry 
large  promontory  adTancing  into  the  Adriatic,  and  separated 
from  the  Apennines  on  the  west  by  the  plains  of  Luostm  and 
San  Severo.  We  took  a  ride  into  the  heart  of  the  mountains 
through  shady  dells  and  noble  woods,  which  broo^t  to  our 
minds  the  venerable  grovee  that  in  ancient  times  bent  with 
the  hnd  winds  sweeping  along  the  ragged  sidce  of  Gexfanns : 

'▲qvlloaibin 
Qa«rMla  Oargaal  labonuit, 
tt  MIto  TMoSBtor  oraL'-IioBAca. 


A  sainted  hermit's  lowly  tomb 
Is  bosom'd  in  umbrageous  g^oom. 
In  shades  that  saw  him  live  and  die 
Beneath  their  waving  canopy. 
Twas  hifl^  as  legends  tell,  to  share 
The  converse  of  immortals  there ; 
Around  that  dweller  of  the  wild 
There  "  bright  appearances"  have  smiled. 
And  angel-wings  at  eve  have  been 
Gleaming  the  shadowy  boughs  between. 
And  oft  from  that  secluded  bower 
Hath  breathed,  at  midnight's  calmer  hout^ 
A  sweU  of  viewless  harps,  a  sound 
Of  warbled  anthems  pealing  round. 
Oh,  none  but  voices  of  the  sky 
Mig^t  wake  that  thrilling  harmony. 
Whose  tones,  whose  very  echoes  made 
An  Eden  of  the  lonely  shade  ! 
Tears  have  gone  by ;  the  hermit  sleeps 
Amidst  Qargano's  woods  and  steeps ; 
Ivy  and  flowers  have  half  o'ergrown 
And  veil'd  his  low  sepulchral  stone : 
Tet  still  the  spot  is  holy,  still 
Celestial  footsteps  haunt  the  hill  ; 
And  oft  the  awe-struck  mountaineer 
ASrial  vesper-hymns  may  hear 
Around  those  forest-precincts  float. 
Soft,  solemn,  'dear,  but  still  remote. 
Oft  will  AfiSiction  breathe  her  plaint 
To  that  rude  shrine's  departed  saint. 
And  deem  that  spirits  of  the  blest 
There  shed  sweet  influence  o'er  her  breast 

And  thither  Otho  now  repairs. 
To  soothe  his  soul  with  vows  and  praters 
And  if  for  him,  on  holy  groimd. 
The  lost  one.  Peace,  may  yet  be  found. 
Midst  rocks  and  forests,  by  the  bed 
Where  calmly  sleep  the  sainted  dead. 
She  dwells,  remote  from  heedless  eye. 
With  nature's  lonely  majesty. 

Vain,  vain  the  search  ! — ^his  troubled  bn 
Nor  vow  nor  penance  lulls  to  rest : 
The  weary  pilgrimage  is  o'er. 
The  hopes  that  cheor'd  it  are  no  more. 
Then  sinks  his  soul,  and  day  by  day 
Youth's  buoyant  energies  decay. 

**  There  is  still  a  respectable  forest  of  evogreen  and 
mon  oak,  pine,  hornbeam,  chestnut,  and  manna-adL 
sheltered  TsUeys  are  industriously  cultirafeed,  and  seem 
blest  with  luxuriant  vegetation.**— Swinbuknk's  IVrnn 

s  "  In  yonder  nether  worid  where  shall  I  seek 

llis  bright  appearances,  or  footstep  trace  7  **— Mn.' 
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The  light  of  health  his  eye  hath  flown. 
The  glow  that  tinged  his  cheek  is  gone. 
Joyless  as  one  on  whom  is  laid 
Some  baleful  spell  that  bids  him  &de, 
Extending  its  mysterious  power 
O'er  every  scene,  o'er  every  hour : 
Ken  thus  he  withers ;  and  to  him 
Italians  brilliant  skies  are  dim. 
He  withers — ^in  that  glorious  clime 
Where  Nature  laughs  in  scorn  of  Time ; 
And  suns,  that  shed  on  all  below 
Their  ftill  and  vivifpng  glow, 
Yroim.  him  alone  their  power  withhold^ 
And  leave  his  heart  in  darkness  cold. 
Earth  blooms  around  him,  heaven  is  fiiir — 
He  only  seems  to  perish  there. 

Tet  sometimes  will  a  transient  smile 
Flay  o'er  his  &ded  cheek  awhile. 
When  breathes  his  minstrel  boy  a  strain 
.Of  power  to  lull  all  earthly  pain — 
So  wildly  sweet,  its  notes  might  seem 
Th'  ethereal  music  of  a  dream, 
A  q>irit*s  voice  from  worlds  unknown. 
Deep  thrilling  power  in  every  tone  ! 
Sireet  is  that  lay  I  and  yet  its  flow 
Hath  language  only  given  to  woe ; 
And  if  at  times  its  wakening  swell 
S(Hne  tale  of  glory  seems  to  tell. 
Soon  the  proud  notes  of  triimiph  die. 
Lost  in  a  dirge's  harmony. 
Oh !  many  a  pong  the  heart  hath  proved. 
Hath  deeply  sufier'd,  fondly  loved, 
Ere  the  sad  strain  could  catch  from  thence 
Sndi  deep  impassion'd  eloquence ! 
Yea !  gaze  on  him,  that  minstrel  boy — 
He  is  no  child  of  hope  and  joy  t 
lliougb  few  his  years,  yet  have  they  been 
Such  as  leave  traces  on  the  mien. 
And  o'er  the  roses  of  our  prime 
Btatthe  other  bli^ts  than  those  of  time^ 

Yet  seems  his  q>irit  wUd  and  proud, 
"Bj  grief  unsoften'd  and  unbow'd. 
Oh  !  there  are  sorrows  which  impart 
A  sternness  foreign  to  the  heart. 
And,  rushing  with  an  earthquake's  power. 
That  makes  a  desert  in  an  hour. 
Bouse  the  dread  passions  in  their  course. 
As  tempests  wake  the  billows'  force ! — 
T^  sad,  on  youthful  Qmdo's  fkce. 
The  stamp  of  woes  like  these  to  trace. 
Gh !  where  can  ndns  awe  mankind 
Dark  as  the  ruins  of  the  mind  1     ** 


His  mien  is  lofty,  but  his  gaze 
Too  well  a  wandering  soul  betrays : 
His  fbll  dark  eye  at  times  is  bright 
With  strange  and  momentary  light. 
Whose  quick  uncertain  flashes  throw 
O'er  his  pale  cheek  a  hectic  glow : 
And  oft  his  features  and  his  air 
A  shade  of  troubled  mystery  wear, 
A  glance  of  hurried  wildness,  fraught 
With  some  unfieithomable  thought. 
Whate'er  that  thought,  still  unezpress'd 
Dwells  the  sad  secret  in  his  breast ; 
The  pride  his  haughty  brow  reveals 
All  other  passion  well  conceals — 
He  breathes  each  wounded  feeling's  tone 
In  music's  eloquence  alone ; 
His  soul  8  deep  voice  is  only  pour'd 
Through  his  full  song  and  swelling  chord. 

He  seeks  no  Mend,  but  shuns  the  train 
Of  courtiers  with  a  proud  disdain ; 
And,  save  when  Otho  bids  his  lay 
Its  half  unearthly  power  essay 
In  hall  or  bower  the  heart  to  thrill. 
His  haunts  are  wild  and  lonely  stilL 
Far  distant  from  the  heedless  throng; 
He  roves  old  Tiber's  banks  along; 
Where  Emjnre's  desolate  remains 
lie  scattered  o'er  the  silent  plains ; 
Or,  lingering  midst  each  ruin'd  shrine 
That  strews  the  desert  Palatine, 
With  mournful  yet  commanding  mien. 
Like  the  sad  genius  of  the  scene. 
Entranced  in  awful  thought  appears 
To  commune  with  depcurted  years. 
Or  at  the  dead  of  night,  when  Homo 
Seems  of  heroic  shades  the  home ; 
When  Tiber's  murmuring  voice  recalls 
The  mighty  to  their  ancient  halls ; 
When  hush'd  is  every  meaner  sound. 
And  the  deep  moonlight-calm  around 
Leaves  to  the  solemn  scene  alone 
The  majesty  of  ages  flown — 
A  pilgrim  to  each  hero's  tomb, 
He  wanders  through  the  sacred  gloom ; 
And  midst  those  dwellings  of  decay 
At  times  will  breathe  so  sad  a  lay, 
So  wUd  a  grandeur  ia  each  tone, 
'Tis  like  a  dixge  for  empires  gone  ! 

Awake  thy  pealing  harp  again, 
But.breathe  a  more  exulting  strain. 
Young  Quido  !  for  awhile  fbrgot 
Be  the  dark  secrets  of  thy  lot, 
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'  And  rouse  tli'  ixuspiring  soul  of  song 
To  speed  the  bonquet's  hour  along ! — 
The  feast  is  spread,  and  music's  call 
Is  echoing  through  the  royal  hall. 
And  banners  wave  and  trophies  shine 
0*er  stately  guests  in  glittering  line ; 
And  Otho  seeks  awhile  to  chase 
The  thoiights  he  never  can  erase, 
And  bid  the  voice,  whose  murmurs  deep 
Rise  like  a  spirit  on  his  sleep — 
The  still  small  voice  of  conadenoe — die. 
Lost  in  the  din  of  reveliy. 
On  his  pale  brow  dejection  lowers, 
But  that  shall  yield  to  festal  hours ; 

/A  gloom  is  in  his  fiided  eye. 
But  that  from  music's  power  shall  fly ; 
His  wasted  cheek  is  wan  with  care, 
But  mirth  shall  spread  fresh  crimson  there. 
Wake,  Giiido  !  wake  thy  numbers  high, 
Strike  the  bold  chord  exultingly  ! 
And  pour  upon  the  enraptured  ear 
Such  strains  as  warriors  love  to  hear  ! 
Let  the  rich  mantling  goblet  flow. 
And  banish  aught  resembling  woo ; 
And  if  a  thought  intrude,  of  power 
To  mar  the  bright  convivial  hour. 
Still  must  its  influence  lurk  unseen. 
And  doud  the  heart — ^but  not  the  mien  ! 

Away,  vain  dream  !^on  Otho*s  brow. 
Still  darker  lower  the  shadows  now ; 
Changed  are  his  features,  now  o'ersprcad 
With  the  cold  paleness  of  the  dead ; 
Now  crimson'd  with  a  hectic  dye, 
The  burning  flush  of  agony  ! 
His  lip  is  quivering,  and  his  breast 
Heaves  with  convulsive  pangs  oppress'd ; 
Now  his  dim  eye  seems  fix'd  and  glazed. 
And  now  to  heaven  in  anguish  raised ; 
And  as,  with  imavailing  aid. 
Around  him  throng  his  guests  dismay'd, 
He  sinks — ^while  scarce  his  struggling  breath 
Hath  power  to  falter— "This  is  death  !" 

Then  rush'd  that  haughty  child  of  song, 
Dark  Guido,  through  the  awe-struck  throng. 
Fill'd  with  a  strange  delirious  light. 
His  kindling  eye  shone  wildly  bright ; 
And  on  the  sufi'erer  s  mien  awhile 
Gazing  with  stem  vindictive  smile, 
A  feverish  glow  of  triumph  dyed 
His  burning  cheek,  while  thus  he  cried : — 
"  Yes  !  these  are  death-pangs — on  thy  brow 
Is  set  the  seal  of  vengeance  now  I 


Oh  !  well  was  mix'd  the  deadly  drau^^t. 
And  long  and  deeply  hast  thou  quafiTd; 
And  bitter  as  thy  pangs  may  be, 
They  are  but  guerdons  meet  from  me  ! 
Tet  these  are  but  a  moment's  throes — 
Howe'er  intense,  they  soon  shall  close. 
Soon  shalt  thou  yield  thy  fleeting  breath — 
My  life  hath  been  a  lingering  death. 
Since  one  dark  hour  of  woe  and  crimen 
A  blood-spot  on  the  page  of  time  ! 

"  Deem'st  thou  my  mind  of  reason  void  I 
It  is  not  frenzied — but  destroyed  ! 
Ay !  view  the  wreck  with  shuddering  thought- 
That  work  of  ruin  thou  hast  wrou^t ! 
The  secret  of  thy  doom  to  tell. 
My  name  alone  suffices  well ! 
Stephania ! — once  a  hero*s  bride  ! 
Otho  !  thou  know  st  the  rest — he  died, 
Tes  !  trusting  to  a  monarch's  word. 
The  Roman  fell,  untried,  unheard  ! 
And  thou,  whose  every  pledge  was  vain. 
How  couldst  thou  trust  in  aught  again ) 

'"  He  died,  and  I  was  changed — ^my  soul, 
A  lonely  wanderer,  spum'd  control 
From  peace,  and  light,  and  glory  hurl'd. 
The  outcast  of  a  purer  world, 
I  saw  each  brighter  hope  o'erthrown. 
And  lived  for  one  dread  task  alone. 
The  task  is  closed,  fulfilled  the  vow — 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  thee  now. 
Betrayer  !  in  thy  turn  betray'd. 
The  debt  of  blood  shall  soon  be  paid  ! 
Thine  hour  is  come — the  time  hath  been 
My  heart  had  shrunk  from  sudi  a  scene  ; 
That  feeling  long  is  past — my  fiite 
Hath  made  me  stem  as  desolate. 

*'  Ye  that  around  me  shuddering  stand. 
Ye  chie&  and  princes  of  the  land ! 
Mourn  ye  a  guilty  monarch's  doom  ? 
Ye  wept  not  o'er  the  patriot's  tomb  ! 
He  sleeps  unhonour'd — yet  be  mine 
To  share  his  low,  neglected  shrine. 
His  soul  with  freedom  finds  a  home. 
His  grave  is  that  of  glory — ^Rome  ! 
Are  not  the  great  of  old  with  her. 
That  dty  of  the  sepulchre  1 
Lead  me  to  death  !  and  let  me  share. 
The  slumbers  of  the  mighty  there  !** 

The  day  departs — ^that  fearful  day 
Fades  in  calm  loveliness  away : 
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FVom  puxple  heavens  its  liDgering  beam 
Seems  melting  into  Tiber^s  stream, 
And  softl J  tints  each  Roman  hill 
With  glowing  lights  as  dear  and  still 
As  if,  mistain'd  by  crime  or  woe. 
Its  homn  had  pass'd  in  silent  flow. 
The  day  sets  calmly — ^it  hath  been 
HaxiL'd  with  a  strange  and  awful  scene: 
One  guilty  bosom  throbs  no  more. 
And  Otho  8  pangs  and  life  are  o'er. 
And  thou,  ere  yet  another  sun 
His  burning  race  hath  brightly  run. 
Released  from  anguish  by  thy  foes. 
Daughter  of  Rome  !  shalt  find  reposa 
Tes  1  on  thy  country's  lovely  sky 
Fix  yet  onoo  more  thy  parting  eye  t 
A  few  short  hours — and  all  shall  be 
The  silent  and  the  past  for  thee. 
Oh  !  thus  with  tempests  of  a  day 
We  struggle,  and  we  pass  away, 
liko  the  wild  billows  as  they  sweep, 
Leavi]%  no  vestige  on  the  deep  1 
And  o*er  thy  dark  and  lowly  bed 
The  sons  of  future  days  shall  tread. 
The  pangs,  the  conflicts,  of  thy  lot, 
By  them  unknown,  by  thee  forgot. 


THE  LAST  BA:^QUET  OF  ANTONY  AND 

CLEOPATRA. 

[*'  Antony,  eondudlng  that  he  ooukl  not  die  more  hoootir- 
tlity  than  in  battle,  determined  to  attack  Ccaar  at  the  aune 
time  both  bj  eea  and  land.  The  night  preceding  the  execu- 
tim  of  thia  deelgn ,  be  ordered  liis  servants  at  supper  to  render 
liim  their  beet  senricee  that  erenfaig,  and  flil  the  wine  round 
pientifaHy,  for  tlie  day  following  they  might  belong  to  another 
r,  whilst  he  toy  extended  on  the  ground,  no  longer  of 
either  to  them  or  to  himself.  His  friends  were 
I,  and  wept  to  hear  him  talk  thus ;  which  when  he 
peicetfwl,  be  enoouraged  them  by  assurances  that  his  ezpec> 
tatioas  of  a  glorious  victory  were  at  least  equal  to  those  of  an 
hoooivable  death.  At  the  dead  of  night,  when  universal 
siisiiee  reigned  through  the  city-«  silence  that  was  deepened 
bj  the  awful  thought  of  the  ensuing  day— on  a  sudden  was 
heard  the  sound  of  musical  instruments,  and  a  noise  which 
reesBsbied  the  exdanuitions  of  Bacchanals.  This  tumultuous 
pffoeaesion  seemed  to  pass  through  the  whole  dty,  and  to  go 
out  at  the  gate  which  led  to  the  enemy's  camp.  Thoee  who 
refleetad  on  this  prodigy  concluded  that  Bacchus,  the  god 
whom  Antony  affected  to  bnitate,  had  then  forsaken  hfan.**— 
LajroBOKsrs'S  P/tilarcA.] 

Thy  foes  had  girt  thee  with  their  dread  array, 
O  stately  Alexandria ! — ^yet  the  soimd 

Of  mirth  and  music,  at  the  dose  of  day, 
Swell*d  from  thy  splendid  fieibrics  far  aroimd 


O'er  camp  and  wave.    Within  the  royal  hall. 
In  gay  magnificence  the  feast  was  spread ; 

And,  brightly  streaming  firom  the  pictured  wall, 
A  thousand  lamps  their  trembling  lustre  shed 

O'er  many  a  colimm,  rich  with  precious  dyes. 

That  tinge  the  marble's  vein,  'neath  Afric's  burn- 
ing skies. 

And  soft  and  clear  that  wavering  radiance  pla/d 

0  er  sculptured  forms,  that  round  the  pillar'd 
scene 
Calm  and  majestic  rose,  by  art  array'd 

In  godlike  beauty,  awfully  serene. 
Oh  !  how  imlike  the  troubled  guests,  reclined 

Rotmd  that  luxurious  board  ! — ^in  every  face 
Some  shadow  from  the  tempest  of  the  mind. 

Rising  by  fits,  the  searching  eye  might  trace. 
Though  vainly  mask'd  in  smiles  which  are  not 
mirth,  [of  earth. 

But  the  proud  spirif  s  veil  thrown  o'er  the  woes 

Their  brows   are   botmd  with  wreaths,  whoso 
transient  bloom 

May  still  survive  the  wearers — and  the  rose 
Perchance  may  scarce  be  wither'd,  when  the  tomb 

Receives  the  mighty  to  its  dark  repose  ! 
The  day  must  dawn  on  battle,  and  may  set 

In  death — ^but  fill  the  mantling  wine-cup  high  ! 
Despair  is  fearless,  and  the  Fates  e'en  yet 

Lend  her  one  hour  for  parting  revelry. 
They  who  the  empire  of  the  world  possess'd 
Would  taste  its  joys  again,  ere  all  exchangedforrest 

Its  joys  !  oh,  mark  yon  proud  Triumvir's  mieu. 

And  read  their  annals  on  that  brow  of  care  ! 
Midst  pleasure's  lotus-bowers  his  steps  have  been: 

Earth's  brightest  pathway  led  him  to  despair. 
Trust  not  the  glance  that  &in  would  yet  inspire 

The  buoyant  enci^es  of  days  gone  by ; 
There  is  delusion  in  its  meteor  fire. 

And  all  within  is  shame,  is  agony  1 
Away  !  the  tear  in  bitterness  may  flow,        [woe. 
But  there  are  smiles  which  bear  a  stamp  of  deeper 

Thy  cheek  is  sunk,  and  fipided  as  thy  fame, 

0  lost,  devoted  Roman  !  yet  thy  brow. 
To  that  ascendant  and  undying  name. 

Pleads  with  stem  loftiness  thy  right  e'en  now. 
Thy  glory  is  departed,  but  hath  left 

A  lingering  light  around  thee :  in  decay 
Not  less  than  kingly — ^though  of  all  bereft. 

Thou  seem'st  as  empire  had  not  pass'd  away. 
Supreme  in  ruin  !  teaching  hearts  elate 
A  deep  prophetic  dread  of  still  mysterious  £Eite  \ 
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Bat  thou,  enchantress  queen  1  whooe  love  hath 
made 

His  desolation — ^thou  art  by  his  side^ 
In  all  thy  sovereignty  of  charms  ansy'd. 

To  meet  the  storm  with  still  unoonquer^d  pride. 
Imperial  being  !  e*cn  though  many  a  stain 

Of  error  be  upon  thee,  there  is  power 
In  thy  commanding  nature,  which  shall  reign 

O'er  the  stem  genius  of  mi8fortune*s  hour ; 
And  the  dark  beauty  of  thy  troubled  eye 
E'en  now  is  all  illumed  with  wild  sublimity. 

Thine  aspect^  all  impassion'd,  wears  a  lig^t 

Inspiring  and  inspired — ^thy  dieek  a  dye^ 
Which  rises  not  from  joy,  but  yet  is  bright 

With  the  deep  glow  of  fisverish  eaeigy. 
Proud  siren  of  the  Nile  !  thy  glance  is  frau^t 

With  an  immortal  fire — ^in  every  beam 
It  darts,  there  kindles  some  heroic  thought, 

But  wild  and  awful  as  a  sibyl's  dream ; 
For  thou  with  death  hast  commimed  to  attain 
Dread  knowledge  of  the  pangs  that  ransom  from 
the  chain.^ 

And  the  stem  courage  by  such  musings  lent» 

Daughter  of  Afric  !  o'er  thy  beauty  throws 
The  grandeur  of  a  regal  spirit,  blent 

With  all  the  majesty  of  mighty  woes : 
While  ho,  so  fondly,  fatally  adored. 

Thy  fSEdlen  Roman,  gazes  on  thee  yet, 
Till  scarce  the  soul  that  once  exulting  soai'd 

Can  deem  the  day-star  of  its  glory  set ; 
Scarcehischarm'd  heart  believes  that  power  can  be 
In  sovereign  fi&te,  o'er  him  thus  fondly  loved  by 
thee. 

But  there  is  sadness  in  the  eyes  around. 

Which  mark  that  ruin'd  leader,  and  survey 
His  changeful  mien,  whence  oft  the  g^oom  profound 

Strange  triumph  chases  haughtily  away. 
"  Fill  the  bright  goblet,  warrior  guests  !**  he  cries; 

**  Quaff,  ere  we  part,  the  generous  nectar  deep ! 
Ere  sunset  gild  once  more  the  western  skies 

Your  chief  iu  cold  forgctfulness  may  sleep ; 
While  sounds  of  revel  float  o'er  shore  and  sea. 
And  the  red  bowl  again  is  crown'd — ^but  not  for  me. 

^  Cleopatra  made  a  coQection  of  poiaonoiif  drugs*  and  being 
decirons  to  know  which  waa  least  painftil  In  the  operation, 
she  tried  them  on  the  capital  conTieta.  Sooh  poiioni  as  were 
quick  in  their  operation,  she  found  to  be  attended  with  vkdent 
pain  and  conmlsions ;  such  as  were  milder  were  dow  in  their 
clTect :  she  therefore  applied  herself  to  the  examination  of 
venomous  creatures ;  and  at  length  die  found  that  the  bite 
of  the  asp  was  the  most  eligible  kind  of  death,  Ibr  It  bravght 
oa  a  gndual  kind  of  lethargy.— Sea  Px.uTAmca. 


"  Yet  weep  not  thus.    The  strugg^  is  not  o'er, 

0  victors  of  Fhilippi  !  many  a  field 
Hath  yielded  palms  to  as :  one  efibrt  more  ! 

By  one  stem  conflict  must  omr  doom  be  sesTd. 
Forget  not,  Romans  1  o'er  a  sulgect  worid 

How  royally  your  eagle's  wing  hath  spread. 
Though,  from  his  eyrie  of  dominion  hurl'd. 

Now  bursts  the  tempest  on  his  crested  hetd ! 
Yet  sovereign  still,  if  banish'd  frx>m  the  sky. 
The  sun  8  indignant  bird,  he  must  not  droop— bat 
die." 

The  feast  is  o'er.    Tis  night,  the  dead  of  nigiht— 

Unbroken  stillness  broods  o'er  earth  and  de^  ; 
From  Egypt's  heaven  of  soft  and  starry  light 

The  moon  lo(^  cloudless  o'er  a  world  of 
sleep. 
For  those  who  wait  the  mom's  awakening  besncs, 

The  battle-signal  to  decide  their  doom. 
Have  sunk  to  feverish  rest  and  troubled  dreams ;— 

Rest  that  shall  soon  be  calmer  in  the  tomb ; 
Dreams  dark  and  ominous,  but  ihert,  to  oetae, 
When  sleep  the  lords  of  war  in  solitude  and  peace. 

Wake,  slumberers  !  wake  !    Harit !  heard  ye  not 
asoimd 
Of  gathering  tumult  7 — Near  and  nearer  still 
Its  murmur  swells.    Above,  below,  around. 
Bursts  a  strange  chorus  forth,  confused  and 
shrilL 
Wake,  Alexandria  !  through  thy  streets  the  tread 

Of  steps  unseen  is  hurxying,  and  the  note 
Of  pipe,  and  lyre,  and  trumpet,  wild  and  dread. 

Is  heard  upon  the  midnight  air  to  float ; 
And  voices,  clamorous  as  iu  frenzied  mirth, 
Mingle  their  thousand  tones,  which  are  not  of  the 
earth. 


These  are  no  mortal  soimds — ^their  thrilling  i 

Hath  more  mysterious  power,  and  birth  mon 
high; 
And  the  deep  horror  chilling  every  vein 

Owns  them  of  stem  terrific  augury. 
Beings  of  worlds  xmknown  !  ye  pass  away, 

0  ye  invisible  and  awfiil  throng  ! 
Your  echoing  footsteps  and  resounding  lay 

To  CsBsar^s  camp  exulting  move  along. 

Thy  gods  forsake  thee,  Antony  !  the  d^ 

By  that  dread  sign  reveals  thy  doom — * 

and  die!"* 


«  "  To-morrow  in  the  battle  thtak  on  me. 

And  bll  thy  edgelees  sword ;  despair  and  die  !*' 


ill. 


ALARIC  IN  ITALY. 
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ALARIC  IN  ITALY. 

[After  dtteribiag  Am  oonqueti  of  Graeee  and  Itaty  bj  the 
jcrmen  aad  Scorthiaa  bordee  united  onder  the  comiiund  of 
Uarie,  the  hiatariui  of  Tht  DecUne  and  Fall  <fthe  Roman 
Saigfin  thus  proceeds : — "  Whether  fuse,  or  conqueet,  or 
icbee,  were  the  object  of  Alaric,  he  piuvaed  that  object  with 
in  Indeflfctjgnbie  ardour,  triiieh  could  ndtber  be  quelM  by 
idTcrei^  nor  atUated  fay  fuceeaa.  No  sooner  had  he  reached 
he  extreme  knd  of  Italy,  than  he  was  attracted  bj  the 
lelghbouring  prospect  of  a  fidr  and  peaceflil  island.  Yet  even 
Jm  poseession  of  Sicfly  he  considered  only  as  an  intermediate 
flep  to  the  fanportant  expedition  which  he  almdy  meditated 
igainst  the  eontlneat  of  Afirlea.  The  straits  of  Rhegium  and 
ifeasins  are  twdre  miles  in  length,  and,  in  the  narrowest 
^aasage,  about  one  mile  and  a  half  broad ;  and  the  fiibulous 
nonstent  of  the  deep— the  rocks  of  Scylla  and  the  whiripool  of 
[Hiaiybdi^— could  terrify  none  but  the  most  timid  and  unskilful 
narfnere :  jet,  as  soon  as  the  first  divisfon  of  the  Qotfas  had 
NBbailBed,  a  snddai  tempest  arose,  yihkh  sunk  or  scattered 
nany  of  the  tranq>orts.  Their  courage  was  daunted  by  the 
Mrron  of  a  new  dement ;  and  the  whole  design  was  defeated 
ij  the  pramature  death  of  Alaric,  which  fixed,  after  a  short 
ifineas,  the  fatal  term  of  his  conqfuests.  The  ferocious  cha- 
racter of  tiN  harberlnns  was  diqdayed  fai  the  Jbnenl  of  a 
ticro,  whoee  Tsknir  and  fortune  they  celebrated  with  moum- 
tal  appiaosek  By  the  labour  of  a  captlre  multitude,  they 
fordbly  Averted  the  oourae  of  the  Busentinus,  a  smaD  rirer 
that  wBdiee  the  walls  of  Consentia.  The  royal  sepulchre, 
adorned  with  the  splendid  spoils  and  trophies  of  Rome,  was 
eonstmcted  in  the  Taoant  bed ;  the  waters  were  then  restored 
to  thdr  natural  channel,  and  the  secret  spot  where  the  re- 
Doaina  of  Alaric  had  been  deposited  was  for  ever  concealed  by 
the  inhuman  massacre  of  the  prisoners  who  had  been  em- 
idf^ed  to  ezeente  the  work.**— Z^frUne  and  FaU  </Vu  Baman 
Ew^Ut,  ToL  T.  p.  329.3 

HxAJELD  ye  the  Qothic  tmmpefs  blast  ] 
The  march  of  hosts  as  Alaric  pasa'd  1 
His  steps  have  tracVd  that  glorious  dime, 
The  birth-place  of  heroic  time ; 
But  he,  in  northern  deserts  bred, 
Spared  not  the  living  for  the  dead,^ 
Nor  heard  the  voice  whose  pleading  cries 
From  temple  and  from  tomb  arise. 
He  pass'd — ^the  light  of  burning  fiemes 
Hath  been  his  torch  o'er  Grecian  plains ; 

1  After  the  taking  of  Athens  by  Sylla,  "though  such 
umibcrs  were  put  to  ttie  sword,  there  were  as  many  who  laid 
iolent  hands  upon  ttiemselTca  in  grief  for  their  sinking  ooun- 
ry.  What  reduced  the  best  men  among  them  to  this  deqMUr 
ifllnding  any  merqr  or  moderate  terms  for  Athens,  was  the 
leQ-known  cruelty  of  Sylla :  yet,  partly  by  the  interoeedon  of 
iUias  and  Gilliphon,  and  the  exiles  who  threw  themsdves 
1  his  feei--part]y  by  ttie  entreaties  of  the  senators  who 
(ttended  him  in  ttiat  expedition,  and  being  himself  ntiated 
ritb  Uood  beeides,  he  was  at  last  prevailed  upon  to  stop  his 
And  ;  and  in  compliment  to  the  ancient  Athenians,  he  said, 
iMfaigav*  the  many  for  the  sake  of  the  few,  the  Uvlfig  for 
%e  daad.* "— Plutarcb. 


And  woke  iliey  not— the  brave,  the  free. 
To  guard  their  own  Thermopylae  % 
And  left  they  not  their  silent  dwelling. 
When  Scythia's  note  of  war  was  swelling  ! 
No  1  ^ere  the  bold  Three  Hundred  alept^ 
Sad  freedom  battled  not— but  wept  I 
For  nerveless  then  the  Spartan's  hand. 
And  Thebes  could  rouse  no  Sacred  Band ; 
Nor  one  high  soul  from  slumber  broke 
When  Athens  own'd  the  nosihem  yoke. 

But  was  there  none  for  ihu  to  dare 
The  conflict^  scorning  to  despairt 
0  City  of  the  seven  proud  hills  ! 
Whose  name  e'en  yet  the  spirit  thrills. 
As  doth  a  clarion's  battlenadl — 
Didst  thou,  too,  ancient  empress,  fall  t 
Did  no  Camillus  from  the  chain 
Hansom  thy  Capitol  again  1 
Oh,  who  shall  tell  the  days  to  be 
No  patriot  rose  to  bleed  for  thee  ! 

Heard  ye  the  Qothic  trumpet^s  blast  1 
The  march  of  hosts  as  Alaric  pass'd  7 
That  fearful  sound,  at  midnight  deep,* 
Burst  on  the  Eternal  Cit3r's  sleep  : — 
How  woke  the  mighty  ?    She  whose  will 
So  long  had  bid  the  world  be  still. 
Her  sword  a  sceptre,  and  her  eye 
Th'  ascendant  star  of  destiny  I 
She  woke — ^to  view  the  dread  array 
Of  Scythians  rushing  to  their  prey. 
To  hear  her  streets  resound  the  cries 
Pour'd  from  a  thousand  agonies  1 
While  the  strange  light  of  flames,  that  gave 
A  ruddy  glow  to  Tiber's  wave. 
Bursting  in  that  terrific  hour 
From  £uie  and  palace,  dome  and  tower, 
Reveal'd  the  throngs,  for  aid  divine. 
Clinging  to  many  a  worshipp'd  shrine : 
Fierce  fitful  radiance  wildly  shed 
O'er  spear  and  sword,  with  carnage  red. 
Shone  o'er  the  suppliant  and  the  flying, 
And  kindled  pyres  for  Romans  dying. 

Weep,  Italy  !  alas,  that  e'er 
Should  tears  alone  thy  wrongs  declare  1 

*  '*  At  the  hour  of  midnight  the  Salarlan  gate  was  silently 
opened,  and  the  inhabitants  were  awakened  by  the  tremen- 
dous sound  of  the  Gothio  trumpet  Eleven  hundred  and 
sixty-three  yean  after  the  foundation  of  Rome,  the  imperial 
dty,  whk^  had  subdued  and  civilised  so  oondderable  a  por> 
tkm  of  mankind,  was  deUvered  to  the  Uc«ntk»is  Inry  of  the 
tribes  of  Gennany  and  Scarthia.'*-'2?«dln«  and  FaU  pftke 
Soman  Empire,  voL  v.  p.  311. 
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The  time  hath  been  when  thy  distress 
Had  ronsed  up  empires  for  redress  ! 
Now,  her  long  race  of  gloiy  run, 
Without  a  combat  Rome  is  won. 
And  firom  her  plundered  temples  forth 
Rush  the  fierce  children  of  the  North, 
To  share  beneath  more  genial  skies 
Each  joy  their  own  rude  dime  denies. 

Te  who  on  bright  Campania's  shore 
Bade  your  fiiir  villas  rise  of  yore. 
With  all  their  graceful  colonnades. 
And  crystal  baths,  and  myrtle  shades. 
Along  the  blue  Hesperian  deep, 
Whose  glassy  wayes  in  sunshine  sleep — 
BeneaUi  your  olive  and  your  vine 
Far  other  inmates  now  recline ; 
And  the  tall  plane,  whose  roots  ye  fed 
With  rich  libations  duly  shed,^ 
0*er  guests,  unlike  your  vanished  Mends, 
Its  bowery  canopy  extends. 
For  them  the  southern  heaven  is  glowing. 
The  bright  FlEdemian  nectar  flowing ; 
For  them  the  marble  halls  unfold. 
Where  nobler  behigB  dwelt  of  old. 
Whose  children  for  barbarian  lords 
Touch  the  sweet  lyre's  resounding  chords. 
Or  wreaths  of  Pscstan  roses  twine 
To  crown  the  sons  of  Elbe  and  Rhine. 
Yet,  though  luxurious  they  repose 
Beneath  Corinthian  porticoes — 
While  round  them  into  being  start 
The  marvels  of  triumphant  art — 
Oh  !  not  for  them  hath  Genius  given 
To  Psrian  stone  the  fire  of  heaven. 
Enshrining  in  the  forms  he  wrought 
A  bright  eternity  of  thought 
In  vain  the  natives  of  the  skies 
In  breathing  marble  round  them  rise. 
And  sculptured  nymphs  of  fount  or  glade 
People  the  dark-green  laurel  shade. 
Cold  are  the  conqueror's  heart  and  eye 
To  visions  of  divinity ; 
And  rude  his  hand  which  dares  deface 
The  models  of  immortal  grace. 

Arouse  ye  firom  your  soft  delights  \ 
Chieftains  !  the  war-note's  call  invites ; 

1  The  plaiw-tree  was  much  cidtivated  among  tlie  Romaiia, 
on  aeooant  of  its  extraordinary  ahade ;  and  tbqr  naed  to 
nooTHh  it  with  wino  instead  of  water,  beHeving  (m  Sir  W. 
Temple  observes)  that "  this  tree  iored  that  Uqnor  as  weB  as 
those  who  osed  to  diinic  it  under  Its  siiade.**— See  the  notss  to 
Mcufom'e  Ftinp, 


And  other  lands  must  yet  be  won. 
And  other  deeds  of  havoc  done. 
Warriors  !  your  flowery  bondage  break , 
Sons  of  the  stormy  North,  awake  ! 
The  barks  are  launching  from,  the  steep- 
Soon  shall  the  Isle  of  Ceres  weep,* 
And  Afric's  burning  winds  afiu: 
Waft  the  shrill  sounds  of  Alaric's  war. 
Where  shall  his  race  of  victory  dosel 
When  shall  the  ravaged  earth  repose? 
But  hark  !  what  wildly  mingling  cries 
From  Seythia's  camp  tumultuous  rise! 
Why  swells  dread  Alaric's  name  on  air  1 
A  sterner  conquerer  hath  been  there ! 
A  conqueror — yet  his  paths  are  peace. 
He  comes  to  bring  the  world's  release ; 
He  of  the  sword  that  knows  no  sheath. 
The  avenger,  the  deliverer — Death  ! 

Is  then  that  daring  spirit  fled  ? 
Doth  Alaric  slumber  with  the  deadi 
Tamed  are  the  warrior's  pride  and  strengil 
And  he  and  earth  are  calm  at  length. 
The  land  where  heaven  unclouded  shines, 
Where  sleep  the  sunbeams  on  the  vines ; 
The  land  by  conquest  made  his  own. 
Can  yield  him  now — a  grave  alone. 
But  his — her  lord  from  Alp  to  sea — 
No  common  sepulchre  shall  be  ! 
Oh,  make  his  tomb  where  mortal  eye 
Its  buried  wealth  may  ne'er  desciy  ! 
Where  mortal  foot  may  never  tread 
Above  a  victor-monarch's  bed. 
Let  not  his  royal  dust  be  hid 
'Neath  star-aspiring  pyramid ; 
Nor  bid  the  gabher'd  mound  aiise, 
To  bear  his  memory  to  the  skies. 
Tears  roll  away — oblivion  claims 
Her  triiunph  o'er  heroic  names ; 
And  hands  profane  disturb  the  clay 
That  once  was  fired  with  glory's  ray ; 
And  Avarice,  from  their  secret  gloom. 
Drags  e'en  the  treasures  of  the  tomb. 
But  thou,  0  leader  of  the  finee  ! 
That  general  doom  awaits  not  thee : 
Thou,  where  no  step  may  e'er  intrude* 
Shalt  rest  in  regal  solitude. 
Till,  bursting  on  thy  sleep  profoimd. 
The  Awakencr's  final  trumpet  soimd. 
Turn  ye  the  waters  from  their  course. 
Bid  Nature  yield  to  human  force. 


1  SicOy  was  anciently  considered  as  the  &T0Qred  and ; 
liar  dominion  of  Ceres. 
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And  faoliow  in  the  torrent's  bed 
A  chamber  for  the  mightj  dead. 
The  wori:  is  done — the  captire's  hand 
Hath  well  obey'd  his  lord's  command. 
Within  that  royal  tomb  are  cast 
The  lichest  trophies  of  the  past, 
The  wealth  of  many  a  stately  dome, 
The  gold  and  gems  of  plimder'd  Bome; 
And  when  the  midnight  stars  are  beaming, 
And  ocean  waves  in  stillness  gleaming, 
Stem  in  their  grief,  his  warriors  bear 
The  Chastener  of  the  Nations  there ; 
To  rest  at  length  finom  victory's  toil, 
Alone^  with  all  an  empire's  spoil ! 

Then  the  fireed  current's  rushing  wave 
BoUs  o'er  the  secret  of  the  grave ; 
Then  streams  the  martyr'd  captives'  blood 
To  crimson  that  sepulchral  flood. 
Whose  conscious  tide  alone  shall  keep 
The  mystery  in  its  bosom  deep. 
Time  hath  past  on  since  then — and  swept 
nom  earth  the  mns  where  heroes  slept ; 
Temples  of  gods  and  domes  of  kings 
Are  mouldering  with  foxgotten  things ; 
Tet  not  shall  ages  e'er  molest 
The  viewless  homo  of  Alaric's  rest : 
Still  rolls,  Uke  them,  the  unfailing  river, 
The  guardian  of  his  dust  for  ever. 


THE  WIPE  OF  ASDRUBAL. 


t"Thi«  governor,  who  had  braved  deatli  when  it  tras  at  a 

Manee,  and  protested  that  the  lun  should  never  eee  him 

NTflve  CMlhag»— thii  fieroe  Aedmbal  was  so  mean-spirited 

as  to  ooma  alone,  and  privateljr  throw  himself  at  the  eon- 

qome^  tat.     The  general,  pleased  to  see  his  proud  rival 

hnnhled,  granted  his  lift,  and  kept  him  to  grace  his  triumph. 

The  CSuthagintans  In  the  dtadel  no  sooner  understood  that 

ttsir  eommander  had  abandoned  the  pboe,  than  they  threw 

epea  the  gates,  and  pot  the  proconsul  in  possession  of  BynM. 

The  »^ww*»»^  had  now  no  enemy  to  contend  with  but  the  nine 

bondred  deserters,  who,  being  reduced  to  despair,  retired  bito 

the  temple  of  Esculapiua,  which  was  a  second  citadd  within 

theint :  there  the  proconsul  attadnd  them ;  and  theee  un- 

ktppy  wratdies,  finding  there  was  no  way  to  eso^w,  set  fire 

to  the  temple.    A^  the  flames  spread,  they  retreated  from  one 

pert  to  another,  till  they  got  to  the  roof  of  the  building : 

tbsrs  Asdrubal's  wife  i^ipeared  in  her  best  appord,  as  if  tlie 

dsy  of  ber  death  had  been  a  day  of  triumph ;  and  alter  hav- 

iag  ottered  the  most  bitter  fanprecatlons  against  her  husband, 

ehoB  die  saw  «*M«jMng  below  with  EmOianns,  —  *  Base 

weard !  *  eatd  she, '  the  mean  things  thou  hast  done  to  save 

fliyHfc  diell  not  avaD  thee;  thoushalt  die  this  instant,  at 

iMt  in  thj  two  dtHdrsn.'   Having  thai  spoken,  she  drew 

««t  a  di«pr,  itaMed  tban  both,  and  while  they  wwe  yet 


straggling  for  life,  threw  them  from  the  top  of  the  temple,  and 
leaped  down  after  them  into  the  flames."— -^nd«n<  UrAvertak 
History.'} 

The  sun  sets  brightly — ^but  a  ruddier  glow 
O'er  Afnc's  heaven  the  flames  of  Carthage  throw. 
Her  walla  have  sunk,  and  pyramids  of  fire 
In  lurid  splendour  fh>m  her  domes  aspire; 
Sway'd  by  the  wind,  they  wave — ^while  glares  the 

sky 
As  when  the  desert's  red  simoom  is  nigh ; 
The  sculptured  altar  and  the  piUar'd  hall 
Shine  out  in  dreadful  brightness  ere  they  &11 ; 
Far  o'er  the  seas  the  light  of  ruin  streams — 
Rock,  wave,  and  isle  are  crimson'd  by  its  beams ; 
While  captive  thousands,  bound  in  Roman  chains. 
Gaze  in  mute  horror  on  their  burning  fanes ; 
And  shouts  of  triun^h,  echoing  &r  around. 
Swell  finom  the  victors*  tents  with  ivy  crown'd.^ 
•^But  mark !  from  yon  fiur  temple's  loftiest  height 
What  towering  form  bursts  wildly  on  the  sight. 
All  regal  in  magnificent  attire. 
And  sternly  beauteous  in  terrific  ire  ? 
She  might  be  deem'd  a  Pythia  in  the  hour 
Of  dread  communion  and  delirious  power ; 
A  being  more  than  earthly,  in  whose  eye 
There  dwells  a  strange  and  fieroe  ascendency. 
The  flames  ore  gathering  round — ^intensely  bright, 
Full  on  her  features  glares  their  meteor  light ; 
But  a  wild  courage  sits  triimiphant  there, 
The  stormy  grandeur  of  a  proud  despair ; 
A  daring  spirit,  in  its  woes  elate. 
Mightier  than  dtoth,  untameable  by  fate. 
The  dark  profusion  of  her  locks  unbound 
Waves  like  a  warrior's  floating  plimiage  round ; 
Flush'd  is  her  cheek,  inspired  her  haughty  mien — 
She  seems  the  avenging  goddess  of  the  scene. 
Are  those  her  infants,  that  with  suppliant  cry 
Cling  round  her  shrinking  as  the  flame  draws  nigh, 
Clasp  with  their  feeble  hands  her  goigeous  vest, 
And  fiodn  would  rush  for  shelter  to  her  breast  ? 
Is  that  a  mother's  glance,  where  stem  disdain. 
And  passion,  awfully  vindictive,  reign  ] 

Hx'd  is  her  eye  on  Asdrubal,  who  stands 
Ignobly  safe  amidst  the  conquering  bands ; 
On  him  who  left  her  to  that  burning  tomb. 
Alone  to  share  her  children's  martyrdom; 
Who,  when  his  coimtry  pcrish'd,  fled  the  strife. 
And  knelt  to  win  the  worthless  boon  of  life. 
"Live,  traitor !  live !"  she  cries,  "since  dear  to  thee. 
E'en  in  thy  fetters,  can  existence  be  ! 

1  It  was  a  Roman  custom  to  adorn  the  tente  of  victors 
with  ivy. 
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Seom'd  and  dishononi'd  live ! — ^with  blasted  name. 
The  Roman's  triumph  not  to  grace,  bat  shame. 
0  slaye  in  spirit !  bitter  be  thy  chain 
With  tenfold  angoish  to  avenge  my  pain  ! 
Still  may  the  mante  of  thy  children  rise] 
To  chase  calm  slumber  from  thy  ivearied  eyes ; 
Still  may  their  Toioes  on  the  haunted  air 
In  fearful  whispers  tell  Uiee  to  despair. 
Till  Tain  remorse  thy  wither'd  heart  consume. 
Scourged  by  relentleeB  shadows  of  the  tomb ! 
Ken  now  my  sons  shall  die— and  thou,  their  sire. 
In  bondage  safe,  shalt  yet  in  them  expire. 
Think'st  thou  I  lore  them  notl — ^Twas  thine  tofly— 
Tis  mine  with  these  to  suffer  and  to  die. 
Behold  their  fate  ! — the  arms  that  cannot  save 
Have  been  their  cradle,  and  shall  be  their  grare." 

Bright  in  her  hand  the  lifted  dagger  gleams, 
Swift  from  her  children's  hearts  the  life-blood 

streams; 
With  firantic  laugh  she  clasps  them  to  the  breast 
Whose  woes  and  passions  soon  shall  be  at  rest; 
lifts  one  appealing,  fi^enzied  glance  on  high^    [eye. 
Then  deep  midst  rolling  flames  is  lost  to  mortal 


HELIODORUS  IN  THE  TEMPLE. 


[From  MaetxAuSt  book  U.  chapter  3,  tow  21.  '*  Ilien  it 
would  have  pitied  a  man  to  lee  the  falling  down  of  the  nuilti> 
tode  of  all  10118,  and  the  fear  of  the  high  priest,  being  in  nicfa 
an  agony. — ^22.  They  then  called  npon  the  Afanigfaty  Lord  to 
keep  the  things  committed  of  tnut  aafe  and  lure,  for  Uioie 
that  had  committed  them.  — 23.  NevertheleM  Heliodonu 
executed  that  which  was  decreed. — 2i.  Now  as  he  was  there 
present  himself,  with  hb  guard  about  the  treasury,  the  Lord 
of  Spirits,  and  the  Prince  of  all  Power,  cansed  agreatiq;>pari- 
tion,  so  that  aQ  that  presumed  to  oome  in  with  him  were 
lurtftnishtd  at  the  power  of  God,  and  fainted,  and  were  sore 
afraid.— 2S.  For  there  appeared  unto  them  a  horse  with  a 
terrible  rider  npon  him,  and  adorned  with  a  very  faix  cover- 
ing ;  and  he  ran  fiercely,  and  smote  at  Hdiodorus  with  his 
fore-feet,  and  it  seemed  that  he  that  sat  npon  the  horse  had 
complete  harness  of  gold. — ^26.  Moreover,  two  other  ynmg 
men  appeared  before  him,  notable  in  strength,  excdient  in 
beauty,  and  oomdy  in  ^>pard,  who  stood  by  him  on  either 
side,  and  scourged  him  continually,  and  gave  hfan  many 
sore  stripes.— 27.  And  ndiodoms  fell  sodden^  to  the 
ground,  and  was  eompatsed  with  great  darkness;  but  thqr 
that  were  with  him  took  him  up,  and  pot  him  into  a  Utter. 
—28.  Thus  him  that  totely  came  with  great  train,  and  with 
all  his  guard  into  the  said  treasury,  they  carried  out,  being 
unable  to  help  himself  with  his  weapons,  and  manifestly 
thsy  admowledged  the  power  of  God.— 29.  For  he  by  ttie 
hand  of  Ood  was  cast  down,  and  lay  speechless  without  all 
hope  of  life."] 

A  aouHD  of  woe  in  Salem  !  moumfbl  cries  [pale, 
Bose  firom  her  dwellings — youthful  cheeks  were 


Tears  flowing  fiut  from  dim  and  aged  eyes. 
And  Toices  ynrngling  in  tumultuous  wail ; 
Hands  raised  to  heaven  in  agonj  of  prayer. 
And  powerless  wrath,  and  terror,  and  despair. 

Thy  daughters,  Judah  I  weepings  laid  aside 
The  regal  splendour  of  their  fiur  amy, 

With  the  rude  sackcloth  girt  their  beauty's  piidc^ 
And  thronged  the  streets  in  hmryin^  wild 
dismay; 

While  knelt  thy  priests  before  His  awful  shrine 

Who  made  of  old  nmowu  and  empire  thine. 

But  on  the  spoiler  moves  I    The  temple's  gatc^ 
The  bright,  the  beautiful,  his  guards  unfold ; 

And  all  the  scene  reyeals  its  solemn  states, 
Its  courts  and  pillarB,ridi  with  scnlptured  gold; 

And  man  with  eye  unhallow'd  views  th*  abode. 

The  sever  d  spot^  tiie  dwelUng-plaoe  of  God. 

Where  art  thou.  Mighty  Presence  !  that  of  yore 
Wert  wont  between  the  cherubim  to  rest, 

y eil'd  in  a  doud  of  gloiy,  shadowing  o'er 
Thy  sanetoary  the  chosen  and  the  Uest? 

Thou !  that  didst  make  Mr  Sion's  ark  thy  throne. 

And  call  the  oracle's  recess  thine  own  ! 

Angel  of  Qod  !  that  through  the  Assyrian  ho8t» 
Clothed  with  the  darkncBS  of  the  midnight  hour, 

To  tame  the  proud,  to  hush  the  invader's  boast, 
Didst  pass  triumphant  in  avenging  power. 

Till  burst  the  day-spring  on  the  silent  scene. 

And  death  alone  reveal'd  where  thou  hadst  been. 

Wilt  thou  not  wake,  0  Chastener  !  in  thy  mighty 
To  g^uard  thine  ancient  and  m^jestic  hill. 

Where  oft  from  heaven  the  full  Shechinah's  ligbt 
Hath  stream'd  the  house  of  holiness  to  fill  1 

Oh  I  yet  once  more  defend  thy  loved  domain. 

Eternal  One  I  Deliverer  1  rise  again  ! 

Feailess  of  thee,  the  plunderer  undismay'd 
Hastes  on,  the  sacred  chambers  to  explore 

Where  the  bright  treasures  of  the  fane  are  laid. 
The  orphan's  portion  and  the  widow's  store : 

What  recks  hit  heart  though  age  unsucoour'd  dic^ 

And  want  consume  the  cheek  of  in£uicy  ? 

Away,  intruders  . — ^hark  !  a  mighty  sound ! 

Behold,  a  burst  of  light  i — avray,  away  1 
A  fearful  glory  fills  the  temple  round, 

A  vision  bright  in  terrible  array  ! 
And  lo  I  a  steed  of  no  terrestrial  frame, 
His  path  a  whirlvrind  and  his  breath  a  flame ! 
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His  neck  is  clothed  with  thunder,  ^  and  his  mane 
Seems  waving  fire — ^the  IfinHlmg  of  his  eye 

Is  as  a  meteor — ardent  with  disdain 

His  glance,  his  gesture,  fierce  in  nu^esty  t 

Instinct  with  light  he  seems,  and  form'd  to  bear 

Some  dread  archangel  through  the  fields  of  air. 

But  who  is  he»  in  panoply  of  gold,  [form. 

Throned  on  that  burning  charger?  Bright  his 

Yet  in  its  brightness  awfiil  to  behold, 

And  girt  with  all  the  terrors  of  the  stonn  ! 

Ldghtmng  is  on  his  helmet's  crest — and  fear 

Shrinks  from  the  splendour  of  his  brow  severe. 

And  by  his  side  two  radiant  warriors  stand. 
All  arm'd,  and  kingly  in  commanding  grace — 

Oh !  more  than  kingly— godlike ! — sternly  grand. 
Their  port  indignant,  and  each  dazzling  feoe 

Beams  with  the  beauty  to  immortals  given. 

Magnificent  in  all  the  wrath  of  heaven. 

Then  sinks  each  gazer^s  heart — each  knee  is  bow'd 
In  trembling  awe ;  but,  as  to  fields  of  fight, 

Th'  unearthly  warsteed,  rushing  through  the 
crowd, 
Borsts  on  ^eir  leader  in  terrific  might ; 

And  the  stem  angels  of  that  dreod  abode 

PuTBue  Its  plunderer  with  the  scourge  of  God. 

Darkness — thick  daikneas  ! — ^low  on  earth  he  lies, 

Bash  Heliodorus — motionleas  and  pale- 
Bloodless  his  cheek,  and  o'er  his  shrouded  eyes 

llistB,  as  of  death,  suspend  their  shadowy  veil; 
And  thus  th'  oppressor,  by  his  fear-struck  train, 
Ib  borne  from  that  inviolable  fime. 

The  light  returns — the  warriors  of  the  sky 
Have  pass'd,  with  all  their  dreadful  pomp,  away  ; 

Then  wakes  the  timbrel,  sweUs  the  song  on  high 
IMnmphant  as  in  Judah's  elder  day ; 

Bcjoioe,  O  city  of  the  sacred  hiU  ! 

Salezn,  eonilt !  thy  God  is  with  thee  stilL 


la 


1  '• 


NIGHT-SCENE  IN  GENOA. 


tflmpt  qn*  1m  Gteoii  ponnniTotait  avec 

eootra  FlM,  Us  ^toient  ddchir^  eox-mteiet 

dtHtti    Les  confuls  d«  I'tonte  1160,  poor 

fhttiflMborwftraiigth?  HaslUum  clothed 
?"— Jiofr,  ebap.  xxxfac.  v.  19. 


r^tablir  1ft  poU  dans  lenr  pfttris,  tu  milieu  das  foctionsaourdei 
k  leur  Toiz  tt  phis  poisHOites  qu*eiix,  ftirent  oblige  d'oordir 
en  qnelque  sorte  une  conspiration.  lis  oommenc^rent  par 
s'aesorer  secr&temeot  des  dispositions  pftdflqaes  de  phisienn 
des  citoyens,  qui  oependant  ^toient  entnln^  dans  les  ^meutes 
par  leur  paNotiaTee  les  cheft  de  fKtion ;  pals,  se  concertaut 
avec  le  v^ndrable  vfaiUard,  Hugues,  leur  archevftqoe,  ils 
firent,  long-temps  avant  le  lever  du  s(deO,  appder  au  son  des 
cloches  les  dtojens  au  pariemmt :  ils  se  flattoient  que  hi 
surprise  et  Talamie  de  cette  convocation  inattwdue,  au 
milieu  de  I'bbscoritd  de  hi  nuit,  rendroll  llsssembUe  et  plus 
complete  et  phis  dodle.  lies  cHoTens,  en  acoourant  au 
parlement  gdndral,  virent,  au  milieu  de  la  pUoe  publique,  le 
vieil  arcIieT6que,  entour^  de  son  clerg^  en  luJbit  de  c^- 
monies,  et  portant  des  torches  allum^es;  tandis  que  les 
reliques  de  Saint  Jean  Bapttote,  le  protectcur  de  Gtoes, 
dtoient  exposal  devant  lul,  et  que  lee  dtojens  ke  plus 
respectables  portoient  k  leurs  mains  dee  croix  sundiantes. 
D^  que  Taaaembliie  ftit  fonnte,  le  vieiUard  se  leva,  et  de  sa 
voix  rwmH\  il  coiv)ura  les  chefo  de  parti,  au  nom  du  Dieu  de 
paix,  au  nom  du  salut  de  leurs  ftmes,  au  nom  de  leur  patrie 
et  de  hk  liberty,  dont  leurs  dlscordes  entnlaerolent  hi  mine, 
de  jurer  sur  I'^vangUe  Toubli  de  lean  querettes,  et  hi  paix  a 
venir. 

**  Les  h^nuts,  dte  quil  ent  flni  de  porter,  s'avanc^nt 
ausdtdt  vers  Rohtnd  Avogado,  te  chef  de  l*une  des  Ihctions, 
qui  dtoit  present  k  I'aasembl^,  et,  secondcs  par  les  aeofauna- 
tions  de  tout  le  peuple,  et  par  les  pri^res  de  see  parens  eux- 
mfimes,  ils  le  somm^nt  de  se  conformer  an  voen  des  consuls 
et  de  hi  nation. 

**  Roland,  k  teur  ^proche,  d^chisa  ses  habits,  et,  s'assejraut 
par  terre  en  vemnt  des  larmes,  II  appela  k  haute  voIx  les 
morts  qu*il  avoit  Jur^  de  venger,  et  qui  ne  hii  permettolent 
pas  de  pardonner  leurs  vieillee  ofliBness.  Ckunme  on  ne 
pouvoit  le  determiner  k  s*avanoer,  les  consuls  eux-mtases, 
rarchev£que  et  le  derg^,  s'approditeent  de  lui,  et,  renouv»- 
lant  teun  priires.  Us  rentralnirent  enfln,  et  lul  firent  Jurer 
sur  r^vangile  Toubli  de  ses  inimitite  pass^es. 

**  Les  chefs  du  parti  oontiaire,  Fonkjues  de  Castro,  et  Ingo 
de  Volta,  n'^toient  pas  prtens  k  I'assemblde,  mais  le  peupte 
et  le  derg^  se  pOTt^rent  en  foule  k  leurs  maisons;  ils  les 
tirouvtoent  deJ4  ^branl^  par  oe  quHs  venoient  d'apprendre, 
et,  profltant  de  leur  Motion,  Us  leur  firent  jurer  une  r^eon- 
dlhition  sincere,  et  donner  le  baiser  de  paix  aux  cbeii  de 
hi  &ction  oppose  Ahwa  les  docbes  de  hi  ville  sonnteent 
en  t^oignage  d'an^gresse,  et  Tarchev^que  de  retour  sur  la 
place  publique  entonna  un  Te  Deum  avec  tout  le  peuple,  en 
honneur  du  Dieu  de  paix  qui  avoit  sauvd  lenr  patrie.'*-^ 
HisMrt  da  lUpubliquet  JtaUennet,  voL  IL  pp.  14».1S0.] 

Ik  Genoa,  when  the  sunset  gave 
Its  last  warm  purple  to  the  ware. 
No  sound  of  war,  no  voice  of  fear, 
Was  heard,  announcing  danger  near : 
Though  deadliest  foes  were  there,  whoee  hate 
But  slumber  d  till  its  hour  of  &te, 
Tet  calmly,  at  the  twilight's  close, 
Sunk  the  wide  city  to  repose. 

But  when  deep  midnight  reign'd  around. 
All  sudden  woke  the  alarm-bell's  sound. 
Full  swelling,  while  the  hollow  breese 
Bore  its  dread  summons  oer  the  seaa. 
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Then,  Genoa,  from  their  slumber  started 

"Chieftains  and  warriors  !  ye,  so  long 

Thy  sonSy  the  free,  the  feailess-hearted ; 

Aroused  to  strife  by  mutual  wrong, 

Then  mingled  with  th*  awakemng  peal 

Whose  fierce  and  far-transmitted  hate 

y oioesy  and  steps^  and  dash  of  steeL 

Hath  made  your  country  desolate ; 

Arm,  warriors !  arm  !  for  danger  calls ; 

Now  by  the  love  ye  bear  her  name. 

Arise  to  guard  your  native  walls  ! 

By  that  pure  spark  of  holy  flame 

With  breathless  haste  the  gathering  throng 

On  freedom's  altar  brightly  burning, 

Huny  the  echoing  streets  along; 

B\lt,  nnr^  4»vti>£riiiHliAH,  TiA'er  returning; 

By  all  your  hopes  of  bliss  to  come 

Where  their  bold  counsels  still  convene. 

When  burst  the  bondage  of  the  tomb ; 

By  Him,  the  God  who  bade  us  live 

But  there  a  blaze  of  torches  bright 

To  aid  each  other,  and  foigive — 

Pours  its  red  radiance  on  the  night, 

I  call  upon  ye  to  resign 

0  er  fim^  and  dome,  and  oolimin  playing, 

Tour  discords  at  your  country's  shrine. 

With  eveiy  fitful  night-wind  swaying : 

Each  ancient  feud  in  peace  atone. 

Now  floating  o'er  each  tall  arcade. 

Wield  your  keen  swords  for  her  alone. 

Around  the  pillar'd  scene  displayed. 

And  swear  upon  the  cross,  to  cast 

In  light  relieved  by  depth  of  shade : 

ObUvion's  mantle  o'er  the  past ! " 

And  now,  with  ruddy  meteor  glare. 

Full  streaming  on  the  silveiy  hair 

No  voice  replies.    The  holy  bands 

And  the  bright  cross  of  him  who  stands 

Ad\*ance  to  where  yon  chieftain  stands. 

Bearing  that  sign  with  suppliant  hands, 

With  folded  arms,  and  brow  of  gloom 

Girt  with  his  consecrated  train. 

O'ershadow'd  by  his  floating  plume. 

The  hallowed  servants  of  the  fane. 

To  him  they  lift  the  cross — ^in  vain : 

Of  life's  past  woes  the  fi&ding  trace 

He  turns — oh  !  say  not  with  disdain. 

Hath  given  that  aged  patriarch's  face 

But  with  a  mien  of  haughty  grief. 

Expression  holy,  deep,  resign'd. 

That  seeks  not  e'en  frx>m  heaven  rehef. 

The  calm  sublimity  of  mind. 

He  rends  his  robes — he  sternly  speaks — 

Tears  o'er  his  snowy  head  have  pass'd. 

Tet  tears  are  on  the  warriors  cheeks: — 

And  left  him  of  his  race  the  last. 

"Father !  not  thus  the  wounds  may  close 

Alone  on  earth — ^yet  still  lus  mien 

Inflicted  by  eternal  foes. 

Is  bright  with  nui^jesty  serene  ; 

Doem'st  thou  ihy  mandate  can  cfiUce 

Ajid  those  high  hopes,  whose  guiding  star 

The  dread  volcano's  burning  trace  { 

Shines  frx>m  th*  eternal  worlds  afiir. 

Or  bid  the  earthquake's  ravaged  scene 

Have  with  that  light  illumed  his  eye 

Be  smiling  as  it  once  hath  been  ? 

Whose  fount  is  immortality, 

No  !  for  the  deeds  the  sword  hath  done 

And  o'er  his  features  pour'd  a  ray 

Foigiveness  is  not  lightly  won ; 

Of  gloiy,  not  to  pass  away. 

The  words  by  hatred  spoke  may  not 

He  seems  a  being  who  hath  known 

Be  as  a  summer  breeze  foi^ot ! 

Communion  with  his  God  alone. 

'Tis  vain — we  deem  the  war-fcud's  rage 

On  earth  by  nought  but  pity's  tie 

A  portion  of  our  heritage. 

Betain'd  a  moment  from  on  high  ! 

Leaders,  now  slumbering  with  their  fame, 

One  to  sublimer  worlds  allied. 

Bequeath'd  us  that  undying  flame  ; 

One  frt>m  all  passion  purified. 

Hearts  that  have  long  been  still  and  cold 

Fen  now  half  mingled  with  the  sky. 

Tet  rule  us  from  their  silent  mould ; 

And  all  prepared— oh  !  not  to  die — 

And  voices,  heard  on  earth  no  more, 

But,  like  the  prophet,  to  aspire. 

Speak  to  our  spirits  as  of  yore 

In  heaven's  triumphal  car  of  fire. 

Talk  not  of  mercy  ! — blood  alone 

He  speaks — and  frxHn  the  throngs  around 

The  stain  of  bloodshed  may  atone ; 

Is  heard  not  e'en  a  wlusper'd  sound ; 

Nought  else  can  pay  that  mighty  debt. 

Awestruck  each  heart,  and  fix'd  each  glance, 

The  dead  forbid  us  to  forget" 

They  stand  as  in  a  spell-bound  trance : 

He  speaks— oh !  who  can  hear  nor  own 

He  pauses.    From  the  patriarch's  brow 

The  might  of  eadi  prevailing  tone  ? 

There  beams  more  lofty  grandeur  now ; 
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His  reverend  form,  his  aged  hand, 
Assume  a  gesture  of  command ; 
His  Toice  is  awful,  and  his  eye 
Fill'd  with  prophetic  mi^jesty. 

"The  dead  ! — and  deem'st  thou  they  retain 
Aught  of  terrestrial  passion's  stain  ] 
Of  guilt  incurred  in  days  gone  by. 
Aught  but  the  fearful  penalty] 
And  say'st  thou,  mortal  t  blood  alone 
For  deeds  of  slaughter  may  atone  1 
There  hoik  been  blood — ^by  Him  'twos  shed 
To  expiate  every  crime  who  bled ; 
Th'  absolving  God,  who  died  to  save. 
And  rose  in  victoiy  fit>m  the  grave  ! 
And  by  that  stainless  offering  given 
Alike  for  all  on  earth  to  heaven ; 
By  that  inevitable  hour 
When  death  shall  vanquish  pride  and  power. 
And  each  departing  passion's  force 
Concentrate  all  in  late  remorse  ; 
And  by  the  day  when  doom  shall  be 
Paas'd  on  earth's  millions,  and  on  thee — 
The  doom  that  shall  not  be  repeal'd. 
Once  uttor'd,  and  for  ever  sealed — 
I  summon  thee,  0  child  of  day  f 
To  cast  thy  darker  thoughts  away. 
And  meet  thy  foes  in  peace  and  love. 
As  thou  wouldst  join  the  blest  above." 

Still  as  he  speaks,  unwonted  feeling 
Is  o'er  the  chieftain's  bosom  stealing. 
Oh,  not  in  vain  the  pleading  cries 
Of  anxious  thousands  round  him  rise ! 
He  yields :  devotion's  mingled  sense 
Of  £uth,  and  fear,  and  penitence. 
Pervading  all  his  soul,  he  bows 
To  offer  on  the  cross  his  vows. 
And  that  best  incense  to  the  skies. 
Each  evil  passion's  sacrifice. 

Then  tears  from  warriors'  eyes  were  flowing, 
High  hearts  with  soft  emotions  glowing ; 
Stem  foes  as  long-loved  brothers  greeting, 
And  ardent  throngs  in  transport  meeting ; 
And  eager  footsteps  forward  pressing. 
And  accents  loud  in  joyous  blessing ; 
And  when  their  first  wild  tumults  cease, 
A  thousand  voices  echo  "  Peace  I " 

Tvrilight's  dim  mist  hath  roll'd  away. 
And  the  rich  Orient  bums  with  day ; 
Then  as  to  greet  the  sunbeam's  birth, 
Biacs  the  choral  hymn  of  earth — 


Th'  exulting  strain  through  Genoa  swelling^ 
Of  peace  and  holy  rapture  telling. 

Far  float  the  sounds  o*er  vale  and  steep. 
The  seaman  hears  them  on  the  deep- 
So  mcllow'd  by  the  gale,  they  seem 
As  the  wild  music  of  a  dream. 
But  not  on  mortal  ear  alone 
Peals  the  triimiphant  anthem's  tone ; 
For  beings  of  a  purer  sphere 
Bend  with  celestial  joy,  to  hear. 
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['*  Not  onty  the  place  of  RiehardlB  oonfinement/'  (when 
thrown  into  prison  by  the  Duke  of  Austria,)  **  if  we  believe 
the  literary  tUstoty  of  the  ttqwa,  bat  even  the  drmtmtance 
of  hie  captivity,  was  carefully  conOaaled  by  hb  vindictive 
enemies  ;  and  both  might  liave  remained  unknown  but  for 
the  grateful  attachment  of  a  Provencal  bard,  or  minstrel, 
named  Blondd,  who  had  shared  that  princels  friendship  and 
tasted  his  bounty.  Having  travelled  over  all  the  European 
continent  to  leam  the  destiny  of  his  beloved  patron,  Blondel 
accidentally  got  intelligence  of  a  certain  castle  in  CSermany, 
where  a  prisoner  of  distinction  was  confined,  and  guarded 
with  great  vigflanoe.  Persuaded  by  a  secret  impulse  that  this 
prisoner  was  the  King  of  England,  the  minstrel  repaired  to 
the  place ;  but  the  gates  of  the  castle  vr«e  shut  against  hhn, 
and  he  could  obtain  no  Information  relative  to  the  name  or 
quality  of  the  unhappy  person  it  secured.  In  this  extremity, 
he  bethought  himself  of  an  expedient  for  making  the  desired 
discovery.  He  chanted,  with  a  toud  voice,  some  verses  of  a 
song  which  had  been  composed  partly  by  hlmsdf  ,  partly  by 
Richard;  and  to  his  unqieakaUe  joy,  on  making  a  pause,  he 
heard  it  re*echoedand  continued  by  the  royal  oqitive. — {Uist. 
TYoubadours.)  To  this  discovery  the  English  monarch  is 
said  to  liave  eventimOy  owed  his  release.**— See  Ru88kll'8 
Modem  Europe,  voL  L  p.  309. 

The  Troubadour  o'er  many  a  plain 

Hath  roam'd  unwearied,  but  in  vain. 

O'er  many  a  rugged  mountain-scene 

And  forest  wild  his  track  hath  been : 

Beneath  Calabria's  glowing  sky 

He  hath  sung  the  songs  of  chivalry ; 

His  voice  hath  swcll'd  on  the  Alpine  breeze. 

And  rung  through  the  snowy  Pyrenees  ; 

From  Ebro's  banks  to  Danube's  wave, 

He  hath  sought  his  prince,  the  loved,  the  brave ; 

And  yet,  if  still  on  earth  thou  art, 

Monarch  of  the  lion-heart ! 

The  faithfiil  spirit,  which  distress 

But  heightens  to  devotednees, 

By  toil  and  trial  vanquish'd  not. 

Shall  guide  thy  minstrel  to  the  spot. 
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He  hath  reach'd  a  mountain  hung  with  vine. 
And  woods  that  wave  o'er  the  lovely  Rhine : 
The  feudal  towers  that  crest  its  height 
Frown  in  unconquerable  might ; 
Dark  is  their  aspect  of  salloi  state — 
No  helmet  hangs  o'er  the  massy  gate  ^ 
To  bid  the  wearied  pilgrim  rest^ 
At  the  chieftain's  board  a  welcome  guest ; 
Vainly  rich  eyening^s  parting  smile 
Would  chase  the  gloom  of  the  haughty  pile. 
That  midst  bright  sunshine  lowers  on  high, 
Like  a  thimdcr-cloud  in  a  Bun^ncr  sky. 

Not  these  the  halls  where  a  child  of  song 
Awhile  may  speed  the  hours  along ; 
Their  echoes  should  repeat  alone 
The  tyrant's  mandate,  the  prisoner's  moan. 
Or  the  wild  himtsman's  bugle-blast, 
When  his  phantom  train  are  hurrying  past.' 
The  weaiy  minstrel  paused — ^his  eye 
RoTed  o'er  the  scene  dcspondingly  : 
Within  the  length*ning  shadow,  cast 
By  the  fortrofis-towors  and  ramparts  vast. 
Lingering  he  gazed.    The  rocks  around 
Sublime  in  savage  grandeur  fit>wn'd ; 
Proud  guardians  of  the  regal  flood, 
In  giant  strength  the  mountains  stood — 
By  torrents  cleft,  by  tempests  riven, 
Tet  mingling  still  with  the  calm  blue  heaven. 
Their  peaks  were  bright  with  a  sunny  glow. 
But  the  Rhino  all  shadowy  rolVd  below ; 
In  purple  tints  the  vineyards  smiled. 
But  the  woods  beyond  waved  dark  and  wild ; 
Nor  pastoral  pipe  nor  convent's  bell 
Was  heard  on  the  sighing  breeze  to  swell ; 
But  all  was  lonely,  silent,  rude, 
A  stem,  yet  glorious  solitude. 

But  hark  !  that  solemn  stillness  breaking, 
The  Troubadour  s  wild  song  is  waking. 


1  It  was  A  custom  in  feudal  tim«  to  bftng  out  a  helmet  on 
a  castle,  as  a  token  tha^ strangers  were  inTited  to  enter,  and 
I>artake  of  hospitality.  Bo  in  the  romance  of  '*  Peroeforeat,** 
*'  Qs  bsoient  mettre  an  phu  hault  de  leur  hostel  on  AecmfflMr, 
en  signe  que  tous  les  gentOs  hommes  et  gentUIes  tanmes  ea- 
trassent  hardiment  en  leur  hostel  comme  en  leur  propre.'* 

9  Popular  tradition  has  made  several  mountains  in  Ger- 
many the  haunt  of  the  ycVLd  Jager^  or  supernatural  hunts- 
man.  Tlio  sufMnititlous  talea  relating  to  the  Unterburg  are 
recorded  in  KuRtaco's  Ctaaieal  Tourt  and  It  is  still  believed 
in  the  romantic  dlitriot  of  the  OdenwaM,  that  the  knight  of 
Tlodtnstffin,  imiiliig  (tttm  his  ruined  castle,  announces  the 
appmach  nf  war  by  travenlnt  the  air  with  a  nolqr  armament 
to  the  opposltA  miitle  m  Uriinitllerte.— 4He  the  *'  Mamidpaw 
let  Vopageuri  «uf  Ik  tlMn,''  aii4  **  Autumn  on  ^^e  JUAm.** 


Full  oft  that  song  in  days  gone  by 
Hath  cheered  the  sons  of  chivalry  : 
It  hath  swell'd  o'er  Judah's  mountains  lone, 
Hcrmon  !  thy  echoes  have  leam'd  its  tone ; 
On  the  Great  Plain  '  its  notes  have  rung, 
The  leagued  Crusaders'  tents  among ; 
Twas  loved  by  the  Lion-hearty  who  won 
The  palm  in  the  field  of  Ascalon ; 
And  now  afar  o'er  the  rocks  of  Rhine 
Peals  the  bold  strain  of  Palestine. 

THE  TROUBADOUR'S  SONG. 

"  Thine  hour  is  come,  and  the  stake  is  set^" 
The  Soldan  cried  to  the  captive  knight^ 

"  And  the  sons  of  the  Prophet  in  throngs  are  met 
To  gaze  on  the  fearful  sight 

"  But  be  our  fiiith  by  thy  lips  profesi^dy 

The  faith  of  Mecca's  shrine, 
Cast  down  the  red-cross  thlit  marks  thy  vost^ 

And  life  shall  yet  be  thine." 

"  I  have  seen  the  flow  of  my  bosom's  blood. 

And  gazed  with  undaunted  eye ; 
I  have  borne  the  bright  cross  through  fireasid  flood. 

And  think'st  thou  I  fear  to  die  1 

"  I  have  stood  where  thousands,  by  Salem's  tower^ 

Have  falVn  for  the  name  Divine ; 
And  the  faith  that  cheer'd  their  dosing  hours 

Shall  be  the  light  of  mine." 

"  Thus  wilt  thou  die  in  the  pride  of  health. 
And  the  glow  of  youth's  fVesh  bloom  t 

Thou  art  offer'd  life,  and  pomp,  and  wealth, 
Or  torture  and  the  tomb.** 

"  I  have  been  where  the  crown  of  thorns  was  twined 

For  a  dying  Saviour's  brow ; 
Re  spum'd  the  treasures  that  lure  mankind. 

And  I  reject  them  now  !" 

>  The  Phdn  of  Esdr&elon,  called  by  way  of  eminence  the 
'*  Great  Plain  ;"  in  Scripture,  and  elsewhere,  the  **fleUI  of 
Megiddo,"  the  "  Galilean  Plain."  This  plain,  the  aoil  te- 
tile  part  of  all  the  land  of  Canaan,  has  been  the  soeae  of  aany 
a  memorable  contest  in  the  first  ages  of  Jewish  hlrtoiy,  as 
well  as  during  the  Roman  empire,  the  Crusades,  and  eren 
in  later  timet.  It  has  been  a  chosen  place  fbr  encampniant 
in  evwy  contest  carried  on  in  this  country,  from  the  days  of 
Nabuchodonoeor,  King  of  the  Aas^Tians,  until  the  dlsastroos 
march  of  Buonaparte  firom  Elgypt  into  Syria.  Wazrfors  out 
of  **  every  nation  which  la  under  heaven  "  have  pitched  their 
tents  upon  the  Plain  of  EsdrJlclon,  and  have  beheld  the  va- 
rious banners  of  their  nations  wet  with  the  dews  of  Hennon 
and  Thabor.— 2>r  ClarfeV  Travdt. 
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*  Art  thou  the  aoia  of  a  noble  line 

In  alandthit  18  £idr  and  blest  1 
And  doth  not  thy  spirity  proud  captive  !  pine 

Again  on  ita  ahovca  to  restl 

"  Thine  own  ia  the  choice  to  hail  once  more 

The  aoil  of  thy  fiither's  birth. 
Or  to  sleep,  when  thy  lingering  pangs  are  o'or. 

Forgotten  in  foroign  earth." 

"  Oh  !  £ur  are  the  Tine-dad  hilla  that  rise 

In  the  country  of  my  love ; 
But  yet,  though  doudlesa  my  native  akiea. 

There's  a  brighter  dime  above  1" 

The  bard  hath  pauaed — for  another  tone 
Blenda  with  the  muaic  of  hie  own ; 
And  hia  heart  beats  high  with  hope  again. 
Km  a  wdl4jiown  voice  prolongs  tho  strain. 

''Are  there  none  within  thy  fiUJier's  hall. 

Far  o'*er  the  wide  blue  main. 
Young  CSiristian  1  left  to  deplore  thy  &11, 

With  sorrow  deep  and  vaint" 

"There  are  hearta  that  still,  through  all  the  past, 

Unchanging  have  loved  mo  well ; 
There  axe  eyea  whose  teaia  were  streaming  &8t 

When  I  bade  my  home  farewelL 

"  Better  they  wept  o'er  tho  wanior^s  bier 

Than  th'  apostate's  living  stain ; 
There'a  a  land  where  thoso  who  loved  when  here 

Shall  meet  to  love  again." 

Tia  he  I  thy  prince— long  sought^  long  lost, 
Tlie  leader  of  the  red-cross  host  1 
Tia  be  ! — ^to  none  thy  joy  betray, 
Toong  Troubadour  !  away,  away  ! 
Awaj  to  the  island  of  tho  brave, 
Tlie  gem  on  the  bosom  of  the  wave ;  ^ 
Aiooae  the  aona  of  the  noble  soil 
To  win  their  lion  from  the  toiL 
And  free  tho  waasail-cup  shall  flow, 
Bn|^  in  each  ball  the  hearth  shall  glow ; 
The  feetal  board  shall  be  richly  crown'd. 
While  kmghti  and  chieftahis  revel  round. 
And  a  thoonnd  harps  with  joy  shall  ring, 
When  merry  England  hails  her  king. 

1  ••  Thk  pndoQi  ftom  Mt  in  the  mu*'— SfcAont  U. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CONRADIN. 

£'*  Ia  d^&ite  d«  Cooxadia  n*  d«voit  mettie  une  taniM  bI 
k  tes  niftlbeun,  ni  aux  v«Dg«ancecd»K>i  (Charte  d*  A^joo.) 
L'amour  du  peuple  pour  I'hMtier  l^time  du  trdne  aroit 
delate  d*une  maniire  effrayaste ;  fl  pouvolt  causer  de  noo- 
velles  r^rohitlons,  d  Conradin  demeuroU  en  vie ;  et  Chariee, 
reT^tant  la  drtianoe  et  m  cruauM  des  formee  de  la  loittoe, 
resolut  de  faire  p^rir  but  I'tJchafaud  le  dernier  rejeton  de  la 
Mabon  de  Souabe,  l*unlque  espcranoe  de  ton  partL  Un 
seul  Juga  ProTenfal  et  si\jet  de  Charles,  dont  let  historiens 
n'ont  paa  vonla  oonserver  le  nom,  osa  voter  pour  la  nuvt, 
d'autreen  renfennireat  dans  un  timide  et  coupable  ifleoce ; 
et  Chaxies,  sur  Taotorit^  de  ce  aeul  Juge,  fit  prononcer,  par 
Robert  de  Bari,  protonotaire  du  royaume,  la  sentence  de 
mort  contre  Conradin  et  tous  ses  compagnons.  Cette  sen- 
tence Alt  communique  4  Conradin,  comme  fl  Jouoit  aux 
dchecs;  on  kd  kisaa  peu  de  tonps  pour  se  preparer  k 
son  exdcotion,  et  le  26  d'Octobre  fl  ftit  conduit,  avec  tons 
ses  amia,  ma  la  Place  du  March^  de  Naples,  le  long  du 
rivage  de  la  mer.  Charles  ^toit  pc^sent,  avec  toute  sa  cour, 
et  une  foule  Immense  entouroit  le  roi  valnquenr  et  le  roi 
condamnd.  Conradin  ^it  entre  lee  mains  des  boarraaox  ; 
U  d^tadia  Ini-mAme  son  minteaii,  et  e'^tant  mis  k  genoux 
pour  prior,  U  se  rrieva  en  s'dcriant :  *  Oh,  ma  mire,  quelle 
profonde  douleur  te  causera  la  nouvelle  qu'on  va  te  porter 
de  moi  I '  Puis  fl  tourna  les  yeuz  sur  la  foule  qui  rentoim>it ; 
U  Tit  les  larmes,  U  entendit  les  sanglotsde  son  peuple ;  alors, 
d^tachant  son  gant,  U  |eta  an  mUiou  de  ses  si^Jete  oe  gage 
d*un  combat  de  vengeance,  et  rendit  sa  t£te  au  txwrreaa. 
Aprte  lui,  sur  le  mdme  dchafiuid,  Cliarles  fit  trancber  la 
t£te  au  Duo  d'Autriche,  aux  Comtes  Gualferano  et  Barto* 
lommeo  Lancia,  et  aux  Comtes  Gerard  et  Galvano  Dono> 
ratico  de  Pise.  Par  on  raflnementdecruautd,  Charles  vouhit 
que  le  premier,  flls  da  steond,  prte^dit  son  p^,  et  mfourtkt 
cntre  ses  bras.  lies  cadavres,  d1apr6s  ses  ordres,  fiireat 
exdus  d*une  tene  sainte,  et  inhum^  sans  pompe  sur  le  rivage 
de  la  mer.  Charles  IL  cependant  fit  dans  la  suite  bAtir  sur 
le  m6ma  Ueo  one  ^gBse  de  CarmeUtee,  comme  pour  appaiser 
ces  ombres  Irritdee."— Sismondi's  Rip^Miipm  itettrnwi.] 

No  cloud  to  dim  the  splendour  of  the  day 
Which  breaks  o'er  Naples  and  her  lovely  bay. 
And  lighta  that  brilliant  sea  and  magic  shore 
"With  every  tint  that  charm'd  the  great  of  yore — 
Th'  imperial  ones  of  earth,  who  proudly  bade 
Their  marblo  domes  e'en  ocean's  realm  invade. 
That  race  is  gone — ^but  glorious  Nature  here 
Maintains  unchanged  her  own  sublime  career, 
And  bids  those  r^ons  of  tho  sim  display 
Bright  huea^  surviving  empires  pass'd  away. 

The  beam  of  heaven  expands — itskindling  smile 
Reveals  each  charm  of  many  a  fairy  isle. 
Whose  image  floats,  in  softer  colouring  drest. 
With  aU  its  rocks  and  vines^  on  ocean'a  breast 
Misenum's  cape  hath  caught  tho  vivid  ray. 
On  Roman  streamers  there  no  more  to  play ; 
Still,  as  of  old,  unalterably  bright, 
Lovely  it  sleeps  on  Posilippo's  heic^t, 


I04 


TALES  AND  HISTORIC  SCENES. 


With  all  Italia's  sunshine  to  illume 
The  ilex  canopy  of  Virgil's  tomb, 
Campania's  plains  rejoice  in  light,  and  spread 
Their  gaj  luxuriance  o'er  the  mightj  dead ; 
Fair  glittering  to  thine  own  transparent  skieSy 
Thj  palaces,  exulting  Naples  !  rise ; 
While  fisur  on  high  Vesuvixis  rears  his  peak. 
Furrowed  and  dark  with  many  a  lava  streak. 

Oh,  ye  bright  shores  of  Circe  and  the  Muse  ! 
Rich  with  all  nature's  and  all  fiction's  hues. 
Who  shall  explore  your  regions^  and  declare 
The  poet  err'd  to  paint  Elysium  there  1 
Call  up  his  spirit,  wanderer !  bid  him  guide 
Thy  steps  those  S3rren-haunted  seas  beside ; 
And  all  the  scene  a  loTelier  light  shall  wear. 
And  spells  more  potent  shall  pervade  the  air. 
What  though  his  dust  be  scatter'd,  and  lus  urn 
Long  finom  its  sanctuary  of  slumber  tom,^ 
Still  dwell  the  beings  of  lus  yerse  around. 
Hovering  in  beauty  o'er  th'  enchanted  ground ; 
His  lays  are  murmured  in  each  breeze  that  roves 
Soft  o'er  the  sunny  waves  and  orange-groves ; 
His  memoiy's  charm  is  spread  o'er  shore  and  sea, 
The  soul,  the  genius  of  Parthenope ; 
Shedding  o'er  myrtle  shade  and  vine-dad  hill 
The  purple  radiance  of  Elysium  stilL 

Ye.t  that  fiiir  soU  and  calm  resplendent  sky 
Have  witness'd  many  a  dark  reality. 
Oft  o'er  those  bright  blue  seas  the  gale  hath  borne 
The  sighs  of  exiles  never  to  return.' 
There  with  the  whisper  of  Campania's  gale 
Hath  mingled  oft  affection's  funeral  wail. 
Mourning  for  buried  heroes — while  to  her 
That  glowing  land  was  but  their  sepulchre.' 
And  there,  of  old,  the  dread  mysterious  moan 
Swell'd  from  strange  voices  of  no  mortal  tone ; 
And  that  wild  trumpet,  whose  unearthly  note 
Was  heard  at  midnight  o'er  the  hills  to  float 

1  The  am  sui^xned  to  liaTe  contained  the  aabee  of  Yirga 
bas  long  dnoe  beat  lost 

3  Many  Rommns  of  exalted  rank  were  formerly  baniahed  to 
some  of  the  small  islands  in  the  Mediterranean,  on  the  coast 
of  Italy.  Julia,  the  daughter  of  Augustas,  was  confined  many 
years  in  the  isle  of  PSandataria,  and  her  daughter  Agrippina, 
the  widow  of  Germanicns,  afterwards  died  in  exUs  on  the 
same  desolate  spot 

'  **  Quelques  souvenirs  dn  conir,  qodques  noms  de  fiemmes, 
r^dament  aussi  vos  plenrs.  C'est  k  ICis^ne,  dans  le  Ilea 
m6me  ou  nous  sommes,  que  la  veove  de  Pompfe  Com^Ue 
consenra  Jusqu'4  la  mort  son  noble  deoiL  Agrippine  pleura 
k>ng-temps  Oermanicus  sur  ccs  bords :  on  Jour,  le  mtoie 
aaassin  qui  lui  ravit  son  ^uz  la  trouva  digne  de  le  suiTre. 
Llle  de  Nisida  fut  tteoin  des  adieux  de  Bmtos  et  de  Porde.** 
—Madaxk  db  Stabl,  Corinme. 


Around  the  spot  where  Agrippina  died. 
Denouncing  vengeance  on  the  matricide.^ 

Pass'd  are  those  ages — ^jret  another  crimen 
Another  woe,  must  stain  th'  Elysian  dime. 
There  stands  a  scaffold  on  the  sunny  shore — 
It  must  be  crimson'd  ere  the  day  is  <fer ! 
There  is  a  throne  in  regal  pomp  amy'd, — 
A  scene  of  death  from  thence  must  be  survey^ 
Mark'd^e  the  rushing  throngs  t — each  mien  is  pak^ 
Each  hurried  glance  reveals  a  fearful  tale : 
But  the  deep  workings  of  th'  indignant  breaai^ 
Wrath,  hatred,  pity,  must  be  all  8uppresa*d  ; 
The  burning  tear  awhile  must  check  its  conrae^ 
Th*  avenging  thought  concentrate  all  its  force ; 
For  tyranny  is  near,  and  will  not  brook 
Aught  but  submission  in  each  guarded  look. 

Girt  with  his  fierce'  Provencals,  and  with  mies 
Austere  in  triumph,  gazing  on  the  scene,' 
And  in  lus  eye  a  keen  suspidous  glance 
Of  jealous  pride  and  restless  vigilance, 
Behold  the  conqueror !    Vainly  in  his  &ce 
Of  gentler  feeling  hope  would  seek  a  traoe ; 
Cold,  proud,  severe,  the  spirit  which  hath  lent 
Its  haughty  stamp  to  each  dark  lineament : 
And  pleading  mercy,  in  the  sternness  there^ 
May  read  at  once  her  sentence — ^to  despair  t 

But  thou,  fair  boy !  the  beautiful,  the  biaye^ 
Thus  passing  from  the  dungeon  to  the  grar^ 
While  all  is  yet  around  thee  which  can  give 
A  charm  to  earth,  and  make  it  bliss  to  live  ; 
Thou  on  whose  form  hath  dwdt  a  mother's  eyi^ 
Till  the  deep  love  that  not  with  thee  shall  die 
Hath  grown  too  full  for  utterance — Can  it  be  t 
And  is  this  pomp  of  death  prepared  for  (ftetl 

«  The  sight  of  that  coast,  and  those  shores  where  tkaerint 
had  been  perpetrated,  filled  Nero  with  continual  bomm; 
besides,  there  were  some  who  imagined  they  heard  honid 
shrieks  and  cries  from  Agrippina**  tomb,  and  a  mouiuftd 
sound  of  trumpets  from  the  neighbouring  difk  and  IiBil 
Nero,  therefore,  flying  from  eudi  tragioal  leeaee,  wilMiiw 
to  Naples— See  Ancient  Univenal  HisUny, 

*  **  Ce  Charies,"  dit  Gioranni  Villani,"  ftrt  sage  et  pradvt 
dans  les  conseils,  prenx  dans  les  axmes,  Apre  et  fcrte  ndoutJ 
de  tons  les  rois  du  monde,  magnanime  et  de  liaaiei 
qui  r^galoient  aux  phu  grandee  entivpcises;  in AiaaliUe  4 
I'adversit^,  fenne  et  fld^  dans  toutes  lee  iiiniiniii 
pen  et  agissant  beaucoup,  ni  riant  prt$qmJacmBd»t  dteiai 
comma  un  religieux,  xfi^  cathoUque,  Apre  k  rendre  JiiBlke, 
f^roce  dans  ses  regards.  8a  taille  ^it  grande  et  nenrciMi, 
sa  conleur  oliT&tre,  son  nex  fort  grand.  II  paroiseoitplai  fcit 
qu'aucun  autre  chevalier  pour  la  mi^est^  nqrale.  TL  ne  dor- 
moit  presqne  point  Jamais  Q  ne  prit  de  plaisir  anx  ndiMa, 
aox  troubadours,  et  aux  gens  de  coar."— SimoNDi,  Siff^ 
lUpm  ItaUennes,  vol.  ill. 
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Toung,  royal  Conradin  t  who  fihonldst  have  known 
Of  life  as  yet  the  sunny  smile  alone  ! 
Oh !  who  can  view  thee,  in  the  pride  and  bloom 
Of  youth,  array 'd  so  richly  for  the  tomb, 
Nor  ieel,  deep  swelling  in  his  inmost  soul. 
Emotions  tyranny  may  ne^  control) 
Bright  viotim  !  to  Ambition's  altar  led,        [shed, 
Crown'd  with  all  flowers  that  heaven  on  earth  can 
Who,  fit>m  th'  oppressor  towering  in  his  pride, 
May  hope  for  mercy — ^if  to  thee  denied? 
There  is  dead  silence  on  the  breathless  throng. 
Dead  silence  all  the  peopled  shore  alon^^ 
As  on  the  captive  moves — the  only  sound. 
To  braak  that  calm  so  fearfully  profound, 
The  low,  sweet  murmur  of  the  rippling  wave. 
Soft  as  it  glides,  the  smiling  shore  to  lave ; 
While  on  that  shore,  his  own  fisdr  heritage, 
The  youthfbl  martyr  to  a  tyrant's  rage 
Is  passing  to  his  fiite :  the  eyes  are  dim        [him. 
Which  gaxe,  through  tears  that  dare  not  flow,  on 
He  mounts  the  scaffold — doth  his  footstep  fail  1 
I    Both  his  lip  quiver)  doth  his  cheek  turn  pale ) 
I    Oh  I  it  may  be  foigiven  him  if  a  thought 
I    CHng  to  that  world,  for  "him  with  beauty  fraught, 
,    To  all  the  hopes  that  promised  gloxys  meed, 
!    And  all  th'  affections  that  with  him  shall  bleed ! 
I    I^  in  his  life's  young  dayspring,  while  the  rose 
j    Of  boyhood  on  his  cheek  yet  fi^eshly  glowa^ 
\    One  human  fear  convulse  his  parting  breath. 
And  shrink  from  all  the  bitterness  of  death  ! 

But  no  !  the  spirit  of  his  royal  race 
Sits  brightly  on  lus  brow :  that  youthful  face 
Beams  with  heroic  beauty,  and  his  eye 
Is  eloquent  with  ii:jured  mi^esty. 
He  kneels — but  not  to  man ;  his  heart  shall  own 
Such  deep  submission  to  his  God  alone  ! 
And  who  can  tell  with  what  sustaining  power 
That  God  may  visit  him  in  &te's  dread  hourl 
How  the  still  voice,  which  answers  every  moan, 
Ujqr  speak  of  hope — when  hope  on  earth  is  gone? 

^laft  solemn  pause  is  o'er — ^the  youth  hath  given 
One  chance  of  parting  love  to  earth  and  heaven : 
The  sun  rejoices  in  th'  imdoudcd  sky, 
Life  all  around  him  glows — and  he  must  diel 
Tei  midst  his  people,  undismay'd,  he  throws 
The  gage  of  vengeance  for  a  thousand  woes ; 
Vengeance  that^  like  their  own  volcano's  fire. 
Hay  sleep  snppress'd  a  while — but  not  expire. 
One  softer  image  rises  o'er  his  breast. 
One  fond  regret,  and  all  shall  be  at  rest ! 
**  Alas,  for  thee,  my  mother !  who  shall  bear 
To  thy  sad  heart  the  tidings  of  despair. 


When  thy  lost  child  is  gone  V — ^that  tho  ight  can 

thrill 
His  soul  with  pangs  one  moment  more  shall  sUlL 
The  lifted  axe  is  glittering  in  the  sun— 
It  falls — ^the  race  of  Conradin  is  run  ! 
Yet,fit>m  the  blood  which  flows  that  shore  to  Rtain^ 
A  voice  shall  cry  to  heaven — and  not  in  vain  ! 
Gaze  thou,  triumphant  from  thy  gorgeoxis  throne. 
In  proud  supremacy  of  guilt  alone, 
Charles  of  A^jou ! — ^but  that  dread  voice  shall  bo 
A  fearful  summoncr  e'en  yet  to  thee ! 

The  scene  of  death  is  closed — the  throngs  depart, 
A  deep  stem  lesson  graved  on  every  heart 
No  pomp,  no  funeral  rites,  no  streaming  eyes. 
High-minded  boy  !  may  grace  thine  obsequies. 
0  vainly  royal  and  beloved  !  thy  grave, 
Unsanctified,  is  bathed  by  ocean's  wave ; 
Mark'd  by  no  stone,  a  rude,  neglected  spot, 
tJnhonour'd,  unadom'd — ^but  unforgot; 
For  thy  deep  wrongs  in  tameless  hearts  shall  live^ 
Now  mutely  suffering — ^never  to  forgive  ! 

The  sunset  fades  from  purple  heavens  away — 
A  bark  hath  anchored  in  the  imruffled  bay : 
Thence  on  the  beach  descends  a  female  form,^ 
Her  mien  with  hope  and  tearful  transport  warm ; 
But  life  hath  left  sad  traces  on  her  cheek. 
And  her  soft  eyes  a  chasten'd  heart  bespeak. 
Inured  to  woes — ^yet  what  were  all  the  past ! 
She  sank  not  feebly  'neath  affliction's  blast,     [tell 
While  one  bright  hope  romain'd — who  now  shall 
Th'  uncrown'd,  the  widow'd,  how  her  loved  one 

felll 
To  clasp  her  child,  to  ransom  and  to  save, 
Tho  mother  came — and  she  hath  found  his  grave! 
And  by  that  grave,  tnmsfix'd  in  speechless  grief, 
Whoso  deathlike  trance  denies  a  tcar*s  relief. 
Awhile  she  kneels — till  roused  at  length  to  know, 
To  feel  the  might,  the  fulness  of  her  woe. 
On  the  still  air  a  voice  of  anguish  wild, 
A  mother's  cry  is  heard — "  My  Conradin  !  my 
child!" 


>  '*  The  Carmine  (at  Naples)  calls  to  mind  the  bloody 
catastrophe  of  thoee  roya]  youths,  Conradin  and  Frederick  of 
Austria,  butdiered  before  its  door.  Whenever  I  traversed 
that  square,  my  heart  yearned  at  the  idea  of  their  premature 
&te,  and  at  the  deep  distress  of  Conradin's  mother,  who, 
landing  on  the  beach  with  her  son's  ransom,  found  only  a 
lifeless  trunk  to  redeem  from  the  figinga  of  his  barbarous  con- 
queror."—SwiNBURXK'tt  TraveU  in  Ou  Tico  Slcilia. 

KXTItACTS  FBOM  CONTSMFORARY  RKVIKW8. 

Quarterly  JUviac.—*'  *  Tales  and  Historic  Scenes'  is  a  coDao- 
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THE  SCEPTIC, 


Uon^Mtlie  title importf,  of  ■amtiTepocmi.  Pariuptiiwtt 
not  on  conilfdenition  that  Mn  Ilemans  pMsed  from  ft  poem 
of  pictur»-dzmwing  ftnd  reflection  to  the  writing  of  tmlee ;  bat 
if  we  were  to  pmcrlbe  to  a  young  poet  hli  cmtne  of  pnetloe, 
this  would  certainly  be  our  ftdviee.  TbehumriftBeeofajfrnnf 
fancy  delightc  in  deicriptlon,  and  the  giilcirneM  and  iMSp^ 
rience  of  the  sanie  age,  in  pauing  Judgmente, — in  the  one 
richneis,  in  the  other  antithesis  and  cfliBCt,  are  too  often  mora 
sought  after  than  truth:  the  poem  Is  written  nqildly,  and 
oomctnea  but  little  attended  to.  But  in  narration  more 
care  must  be  tol&en :  if  the  tale  be  flctitioos,  the  cuueip<lou 
and  sustainment  of  the  characters,  the  diqxMftkm  of  the 
Cscts,  the  relief  of  the  soberer  parts  by  description,  reflection, 
or  dialogue,  form  so  many  useful  studies  for  a  growing  artist 
If  the  tale  be  borrowed  from  history,  a  more  delicate  task  is 
added  to  those  Just  mentioned,  in  determining  how  fitf  it  may 
be  necessary,  or  safe,  to  interweare  the  ornaments  of  fiction 
with  the  groundwork  of  truth,  and  in  skilfuUy  performing 
that  dlflicuK  task.  In  both  cases,  the  mind  Is  compelled  to 
mak«  a  more  sustained  effort,  and  acquires  thereby  greater 
vigour,  and  a  moreinmcticnl  readiness  in  tbedetafl  of  the  art 
**  The  principal  poem  in  this  Tolome  Is  The  Abeoovrage. 
It  commemorates  the  ci^;>ture  of  Granada  by  Ferdinand  and 
Isabella,  and  attributes  it,  in  great  measure,  to  the  rerenge 
of  Uamet,  chief  of  the  Abencerrnges,  who  had  been  Induced 
to  turn  his  arms  against  his  countrymen  the  Moors,  In  order 
to  procure  the  ndn  of  their  king,  the  murderer  of  his  lather 
and  brothers.  During  the  siege  he  makes  his  way  by  night 
to  the  bower  of  Zayda,  his  beloved,  the  daughter  of  a  rival 
and  hated  fiunlly.  Her  character  is  very  flndy  drawn ;  and 
she  repels  with  firmness  all  the  solicitations  and  prayers  of 
the  traitor  to  his  country.  The  following  lines  form  part  of 
their  dialc^pie,— they  are  q>irited  and  pathetic,  bat  porftctly 
tna  from  exaggeration, — 

'Obi  w«rtllMmitfUwhatotM»Ifoodl7d«na'd,"*«to. 

Edivh%tr[fii  Monthly  RevUuf. — '*  The  more  we  become  ae- 
qoaifited  with  Mrs  Ilemans  as  a  poet,  the  more  wt  are  de- 
lighted with  her  productions,  and  astonished  by  her  powers. 
She  will,  she  must,  take  hat  place  among  eminent  poets.    If 


sIm  haa  a  rival  of  her  own  BBS.  it  ie  Joanna  Baillia;  bok, 
compared  with  the  living  masitn  of  the  lyre,  sIm  ie  entitled 
to  a  very  higb  distinction.  .... 

**  Mrs  Wfwfw  manifests,  in  her  own  fine  imaginatioo,  a 
fiind  which  Is  lees  siqiporied  by  loan  tiian  the  wealth  of  eooe 
very  eminent  pools  wliom  we  ooold  namoL  We  thinlc  It  im- 
poesible  that  she  can  write  Iqr  mste  rule,  more  than  e«  endIL 
If  she  dkl,  her  poetry  would  loee  all  its  charme.  It  li  hj 
inqrfration— as  it  Is  poeticaHiy  called— by  a  fine  fati  of  eyne- 
pathy,  a  vtvadty  and  tortillty  of  imagination,  that  slie  poon 
forth  her  encfaantiag  song  and  *bailds  her  kifty.ilqvM.* 
The  Jndldoas  propriety  wherewith  elie  bestows  on  mA 
dement  of  her  composition  its  due  share  of  hnej  and  of 
feeling,  much  increases  our  reqpect  for  her  powers.  With 
an  exquisite  airiness  and  qiirit,  with  an  fanagciy  whidi  qoUe 
sparkles,  are  touched  her  lighter  deiineations;  with  a  ikh 
and  showing  paneil,  her  deecriptions  of  visible  natoM:  a 
sabUme  eloquence  is  the  diarm  of  her  sentiments  of  m«9> 
nanimity ;  whQe  she  melts  into  tenderness  with  a  gnot  In 
which  she  has  few  equals. 

**  It  appears  to  us  that  Mn  Hemain  has  yielded  her  own 
to  the  public  taste  in  conveying  her  poetry  in  the  vehieii  of 


Omttabl^s  Moffoxine. — '*  The  Abencertage  Is  a 
the  scene  of  which  Is  appropriately  lidi  in  a  moet  romantfe 
period,  and  In  the  eoontry  of  all  othcn  in  wtaidi  the  spirit  of 
romance  waa  moet  powerftil,  and  lingered  longest  in  Ifan 
kingdom  of  Granada,  where  the  power  oi  the  Moota  waa  tal 

established,  and  had  the  greatest  continuance. 

The  leading  events  of  the  namtive  are  strictly  hhtorical,  and 
with  these  the  fete  and  snfllerings  of  the  unfortunate  lofen 
are  very  naturally  interwoven.    The  beanty  of  the  duMUi- 

tions  here  is  exquisite. Choice  bbewUdand 

among  the  many  fine  pasBBges  we  are  tempted  to  extcBfCi  ftoB 
The  Abencertage. 

"  If  any  reader  considers  our  strictures  tedious,  and  oor 
extracts  proflise,  our  beet  apology  is,  that  the  Inxmy  of  doing 
Justice  to  so  much  genuine  talent,  adorning  so  much  private 
worth,  does  not  often  occur  to  tempt  us  to  an  cxcbbb  of  thfe 
nature." 


THE  SCEPTIC. 


'*  Lear  ralwm,  qutli  prennrat  ponr  guid«,  as  prmnto  a  leur  wpril  qns  4m  wai^iivam  •«  dm  ambatTM}  Im 
ou  11«  tomUnt  en  niant  la  Religion  <tevlenn«nt  plot  InwatmahlM  qu*  las  vwitM  dost  la  taaotctur  let  ctoniia ;  eft  pour  na 
voulolr  pas  crolra  dn  mytterei  IncomprthensiblM,  lb  tulvcat  I'ium  ^fh  I'antn  dinoomprdienalblet  •rreurt.**— BonvBT. 


L 


When  tho  young  Eaglo,  vriih  exulting  eye. 
Has  leam'd  to  doro  the  splendour  of  tho  sky. 


^  *'  The  poem  of  The  Sceptic,  published  in  18S0,  waa  one 
In  which  her  revered  friend*  took  a  peculiar  intereat  It 
had  been  her  original  wish  to  dedicate  it  to  him,  but  he 
declined  the  tribute,  thinking  it  might  be  more  advantageous 
to  her  to  pay  this  compUmont  to  Mr  QUTord,  with  whom  she 
was  at  that  time  tn  frequent  correspondence,  and  who  entered 
•  Dr  Lazmoofe,  Dlihop  ofM  Anpb. 


And  leave  tho  Alps  boneath  him  in  his  couzm^ 
To  bathe  his  crest  in  mom's  empyreal  eouroe ; 

very  warmly  into  her  litoary  undertakings,  dlscnestng  0Mm 
with  the  IdndnesB  of  an  old  frfend,  and  desiring  her  to  •am- 
mand  frankly  whatever  aaslBtanoe  his  adviee  or  ■nwlBiiie 
could  afford.  Mn  Ilemans,  in  the  first  instance,  ooiMntei 
to  adopt  the  suggestion  regarding  the  altered  dedkaation;  bnt 
was  afterwards  deterred  from  putting  it  into  execution,  hj  a 
fear  that  it  might  be  construed  into  a  manoeuvre  to  pvopltlata 
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Will  his  fi^e  wing,  fix>m  that  miyestic  height^ 
De8c«nd  to  follow  some  wild  meteor's  light, 
Which  ftr  below,  with  eTsaesoent  fire, 
Shines  to  dehide  and  daiszlea  to  expire? 
No !  still  through  clouds  he  wins  his  upward  way, 
And  proudly  claims  his  heritage  of  day  ! 
— ^And  shall  the  spirit,  on  whose  ardent  gase 
The  dajspring  from  on  hi§^  hath  pour'd  its  blaze. 
Turn  from  that  pure  effulgence  to  the  beam 
Of  earth-born  light  that  sheds  a  treacheroxis  gleam, 
Luring  the  wanderer  from  the  star  of  &ith 
To  the  deep  Talley  of  the  shades  of  deathi 
What  bri^t  exchange,  what  treasureshallbegiTen, 
For  the  high  birthri^t  of  its  hope  in  heaven  1 
If  lost  the  gem  which  empires  could  not  buy. 
What  yet  remains) — a  dark  eternity  1 


Is  earth  still  Eden  1 — ^might  a  seraph  guest 
Still  midst  its  chosen  boweiB  delighted  resti 
b  all  so  cloudless  and  so  calm  below. 
We  seek  no  flurer  scenes  than  Ufe  can  showl 
Thai  the  oold  Sceptic,  in  his  pride  elate, 
Bejects  the  promise  of  a  brighter  state. 
And  Isttves  the  rock  no  tempest  shall  displace^ 
To  rear  his  dwelling  on  the  quicksand's  base  1 


Votaiy  of  doubt !  then  join  the  festal  thron^^ 
Bask  in  the  sunbeam,  listen  to  the  song, 
Spread  the  rich  board,  and  fill  the  wine^up  high. 
And  bind  the  wreath  ere  yet  the  roses  die  ! 

Vtm  good  gnoM  of  the  Quarfer/y  Review;  and  firom  tlio 
ijghtwt  wppnt^  to  any  audi  mode  of  propitiation,  her 
SMMithw  nature  neoUed  with  afanoet  futidious  deUoMgr."— 
lfeMir,pi.SL 

^  Om  of  the  Unt  notices  of  The  Sceptic  appeared  in  the 
EdUbmrgh  HotUMjf  MMgaxinti  and  there  is  something  in 
Hs  tone  m  &r  more  tahiable  than  ordinary  praise,  and  at  the 
mum  ttee  to  ptophetfo  of  the  happy  Influence  her  writings 
««•  one  daj  to  eiiidee,  thai  the  introduoUoa  of  the  con- 
dndlBff  pBn(r^»h  may  not  be  unwelcome  to  the  readers  of 
this  little  memoriaL  Alter  quoting  from  the  poem,  the 
iwkw  thus  proceeds, — 'These  extracts  must,  we  think, 
tmnvf  to  mmry  rtader  a  iaTOorable  impression  of  the  talents 
of  their  author,  and  of  the  admirable  purpoeee  to  which  her 
high  gifts  are  directed.  It  is  the  great  defect,  as  we  imagine, 
of  some  of  the  most  popular  writers  of  the  day,  that  they  are 
not  saBdently  attentive  to  the  moral  dignity  of  their  per- 
It  Is  the  deep,  and  will  be  the  lasting  rsproacfa  of 
that  in  this  point  of  view  they  have  wantonly  sought 
sad  realised  the  moet  proCimnd  literary  abasMoent.  With 
the  promiee  of  talents  not  inferior  to  any,  and  far  superior  to 
aoet  of  ttiem,  the  author  before  us  is  not  (miy  free  from  every 
aafai,  but  bceathei  all  moral  beauty  and  loveliness;  and  it 
wfflbeamemoraMewlnddeneeiftbeeiaofawonian^sway 
la  ttteralore  shall  becomeoofval  with  the  return  of  Its  mond 
purity  and  elevatioo.*  From  suffrages  such  as  these.  Mis 
Benans  derived  not  mer^  present  gratification,  but  en- 
eoomgement  and  cheer  for  her  onward  course^  It  was  still 
to  her  to  reeetre  |he  a«arances,  with  which  It  often 


Tis  well — ^thine  eye  is  yet  undimm'd  by  time, 
And  thy  heart  botmds,  exulting  in  its  prime ; 
Smile  then  unmoved  at  Wisdom's  warning  voice. 
And  in  the  glory  of  thy  strength  rejoice  ! 

But  life  hath  sterner  tasks;  e*en  youth's  brief 

hours 
Survive  the  beauty  of  their  loveliest  flowers  -, 
The  founts  of  joy,  where  pilgrims  rest  from  toil. 
Are  few  and  distant  on  the  desert  soil  ; 
Tho  soul's  pure  flame  the  breath  of  storms  must  &u, 
And  pain  and  sorrow  claim  their  nursling — ^Man ! 
Earth'a  noblest  sons  the  bitter  cup  have  shared — 
Proud  child  of  reason  !  how  art  thou  prepared! 
When  years,  with  silent  might,  thy  frame  have 

bow'd. 
And  o*er  thy  spirit  cast  their  wintry  cloud* 
Will  Memory  soothe  thee  on  thy  bed  of  pain 
With  the  bright  images  of  pleasure's  train  % 

Tos  !  as  the  sight  of  some  £EU>distant  shore. 
Whose  well-known  scenes  his  foot  shall  tread  no 

more. 
Would  cheer  the  seaman,  by  the  eddying  wave 
Drawn,  vainly  struggling,  to  th'  un&thom'd  grave ! 
Shall  Hope,  the  faithfUl  cherub,  hear  thy  call. 
She  who,  like  heaven's  own  sunbeam,  smiles  forall] 
AVill  thi  speak  comfort?— Thou  hast  shorn  her 

plume, 
That  might  have  raised  thee  flu:  above  the  tomb, 

fen  to  her  lot  to  be  blessed,  of  having,  in  tlie  exercise  of  tlie 
talents  intrusted  to  her,  administered  batan  to  the  feelinga  «i 
the  sorrowflil,  or  taufl^  the  deqtonding  idiete  to  look  for 
comfort.  In  a  letter  written  at  tliis  time  to  a  valued  friend, 
recently  visited  by  one  of  the  heaviest  of  liuman  calamitiee — 
the  loss  of  an  exemiAuy  mother— she  thus  describes  her  own 
appreciation  of  sndi  heart-tributes:— *  It  is  inexpressibly 
gratifying  to  me  to  know,  that  you  should  find  any  thing  I 
luive  written  at  all  adapted  to  your  preeent  feelings,  and  that 
The  Sceptic  should  have  been  one  of  tlie  last  books  upon 
which  the  eyes,  now  opened  upon  brighter  scenes,  were  cast. 
Perhaps,  when  jo^a  mind  is  sufficiently  composed,  you  will 
inform  me  which  were  the  passages  distinguished  by  the 
approbation  of  that  pure  and  pious  mind :  they  will  be  &r 
more  highly  valued  by  me  than  any  thing  I  have  ever 
written.'— i&id.  pp.  331-4. 

**  It  is  pleasing  to  record  the  following  tribute  from  Mrs 
Hannah  More,  in  a  letter  to  a  fHendwfao  had  senthoacopy 
of  The  Sceptic  *  I  cannot  reftise  myself  the  gratification  of 
saying,  that  I  entertain  a  very  Ugh  opinion  of  Mis  Uemans'S 
superior  genius  and  refined  taste.  I  rank  her,  as  a  poet, 
very  high,  and  I  have  seen  no  work  on  the  subject  of  her 
Modem  Greece  wfaidi  evinces  more  Just  views,  or  more 
deUcate  perceptions  of  the  fine  and  the  heantlfiiL  I  am  ghd 
she  has  emptoyed  her  powerful  pen,  in  this  new  instance, 
on  a  subject  so  wortl^  of  it ;  and,  anticipating  the  future 
by  the  past,  I  promiie  myself  no  small  pleasure  in  the  per- 
usal, and  trust  It  will  not  onty  confer  pleasure,  but  benefit*  ** 
-^id. 
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And  hush'd  the  only  Toice  whose  angel  tone 
'  Soothes  when  all  melodiee  of  joj  are  flown  ! 

For  she  was  bom  b^ond  the  stars  to  soar. 
And  kindling  at  the  souice  of  life,  adore ; 
Thou  couldst  not,  mortal !  riret  to  the  earth 
Her  eye,  whose  beam  is  of  celestial  birth ; 
She  dwells  with  those  who  leave  her  pinion  finee^ 
And  sheds  the  dews  of  heaven  on  all  but  thee. 


Yet  few  there  are  so  lonely,  so  bereft, 
But  some  true  heart,  that  beats  to  thein>  is  left ; 
And,  haply,  one  whose  strong  aflfection  s  power 
Unchanged  may  triumph  through  misfortune's 

hour. 
Still  with  fond  care  supports  thy  languid  head. 
And  keeps  unwearied  vigils  by  thy  bed. 

But  thou  whose  thoughts  have  no  blest  home 

above. 
Captive  of  earth  !  and  canst  thou  dare  to  hntf 
To  nurse  such  feelings  as  delight  to  rest 
Within  that  hallow'd  shrine — a  parent's  breast, 
To  fix  each  hope,  concentrate  eveiy  tie. 
On  one  fhdl  idol — destined  but  to  die ; 
Vet  mock  the  fiuth  that  points  to  worlds  of  light, 
Where  severed  souls,  made  perfect^  re-unite  1 
Then  tremble  !  ding  to  every  passing  joy. 
Twined  with  the  life  a  moment  may  destroy  ! 
If  there  be  sorrow  in  a  parting  tear. 
Still  let  "for  ever  "  vibrate  on  thine  ear  ! 
If  some  bright  hour  on  rapture's  wing  hath  flown, 
find  more  than  anguish  in  the  thought — 'tis 

gone! 

Qo  !  to  a  voice  such  magic  influence  give. 
Thou  canst  not  lose  its  melody,  and  live ; 
And  make  an  eye  the  lode-star  of  thy  soul. 
And  let  a  glance  the  springs  of  thought  control ; 
Gaze  on  a  mortal  form  with  fond  delight, 
Till  the  fair  vision  mingles  with  thy  sight; 
There  seek  thy  blessings,  there  repose  thy  trust, 
Lean  on  the  willow,  idolise  the  dust ! 
Then,  when  thy  treasure  best  repays  thy  care. 
Think  on  that  dread  **for  ever** — and  despair  ! 

And  oh !  no  strange,  imwonted  storm  there  needs 
To  wreck  at  once  thy  fra^e  aik  of  reeds. 
Watch  well  its  course — explore  with  anxious  eye 
Each  little  cloud  that  floats  along  the  sky : 
Is  the  blue  canopy  serenely  fiur? 
Yet  may  the  thunderbolt  unseen  be  there. 
And  the  bark  sink  when  peace  and  sunshine  sleep 
On  the  smooth  bosom  of  the  waveless  deep  ! 


Yes !  ere  a  sound,  a  sign,  announce  thy  fiite^ 
May  the  blow  {bJI  which  makes  thee  desolate ! 
Not  always  heaven's  destroying  angel  dirouds 
His  awful  form  in  tempests  and  in  clouds ; 
He  fills  the  summer  air  with  latent  power. 
He  hides  his  venom  in  the  scented  flower. 
He  steals  upon  thee  in  the  zephyr's  breath. 
And  festal  garlands  veil  the  shafts  of  death  ! 

Where  art  thou  then,  who  thus  didst  rashly  cast 
Thine  all  upon  the  mercy  of  the  blast. 
And  vainly  hope  the  tree  of  life  to  find 
Rooted  in  sands  that  flit  before  the  wind  t 
Is  not  that  earth  thy  spirit  loved  so  well. 
It  wiBh*d  not  in  a  brighter  sphere  to  dwell. 
Become  a  desert  n€w,  a  vale  of  gloom, 
O'ershadow'd  with  the  midnight  of  the  tomb  1 
Where  shalt  thou  turn  1    It  is  not  thine  to 
To  yon  pure  heaven  thy  calm  confiding 
No  gleam  reflected  from  that  realm  of  rest 
Steals  on  the  darkness  of  thy  troubled  breast ; 
Not  for  thine  eye  shall  Faith  divinely  shed 
Her  gloiy  round  the  image  of  the  dead ; 
And  i^  when  slumber's  lonely  couch  is  prest^ 
The  form  departed  be  thy  spirit's  guest, 
It  bears  no  light  from  purer  worlds  to  this ; 
Thy  future  lends  not  e'en  a  dream  of  bliao. 

But  who  shall  dare  the  gate  of  life  to  dose. 
Or  say,  tkutfar  the  stream  of  mercy  flows  t 
That  fount    imseal'd,  whoso    boundless   waves 

embrace 
Each  distant  isle,  and  visit  every  raoe^ 
Pours  from  the  throne  of  Qod  its  cuirent  free^ 
Nor  yet  denies  th'  immortal  draught  to  thee. 
Oh  !  while  the  doom  impends,  not  yet  decreed. 
While  yet  th'  Atoner  hath  not  ceased  to  plead-- 
While  still,  suspended  by  a  single  hair. 
The  sharp  bright  sword  hangs  quivering  in  the  air, 
Bow  down  thy  heart  to  Him  who  will  not  break 
The  bruisdd  reed  ;  e'en  yet,  awaket,  awake  ! 
Patient,  because  Eternal,^  He  may  hear 
Thy  prayer  of  agony  with  pitying  ear, 
And  send  his  chastening  Spirit  fit>m  above. 
O'er  the  deep  chaos  of  thy  soul  to  move. 

But  seek  thou  mercy  through  his  name  alon^ 
To  whose  unequall'd  sorrows  none  was  shown ; 
Through  Him,  who  here  in  mortal  garb  abode. 
As  man  to  sufier,  and  to  heal  as  Qod ; 
And,  bom  the  sons  of  utmost  time  to  blcas, 
Endured  all  scom,  and  aided  all  distress. 

>  **  He  is  patient,  beaiiue  He  is  ^jtemaL**— Sr  Aceoananb 
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Gftll  thou  on  Him  !  for  he,  in  human  form, 
Hath  walk*d  the  waves  of  life,  and  still'd  the  storm. 
He,  when  her  hour  of  lingering  grace  was  past, 
O'er  Salem  wept,  relenting  to  the  last — 
Wept  with  such  tears  as  Judah*s  monarch  pour'd 
O'er  his  lost  child,  ungrateful,  yet  deplored  ; 
And,  o£fering  guiltless  blood  that  guilt  might  live, 
Taught  from  his  Cross  the  lesson — to  foigive  ! 

GiU  thou  on  Him !    His  prayer  e'en  then  arose. 
Breathed  in  unpitied  anginsh  for  his  foes. 
Andhaste !— ere  bursts  the  lightning  from  on  high. 
Fly  to  the  City  of  thy  Befiige,  fly  I^ 
So  shall  th'  Avenger  turn  his  steps  away. 
And  sheath  hia  falchion,  baffled  of  its  prey. 

Yet  must  long  days  roll  on,  ere  peace  shall  brood. 
As  the  soft  halcyon,  o'er  thy  heart  subdued ; 
Ere  jet  the  Dove  of  Heaven  descend  to  shed 
Inflpiring  influence  o'er  thy  &llen  head. 
—He  who  hath  pined  in  dimgeons,  midst  the  shade 
Of  such  deep  night  as  man  for  man  hath  made, 
Throoe^  lingering  years— if  call'd  at  length  to  be 
Onoe  more,  by  nature's  boundless  charter,  free 
Shrinka  feebly  back,  the  blaze  of  noon  to  shun, 
Fainting  at  day,  and  blasted  by  the  sim. 

Tha%  when  the  captive  soul  hath  long  romain'd 
In  its  own  dread  abyss  of  darkness  chain'd. 
If  the  Deliverer,  in  his  might  at  last, 
Its  Ibtten,  bom  of  earth,  to  earth  should  cast, 
The  beam  of  truth  o'erpowers  its  dazzled  sight, 
TremUiiig  it  sinks,  and  finds  no  joy  in  light 
But  this  will  pass  away :  that  spark  of  mind. 
Within  thy  frame  unquenchably  enshrined, 
Shall  life  to  triumph  in  its  brightening  ray. 
Bom  to  be  fostered  with  ethereal  day. 
nwawHtthoubless  the  hourwhen  o'er  thee  pass'd, 
On  wing  of  flame,  the  purifying  blast. 
And  sofsow'a  voice,  through  paths  before  untrod, 
'a  trumpet^  call'd  thee  to  thy  God  ! 


But  hopest  thou,  in  thy  panoply  of  pride. 
Heaven's  messenger,  affliction,  to  dorido  ? 
In  thine  own  strength  unaided  to  defy, 
inth  Stoic  tmile,  the  arrows  of  the  sky  1 
Tocn  liy  the  vulture,  fetter'd  to  the  rock, 
StiQy  demigod  !  the  tempest  wilt  thou  mock  1 
Alas  I  the  tower  that  crests  the  mountain's  brow 
A  thousand  years  may  awe  the  vale  below, 

1  **  ThtD  ji  ihaB  appoint  70a  dtifli,  to  be  citiM  of  refugs 
%m  foa ;  tea  Oa  Aqrw  may  floe  thither  which  UUeth  any 
at  OBsaani/— And  thegr  than  be  onto  yoa  citlee  of 
bam  thi  avsapr.**— JTiMitarf ,  chap.  xzsr. 


Yet  not  the  less  be  shatter  d  on  its  height 

By  one  dread  moment  of  the  earthquake's  might ! 

A  thousand  pongs  thy  bosom  may  have  bonic. 

In  silent  fortitude  or  hau^ty  scorn. 

Till  comes  the  one,  the  master^nguiah,  sent 

To  break  the  mighty  heart  that  ne'er  was  bent 

Oh !  what  is  nature's  strength  \  The  vacant  eye. 
By  mind  deserted,  hath  a  drei^  reply  I 
The  wild  delirious  laughter  of  despair. 
The  mirth  of  frenzy — seek  an  answer  there  ! 
Turn  not  away,  though  pity's  cheek  grow  pale. 
Close  not  thine  ear  against  their  awful  talc. 
They  tell  thee  Reason,  wandering  from  the  ray 
Of  Faith,  the  blazing  pillar  of  her  way. 
In  the  mid-darkness  of  the  stormy  wave 
Forsook  the  struggling  soul  she  could  not  save  ! 
Weep  not,  sod  moralist !  o'er  desert  plains 
Strow'd  with  the  wrecks  of  grandeur — mouldering 

&nes. 
Arches  of  triumph,  long  with  weeds  o'crgrown. 
And  regal  cities,  now  the  serpent's  own  : 
Earth  has  more  awful  ruins — one  lost  mind. 
Whose  star  is  quonch'd,  hath  lessons  for  mankind 
Of  deeper  import  than  each  prostrate  dome 
Mingling  its  marble  with  the  dust  of  Rome. 

But  who  with  eye  unshrinking  shall  explore 
That  waste,  illumed  by  reason's  beam  no  more  t 
Who  pierce  the  deep  mysterious  clouds  that  roll 
Around  the  shatter'd  temple  of  the  sotil, 
Curtain'd  with  midnight  1    Low  its  columns  lie. 
And  daric  the  chambers  of  its  imageiy ;' 
Sunk  are  its  idols  now — and  Qod  alone 
May  rear  the  fabric  by  their  fall  o'erthrown ! 
Yet  from  its  inmost  shrine,  by  storms  laid  bare. 
Is  heard  an  oracle  that  cries — "  Beware  * 
Child  of  the  dust  t  but  ransom'd  of  the  skios  ! 
One  breath  of  heaven,  and  thus  thy  glory  dies  ! 
Haste,  ere  the  hour  of  doom — draw  nigh  to  Him 
Who  dwells  above,  between  the  cherubim  !" 

Spirit  dethroned  !  and  checked  in  mid  career — 
Son  of  the  morning  !  exiled  from  thy  sphere, 
Tell  us  thy  tale  !    Perchance  thy  race  was  run 
With  science  in  the  chariot  of  the  sun ; 
Free  as  the  winds  the  paths  of  space  to  sweep, 
Traverse  the  untrodden  kingdoms  of  the  deep, 
And  search  the  laws  that  nature's  springs  control, 
There  tracing  all — save  Him  who  guides  the 
whole ! 

s  "  Ev^man  in  tlie  chambers  of  lils  Imagery.*'— £edkkV, 
chap.  vilL 
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Haply  ihino  eye  its  ardent  glance  had  oaat 
Through  the  dim  shados,  the  poiiala  of  the  past ; 
By  the  bright  lamp  of  thought  thy  caro  had  fed 
From  the  &r  beacon-lights  of  ages  fled. 
The  depths  of  time  exploring,  to  retrace 
The  glorious  march  of  many  a  Tanish'd  race. 

Or  did  thy  power  pervade  Hie  living  lyre 
Till  its  deep  chords  became  instinct  with  fire. 
Silenced  all  meaner  notes;,  and  8well*d  on  hig^ 
Full  and  alone,  their  mighty  harmony ; 
While  woke  each  passion  from  its  oell  profoondy 
And  nations  stuted  at  th'  electric  sound  t 

Lord  of  th*  ascendant  t  what  avails  it  now. 
Though  bright  the  laurels  waved  npon  thy  browl 
^Vhat  though  thy  name,  through  distant  empires 

heard. 
Bade  the  heart  bound,  as  doth  a  battle-word  t 
Was  it  for  tAtt  thy  still  unwearied  eye 
Kept  vigil  with  the  watchfires  of  the  sky. 
To  make  the  secrets  of  aU  ages  thine, 
And  commune  with  mijestio  thoughts  that  ahine 
0*erTime'slong  shadowy  pathway) — haththymind 
Severed  its  lone  dominions  from  mankind. 
For  Iku  to  woo  their  homage !    Thou  hast  soo^^t 
All,  save  the  wisdom  with  salvation  fraught, 
Won  every  wreath — but  that  which  will  not  die, 
Kor  aught  neglected — save  eternity  1 


And  did  all  frul  thee  in  the  hour  of  wrath. 
When  burst  th'  o'erwhelming  vials  on  thy  path  ? 
Could  not  the  voice  of  Fame  inspire  thee  then, 
0  spirit  t  sceptred  by  the  sons  of  men. 
With  an  immortaTs  courage,  to  sustain 
The  transient  agonies  of  earthly  pain  ? 
— One,  one  there  was,  all-powerfrd  to  have  saved 
When  the  loud  friry  of  the  billow  raved ; 
But  him  thou  knew'st  not — and  the  lig^  he  lent 
Hath  vanished  from  its  ruin'd  tenement, 
But  left  thee  breathing,  moving,  lingering  yet, 
A  thing  we  shrink  frx>m — vainly  to  foiget ! 
— ^Lift  the  dread  veil  no  frirther  1    Hide,  oh  hide 
The  bleeding  form,  the  couch  of  suicide  ! 
The  dagger,  grasp'd  in  death — ^the  brow,  the  eye. 
Lifeless,  yet  stamp'd  with  rage  and  agony ; 
The  soul's  dark  traces  left  in  many  a  line 
Graved  on  Attmein,whodied — "andmadenosignr 
Approach  not,  gase  not — lest  thy  fevered  brain 
Too  deep  that  image  of  despair  retain. 
Angels  of  slumber  !  o'er  the  midnight  hour 
Let  not  such  visions  claim  unhallow'd  power. 
Lest  the  mind  sink  with  terror,  and  above 
See  but  th'  Avenger's  arm,  foiget  th' Atoner  slove ! 


0  Thou !  th*  unseen,  th*  all-seeing ! — Thou  whose 
ways^ 
KanUed  with  daxknees,  mock  all  finite  gase. 
Before  whose  eyes  the  creatures  of  Thy  hand. 
Seraph  and  man  alike,  in  weakness  stand. 
And  countless  ages,  trampling  into  ciay 
Earth's  empires  on  their  march,  are  but  a  day ; 
Father  of  worlds  unknown,  unnumber'd  ! — Thou, 
With  whom  all  time  is  one  eternal  now,     [breath 
Who  know'st  no  past  nor  future — ^Thoo  whose 
Qoes  forth,  and  bears  to  myriads  life  or  death  ! 
Look  on  us  !  guide  us ! — ^wanderers  of  aaea 
Wild  and  obscure,  what  are  we,  reft  of  Thee  1 
A  thousand  rocks,  deep-hid,  elude  our  sight, 
A  star  may  set— and  we  are  lost  in  night; 
A  breeze  may  waft  us  to  the  whirlpool's  brink, 
A  treacherous  song  allure  ua — and  we  sink ! 

Oh  t  by  ^ii  love,  who,  veiling  Godhead^H^ 
To  moments  circumscribed  the  Infinite, 
And  heaven  and  earth  disdain'd  not  to  ally 
By  that  dread  union — ^Man  vrith  Deity ; 
Immortal  tears  o'er  mortal  woes  who  shed. 
And,  era  he  raised  them,  wept  above  the  dead; 
Save,  or  we  pmsh  !    Let  Thy  word  control 
The  earthquakes  of  that  universe — the  soul ; 
Pervade  the  depths  of  passion ;  speak  once  more 
The  mighty  mandate,  guard  of  every  shore, 
"Here  shall  thy  waves  be  sta/d  ;**  in  grief,  in  pain, 
The  fearful  poise  of  reason's  sphere  maintain. 
Thou,  by  whom  suns  are  balanced !  thus  secure 
In  Thee  shall  &ith  and  fortitude  endure ; 
Conscious  of  Thee,  unfaltering,  shall  the  just 
Look  upward  still,  in  high  and  holy  trust. 
And  by  affliction  guided  to  Thy  shrine. 
The  first,  last  thought  of  suffering  hearts  be  Thine. 

And  oh!  be  near  when,  clothed  with  conquering 
power. 
The  King  of  Terrors  claims  his  ovm  dread  hour : 
When  on  the  edge  of  that  unknovm  abyss 
Which  darkly  parts  us  from  the  realm  of  bliss. 
Awe-struck  alike  the  timid  and  the  brave. 
Alike  subdued  the  monarch  and  the  slav^ 
Must  drink  the  cup  of  trembling' — when  we  sea 
Nought  in  the  universe  but  Death  and  Thee;, 
Forsake  us  not !    If  still,  when  life  was  yonn^ 
Faith  to  thy  bosom,  as  her  home,  hath  apmn^ 
If  Hope's  retreat  hath  been,  throu^  aU  the  pasl^ 
The  shadow  by  the  Rock  of  Ages  cast, 
Father,  forsake  us  not !   When  tortures  urge 
The  shrinking  soul  to  that  mysterious  verge — 

^  *'  Thoo  bait  dnmktn  Um  dngt  of  Um  evp  of  ttMnUaf, 
and  wrung  tlMm  ont.**— /lofo*,  chap.  B. 
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When  from  thy  justice  to  thy  love  "we  fly. 
On  nature's  conflict  look  with  pitying  eye ; 
Bid  the  strong  windy  the  fire,  the  earthquake  cease. 
Come  in  the  "  small  still  Toico,'*  and  whisper — 


For  oh  !  'tis  awfal  1    He  that  hath  behdd 
The  parting  spiixt,  hy  its  fears  lepell'd. 
Cling  in  weak  terror  to  its  earthly  chain. 
And  from  the  dinsy  brink  recoil,  in  rain ; 
He  that  hath  seen  the  hst  oonrulsLye  throe 
DiBsolTe  the  union  f orm'd  and  closed  in  woe;, 
Wen  knows  that  hour  is  awfuL    In  the  pride 
Of  youth  and  health,  by  sufiferings  yet  imtried. 
We  talk  of  Death  as  something  which  'twere  sweet 
Iq  lory's  anna  exulting^y  to  meet — 
A  dosing  triumph,  a  majestic  scene. 
Where  gazing  nations  watch  the  hero's  mien, 
Asy  undumay'd  amidst  the  tears  of  all. 
He  folds  his  wiantle,  regally  to  fitll ! 
— Hiiah,fbndenthusia8t !    Still,  obscure;,  and  lone, 
Tet  not  less  terrible  because  unknown, 
I    Is  the  last  hour  of  thousands :  they  retire 
Eram  life's  throng'd  path,  unnoticed  to  expire. 
As  the  light  leaf,  whose  fitll  to  ruin  bears 
Some  trembling  insect's  little  world  of  cares. 
Descends  in  silence — ^while  around  waves  on 
The  mi^ity  foresty  reckless  what  is  gone  I 
Such  is  man's  doom ;  and,  ere  an  hour  be  flown, 
—Start  not,  thou  trifler ! — such  may  be  thine  own. 

Bot^  as  life's  current  in  its  ebb  draws  near 
The  shadowy  gulf,  there  wakes  a  thought  of  fear, 
A  thrilling  tiiooc^t  which,  haply  mock'd  before. 
We  fein  would  stifle — ^but  it  sleeps  no  more  t 
There  are  who  fly  its  murmurs  midst  the  throng 
That  join  the  masque  of  reveliy  and  song : 
Yet  stiU  Death's  image,  by  its  power  restored, 
Ynwom  midst  the  roses  of  the  festal  board; 
And  when  deep  shades  o'er  earth  and  ocean  brood. 
And  the  heart  owns  the  might  of  soUtude, 
Is  its  low  whisper  heard  1 — a  note  profound, 
Rit  wild  and  startling  as  the  trumpet  sound 
That  bursts,  with  sodden  blast,  the  dead  repose 
Of  some  proud  dty,  storm'd  by  midnight  foes  t 

Oh  t  vainly  Keastm's  soomM  voice  would  prove 
That  life  had  nought  to  claim  such  lingering  love, 
And  adL  if  e'er  the  captive,  half  unchain'd. 
Clung  to  the  links  which  yet  his  step  restrain'd. 


I  •*  AndbiholdtlMLofdpMMdlor.aiidapMitaiidilMBg 
vfaid  mt  thtt  monntalnt,  and  bnUce  in  pioon  tfa«  rocks  before 
the  Lord ;  but  the  Lord  was  not  in  the  wind :  and  after  ttie 
■lull  111  mBiiiiIi  .  tini  thn T  nnl  irii  nnt  In  the  lafttirinnlrn 


In  vain  Philosophy,  with  tranquil  pride. 
Would  mock  the  feelings  she  perchance  can  liide. 
Call  up  the  countless  armies  of  the  dead. 
Point  to  the  pathway  beaten  by  their  tread. 
And  say—"  What  wouldst  thou  ]    Shall  the  fix'd 

decree, 
Made  for  creation,  be  reversed  for  thu  9  " 
Poor,  feeble  aid !    Proud  Stoic  !  ask  not  why- 
It  is  enou^  that  nature  shrinks  to  die. 
Enough,  that  horror,  which  thy  words  upbraid. 
Is  her  dread  penalty,  and  must  be  paid  ! 
Search  thy  decp\visdom,  solve  the  scarce  defined 
And  mystic  questions  of  tho  parting  mind. 
Half  check'd,  half  uttered :  tell  her  what  shall  burst, 
In  whelming  grandeur,  on  her  vision  first,   [world 
When  freed  from  mortal  films — what  viewless 
Shall  first  receive  her  wing,  but  half  unfurrd — 
What  awfiil  and  unbodied  beings  guide 
Her  timid  flight  through  regions  yet  untried ; 
Say  if  at  once,  her  final  doom  to  hear. 
Before  her  Qod  the  trembler  must  appear. 
Or  wait  that  day  of  terror,  when  the  sea 
Shall  yield  its  hidden  dead,  and  heaven  and  earth 

shall  flee? 

Hast  thou  no  answer  ]    Then  deride  no  more 
The  thou^ts  that  shrink ;  yet  cease  not  to  explore 
The  unknown,  the  «TniPAn^  the  future — though  the 

heart, 
As  at  unearthly  sounds,  before  them  start; 
Though  the  frame  shudder,  and  the  spirits  sigh. 
They  have  their  source  in  immortality  !    [denies. 
Whence,  then,  shall  strength,  which  reason's  aid 
An  equal  to  the  mortal  conflict  rise  ! 
When,  on  the  swift  pale  horse,  whose  lightning  pace. 
Where'er  we  fly,  still  wins  the  dreadful  race, 
The  mighty  rider  comes — oh  whence  shall  aid 
Be  drawn  to  meet  his  rushing,  undismay'dl 
Whence,  but  from  thee,  Messiah  1  —  thou  hast 

drain'd 
The  bitter  cup,  till  not  tho  dregs  remain'd ; 
To  thee  the  struggle  and  the  pangs  were  known. 
The  mystic  horror — all  became  thine  own  ! 

But  did  no  hand  celestial  succour  bring, 
Till  scorn  and  anguish  haply  lost  their  sting  1 
Came  not  th'  Archangel,  in  the  final  hour. 
To  arm  thee  with  invulnerable  power  1 
No,  Son  of  Gkxi  t  upon  thy  sacred  head 
The  shafts  of  wrath  their  tenfold  fruy  shed, 

and  after  the  earthquake  a  fire ;  bnt  the  Lord  was  not  in  the 
lire :  and  after  the  fire  a  stiU  small  Toioe.**— JTtf}^,  book  L 
chap.  19. 
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¥vi3iiii  man  averted — and  thy  path  on  high 
FiELBs'd  through  the  straight  of  fiercest  agony : 
For  thxis  the  Eternal,  with  propitious  eyeeiy 
Receiyed  the  last,  the  almighty  sacrifioe  ! 

But  wake  !  be  glad,  ye  nations  !  finom  the  tomb 
Is  won  the  vktoiy,  and  is  fled  the  gloom  ! 
The  %-ale  of  death  in  conquest  hath  been  trod. 
Break  forth  in  joy,  ye  ransom'd  1  saxth  your  God ; 
Swell  ye  the  raptures  of  the  song  a&r. 
And  hail  with  harps  your  bri^t  and  Morning 
Star. 

He  rose  !  the  everlasting  gates  of  day 
Received  the  King  of  Glory  on  his  way  ! 
The  hope,  the  comforter  of  those  who  wept. 
And  the  first-firuits  of  them  in  Him  that  slept. 
He  rose,  he  triumph'd  !  he  will  yet  sustain 
Frail  nature  sinking  in  the  strife  of  pain. 
Aided  by  Him,  around  the  martyr's  frame 
When  fiercely  blazed  a  living  shroud  of  flame. 
Hath  the  firm  soul  exulted,  jind  the  voice 
Raised  the  victorious  hymn,  and  cried.  Rejoice  1 
Aided  by  Him,  though  none  the  bed  attend 
Where  the  lone  sufferer  dies  without  a  friend. 
He  whom  the  busy  world  shall  miss  no  more 
Than  mom  one  dewdrop  from  her  countless  store. 
Earth's  most  neglected  child,  with  trusting  hearty 
Call'd  to  the  hope  of  glory,  shall  depart ! 

And  say,  cold  Sophist !  if  by  thee  bereft 
Of  that  high  hope,  to  misery  what  were  left  ? 
But  for  the  vision  of  the  days  to  be. 
But  for  the  comforter  despised  by  thee. 
Should  we  not  wither  at  the  Chastener's  look. 
Should  we  not  sink  beneath  our  God's  rebuke, 
Wlien  o*er  our  heads  the  desolating  blast, 
Fraught  with  inscrutable  decrees,  hath  pass'd. 
And  the  stem  power  who  seeks  the  noblest  prey 
Hath  call'd  our  fiurest  and  our  best  away  1 
Should  we  not  madden  when  our  eyes  behold 
All  that  we  loved  in  marble  stillness  cold. 
No  more  responsive  to  our  smile  or  sigh, 
Fix'd — frozen — silent — all  mortality  ? 
But  for  the  promise,  "All  shall  yet  bo  well,** 
Would  not  the  spirit  in  its  pangs  rebel 
Beneath  such  clouds  as  dai^en'd  when  the  hand 
Of  wrath  lay  heavy  on  our  prostrate  land ; 
And  thou,^  just  lent  thy  gladden'd  isles  to  bless, 
Then  snatch'd  frt>m  earth  with  all  thy  loveliness, 
With  all  a  nation's  blessings  on  thy  head, 
0  England's  flower !  wert  gathered  to  the  dead  1 
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But  thou  didst  teach  us.    Thou  to  every  heart 

Faith's  lofty  lesson  didst  thyself  impart ! 

When  fled  the  hope  through  all  thy  pangs  which 

smiled. 
When  thy  yoimg  bosom  o'er  thy  hfeless  child 
Yeam'd  with  vain  longiog — still  thy  patient  eye 
To  its  last  light  beam*d  holy  constancy  ! 
Tom  frt>m  a  lot  in  doudleas  sunshine  cast. 
Amidst  those  agonies — thy  first  and  last, 
Thy  pale  lq>,  quivering  with  convulsive  throes, 
Breathed  not  a  plaint — and  settled  in  repose ; 
While  bow'd  thy  royal  head  to  Him  whose  power 
Spoke  in  the  fiat  of  that  midnight  hour, 
Who  firom  the  brightest  vision  of  a  throne. 
Love,  glory,  empire,  daim'd  thee  for  his  own. 
And  spread  such  terror  o'er  the  sea-girt  coasts 
As  blasted  Israel  when  her  ark  was  lost ! 

"  It  is  the  will  of  God  !  "—yet,  yet  we  hear 
The  words  which  closed  thy  bemitiful  career; 
»  Yet  should  we  mourn  thee  in  thy  blest  abode, 
But  for  that  thought— '*  It  is  the  will  of  God  r 
Who  shall  arraign  th'  Eternal's  dark  decree 
If  not  one  murmur  then  escaped  from  thee  1 
Oh !  still,  though  vanishing  vnthout  a  trace. 
Thou  hast  not  left  one  scion  of  thy  race. 
Still  may  thy  memory  bloom  our  vales  amon& 
Hallow'd  by  freedom  and  enshrined  in  song  I 
Still  may  thy  pure,  msyestic  spirit  dwell 
Bright  on  the  isles  which  loved  thy  name  so  well. 
E'en  as  an  angel,  with  presiding  care, 
To  wake  and  guard  thine  own  high  virtues  there 

For  la  I  the  hour  when  storm-presaging  skies 
Call  on  the  watchers  of  the  land  to  rise. 
To  set  the  sign  of  fire  on  every  height,' 
And  o'er  the  mountains  rear  with  patriot  mi^t. 
Prepared,  if  summon'd,  in  its  cause  to  die. 
The  banner  of  our  fiuth,  the  Cross  of  victory  ! 
By  this  hath  England  conquered.    Field  and  flood 
Have  own'd  her  sovereignty :  alone  she  stood. 
When  chains  o'er  all  the  sceptred  earth  were 

thrown. 
In  high  and  holy  singleness,  alone. 
But  mighty  in  her  God — and  shall  she  now 
Forget  before  th'  Omnipotent  to  bow  I 
From  the  bright  fountain  of  her  glory  turn. 
Or  bid  strange  fire  upon  his  altars  bum) 
No !  seTer'd  land,  midst  rocks  and  billows  rude. 
Throned  in  thy  mi^esty  of  solitude. 
Still  in  the  deep  asylum  of  thy  breast 
Shall  the  pure  elements  of  greatness  rest, 

*  "  And  Nt  op  a  sign  of  fii«.**->r0VM<aJk,  ebsp.  vL 
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Virtue  and  &itL,  the  tutelary  powers. 

Thy  hearths  that  hallow^  and  defend  thy  towers  ! 

Still,  where  thy  hamlet  Talesi,  0  chosen  isle  ! 
In  the  soft  beauty  of  their  verdure  smile. 
Where  yew  and  elm  o'ershade  the  lowly  fimes 
That  guard  the  peasant's  records  and  remains. 
May  the  blest  echoes  of  the  Sabbath-bell 
Sweet  on  the  quiet  of  the  woodlands  swell. 
And  from  each  cottage-dwelling  of  thy  glades. 
When  starlight  glimmers  through  the  deepening 

jshades, 
DeTotion's  voice  in  choral  hymns  arise. 
And  bear  the  land's  warm  incense  to  the  skies. 
There  may  the  mother,  as  with  anxious  joy 
To  heaven  her  lessons  consecrate  her  boy, 
Teach  his  young  accent  still  the  immortal  lays 
Of  Zion*s  bards,  in  inspiration's  days, 
When  angels,  whispering  through  the  cedar  shade, 
Propbetic  tones  to  Judah's  harp  convey'd ; 
And  as,  her  soul  all  glistening  in  her  eyes, 
She  bids  the  prayer  of  infancy  arise, 
TeU  of  His  name  who  left  his  throne  on  high, 
Earth's  lowliest  lot  to  bear  and  sanctify. 
His  love  divine,  by  keenest  anguish  tried. 
And  fondly  say — "My  child,  for  thee  He  died  I " 

[What  foUowi  Is  worthy  of  b«ing  here  recorded.  Thirteen 
jBBn  after  the  pabUcation  of  the  S^wptic,  and  when  the 
uthor,  towards  the  termination  of  her  earthly  career,  was 
raiding  with  hor  fiunily  in  Dublin,  a  drcumstance  occurred 
by  which  Mn  Hemans  was  greatly  affected  and  impressed. 
A,  stranger  one  day  called  at  her  house,  and  begged  earnestly 
to  see  hv.  She  was  then  Just  recovering  from  one  of  her 
frequent  illneeses,  and  was  obliged  to  decline  the  visits  of  all 
but  her  iamiediate  friends.  The  applicant  was  therefore  told 
that  she  was  unable  to  receive  him ;  bat  he  persisted  in  en- 
tnating  for  a  few  minutes'  audience,  with  such  urgent  impor- 
toaity  that  at  last  the  point  was  conceded.  The  moment  he 
vas  admitted,  the  gentleman  (for  such  his  mann^  and 
^peaianoe  dcdared  him  to  be)  explained,  in  words  and  tones 
of  the  deepest  feeling,  that  the  object  of  his  visit  was  to 
admotriedge  a  debt  of  obligation  which  he  could  not  rest 
istitfed  without  avowing— that  to  her  he  owed,  in  the  fint 
faistanee,  that  faith  and  those  hopes  which  were  now  more 
predooB  to  Um  than  life  itsdf;  for  that  it  was  by  reading  bw 
poem  of  The  Sceptic  be  had  been  first  awakened  from  the 
miserable  delusions  of  infidelity,  and  induced  to  *'  search  the 
Scriptiireai''  Having  poured  forth  his  thanks  and  benedic- 
tkms  in  an  oncontroUable  gush  of  emotion,  this  strange  but 
interesting  visitant  took  his  departure,  leaving  her  over- 
whcfaned  with  a  minted  sense  of  Joyfttl  gratitude  and  won- 
tefaig  hmnility.~ifeiiio<r,  p.  2S5-6.3 

cRincAX.  BXTRACTS  FBOM  axviaws. 

Vorih  American  Review.-^**  In  1820  Mn  Hemans  pub- 
Bahed  The  Sceptic,  a  poem  of  great  merit  for  its  style  and  its 
tentfanents,  of  which  we  shall  give  a  npid  sketch.  She  con- 
ddeiB  the  ^p^^it*»f^  of  unbtiief  on  the  affections  and  gentler 
part  of  our  natore,  and,  after  porsoing  the  pletare  of  the 
tnisvy  oonaeqneiit  on  doubt,  shows  the  reUef  that  may  Jbe 


found  in  the  thoughts  that  have  their  source  In  fanmortallly. 
Glancing  at  pleasure  as  the  only  reeort  of  the  sceptic,  she 
turns  to  the  sterner  tasks  of  life  :— 

'  E*«n  ymith's  brtof  ttoun 
Sonrivc  tba  bMaty  of  thslr  lOTellMl  flowert ; 
The  Mml's  pare  flam*  th*  breath  of  aloraM  mul  flu. 
And  pAln  aod  mitow  elaim  Ihalr  nunHnf— Man.' 

But  then  the  sceptic  has  no  relief  fai  naemosy ;  for  memory 
recalls  no  Joys  but  such  as  were  transitory,  and  known  to  be 
such ;  and  as  for  hope — 

'  Sha,  who  like  heaTen's  own  aimbeain,  obUm  far  all. 
Win  the  ipeak  oomlbrt  ?— Tho«  hast  ahorn  her  plume. 
That  might  haTe  raliad  thee  fltf  above  the  tomb. 
And  hnah'd  the  only  volee  whoae  angel-tooc 
Soothea  whan  all  mekxHee  of  J07  an  flown.> 

"  The  poet  thenasks,  if  an  infidel  dare  love ;  and,  havbig 
no  home  for  his  thoughts  in  a  better  worid,  nurse  such  feel- 
ings as  delight  to  enshrine  themselves  in  the  breast  of  a 
parent  She  addresses  hfan  on  the  Insecurity  of  an  attach- 
ment to  a  vain  Idol,  ftx>m  which  death  may  at  any  time 

divide  hfan  */or  ever.* For  relief  the  infidel  is 

referred  to  the  Christian  religion.  In  a  strain  which  unites 

the  fervour  of  devotion  with  poetic  sensibility. 

The  poem  proceeds  to  depict,  in  a  forcible  manner,  the  unfor- 
tunate state  of  a  mind  which  acquires  every  kind  of  know- 
ledge but  that  which  gives  salvatfon ;  and,  having  gained 
possession  of  the  secrets  of  all  ages,  and  communed  with  the 
majestic  minds  tiutt  shine  along  the  pathway  of  time,  neglects 
nothing  but  eternity.  Such  a  one,  in  the  season  of  suffering, 
finds  relief  in  suicide,  and  eeeapes  to  death  as  to  an  eternal 
rest  The  thought  of  death  recurs  to  the  mind  of  the  poet, 
and  calls  forth  a  fervent  prayer  for  the  divine  presence  and 
support  in  the  hour  of  dissolution  ;  for  the  hour,  when  the 
soul  is  brought  to  the  mysterious  verge  of  another  life,  is  an 
'  awful  one.'  ....  This  is  foUowed  by  an  allusion  to 
the  strong  love  of  life  which  belongs  to  human  nature,  and 
the  instinctive  apprehension  with  which  the  parting  mind 
muses  on  its  fixture  condition,  and  asks  of  itself  mystic 
questions,  that  it  cannot  solve.  But  through  the  influence  of 
religion^ 

He  whom  the  boqr  worid  than  mlae  no  more 
Than  mom  one  dewdrop  flrom  her  coontlcas  ttore. 
Earth's  moet  neglected  child,  with  tnutlng  hcwt, 
Call'd  to  the  hope  of  glorj,  aball  depart.' 

"After  some  lines  expressing  the  spfalt  of  English  patriotism , 
in  a  manner  with  which  foreign^s  can  only  be  pleased,  the 
poem  closes  with  the  picture  of  a  mother  teaching  her  cliild 
the  first  lessons  of  religion,  by  holding  up  the  divine  example 
of  the  Saviour. 

'*  We  have  been  led  .into  a  longer  notice  of  this  poem,  for 
it  illustrates  the  character  of  Mn  Hemans's  manner.  We 
perceive  in  it  a  loftiness  of  purpose,  an  earnestness  of  thought, 
sometimes  made  more  Interesting  by  a  tinge  of  melancholy, 
a  depth  of  religious  fieeUng,  a  mind  alive  to  all  the  hdterests, 
gratifications,  and  sorrows  of  social  life.**  —  PKOFassoa 
Norton. 

Edinburgh  MonOdff  Review.—"  We  have  on  more  than 
one  occasion  expressed  the  very  high  opinion  which  we  enter- 
tahi  of  the  talents  of  this  lady ;  and  it  Is  gratifying  to  find 
that  she  gives  us  no  reason  to  retract  or  modify  In  any  degree 
the  appUuse  aheady  bestowed,  and  that  every  fresh  exhibi- 
tion of  her  powen  enhances  and  confirms  her  claims  upon 
our  admiration.  Mn  Hemans  Is  Indeed  but  In  the  infancy  of 
her  poetical  career ;  bat  It  Is  an  Infency  of  unrivalled  beauty, 
and  of  very  high  promise.    Not  but  that  she  has  already 
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pMriarmti  mow  tbiahai  often  beep  mflMwit  to  win  lor  othir 
oandidiileB  no  ramn  plMoe  in  tho  toM  of  tont,  bat  beeeuie 
what  the  hae  already  done  Aiinka,  wImb  eompuod  with 
what  we  eonuder  to  be  her  own  great  oapadty,  to  mere  inci- 
pient excellence— the  intimation  rather  than  the  fnJflhnent  of 
the  high  deitiny  of  lier  genim. 

.  .  .  .  "  The  ttenes  of  Mrt  Hcdmum  appeg  the  tpon- 
taneont  oftpring  of  intenm  and  noble  feeling,  governed  by  a 
clear  underrtanding,  and  faehioned  into  eiegenre  by  an  ex- 
quidte  delicacy  and  precision  of  taate.  With  more  than  the 
force  of  many  of  her  maecniine  competitors,  she  never  ceases 
to  bo  strictly  .^MfiiAie  In  the  whole  oorrent  of  her  thought 
and  feeling,  nor  approachos  by  any  dumce  the  Terge  of  that 
free  and  intrepid  coarse  of  speculation,  of  whidi  the  boldness 
to  mors  conspicuous  than  tho  wisdom,  bat  into  which  some 
of  the  most  remaricable  among  the  female  literati  of  our  times 
have  freely  and  fearlessly  planged.  She  has,  in  the  poem 
belbre  as,  made  choice  of  a  sabjeet  of  which  it  would  have 
been  very  diificnlt  to  have  reconciled  the  treatment,  in  tlie 
hands  of  some  female  authors,  to  the  delicaqr  whi^h  belongs 
to  the  sex«  and  the  tenderness  and  enthoslaam  whidi  form  its 
finest  cfaaracteriatles.  A  coarse  and  chilling  eento  of  the 
exploded  fendes  of  modem  scepticism,  done  into  rhyme  by 
the  hand  of  a  woman,  woold  have  been  doubly  disgusting, 
by  the  reriTal  of  absurdities  long  consigned  to  oblivion,  and 
by  the  revolting  exhibition  of  a  female  mind  shorn  of  all  its 
attractions,  and  wrapt  in  daitoiees  and  defiance.  But  Mrs 
Hemans  has  dioeetf  the  better  and  the  nobler  oauae,  and, 
while  she  has  left  in  the  poem  before  us  every  trace  of  vigo- 
roos  intdlect  of  which  the  sul^eot  admitted,  and  has  for 
transcended  in  oiergy  of  thought  the  proshig  pioneers  of  un- 
belSef,  slie  has  sustained  throughout  a  tone  of  warm  and  con- 
fiding piety,  and  has  thns  proved  that  the  hnmflhy  of  hope 
and  of  feith  has  in  it  none  of  the  weakness  with  which  tt  has 


been  charged  by  the  arroganoe  of  impiety,  but  owns  a  itrlnfe 
and  mystsrions  vigoor  rHlding  under  the  very  a^eet  of  geotie- 
neas  and  devotion.** 

QuiarUfiy  BtvievB. — "  Her  bst  two  publications  are  works 
of  a  higher  stamp ;  works,  indeed,  of  whidi  no  living  poet 
need  to  be  ashamed.  The  first  of  them  Is  entitled  TlieSeeptle, 
and  to  devoted,  as  oar  readers  win  easily  antidpale,  to  adv*" 
eating  the  oauae  of  religion.  Undoubtedly  the  poem 
have  owed  its  being  to  the  drcumstanoes  of  the 
laudable  indignation  at  the  course  which  literature  in  many 
departments  seemed  hitely  to  be  taking  hi  thb  country,  maA 
at  the  doetrtnes  disseminated  with  indnslry,  principally  (hot 
by  no  means  exdusively,  as  has  been  fidsdy  supposed)  amoog 
the  lower  orders.  Mrs  Hemans,  howe\'er,  does  not  attempt 
to  reason  learnedly  or  laboriously  in  verse ;  few  poems,  osten- 
sibly philosophical  or  didactic,  have  ever  been  of  nae,  cxespl 
to  diqriay  the  ingenolty  and  talent  of  the  writersL  Faopleaie 
not  often  tangfat  a  acienoe  or  an  art  In  poetry,  and  maeli  fen 
win  an  infidel  be  converted  by  a  thertogical  treatise  in  vena. 
But  the  argument  of  The  Sceptic  b  cue  of  inesistlbfe  foroe  to 
confirm  a  wavering  mind ;  It  is  simply  resting  the  tratti  at 
rdigion  on  the  necessity  of  it— on  the  utter  mlsety  and  he^ 
lessness  of  man  withoat  it  Thto  argnmeot  to  in  ilasif  avail- 
able for  all  the  purposes  of  poetry :  it  appeato  to  the  taBetfam- 
tion  and  passions  of  man  ;  it  is  c^iaUe  of  interesting  all  our 
affectionate  hopes  and  charities,  of  acting  upon  all  our  natn- 
ml  fears.  Mrs  Hemans  has  gone  through  thto  range  wtti 
great  feeling  and  abOtty ;  and  when  she  eomes  to  the  mtaid 
which  has  ckithed  itself  in  iU  own  strength,  and  vi^yiig 
inoudly  on  that  alone  in  the  hour  of  affliction,  has  sunk  inte 
distraction  in  the  contest,  she  rises  into  a  strain  of  moral 
poetry  not  often  sarpaseed : — 

*  Oh,  what  It  BAtai*^  ■tmgtli  ?   Tb«  vaeBBt  eyi, 
gymiaddBWrted,  bath  a  drsad  reply,'  Me.l 
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BdKGS  of  brighter  worlds  1  that  rise  at  times 
As  phantoms  with  ideal  beauty  fraught* 
In  those  brief  visions  of  celestial  dimes 
Whichpass  like  sunbeams  o'er  the  realms  of  thought, 
Dwell  ye  around  us  1 — are  ye  hovering  nigh. 
Throned  on  the  cloud,  or  buoyant  in  the  air! 
And  in  deep  solitudes,  where  human  eye 
Can  trace  no  step,  Immortals  !  are  ye  there  1 
Oh  !  who  can  tell  1 — ^what  power,  but  Death  alone, 
Can  lift  the  mystic  veil  that  shades  the  worid 
unknown] 

n. 
Bat  Earth  hath  seoi  the  days,  «:e  yet  the  flowers 
Of  Eden  withered,  when  revwl'd  ye  shoiM 


In  all  your  brightness  midst  those  holy  bowen — 
Holy,  but  not  unftiding,  as  your  own  ! 
While  He,  the  child  of  that  primeval  soil, 
With  you  its  paths  in  high  communion  trode, 
His  gloxy  yet  undimm*d  by  guilt  or  toil. 
And  beajmng  in  the  image  of  his  Qod, 
And  his  pure  spirit  glowing  from  the  sky. 
Exulting  in  its  light,  a  spark  of  Deity. 


IIL  I 

Then,  haply,  mortal  and  celestial  lays^  | 

Mingling  their  tones,  from  nature*8  temple  roM^      1 
When  nought  but  that  mt^estic  song  of  praise 
Broke  on  the  sanctity  of  night's  repose^ 
With  music  since  unheard:  and  man  mig^i U«ce 
By  itream  tad  vale^  in  deep  embow'ring  ahad% 


Beroiion's  fiist  aad  loTeliest  dweUing-place, 
The  footsteps  of  th'  Onmipotent^  who  made 
That  q)Ot  a  shrine,  where  yoothftxl  nature  cast 
Her  consecxated  wealth,  rejoidng  as  He  paai*d. 

IT. 

Short  were  those  days,  and  soon,  0  sons  of  Heaven! 
Tour  aspect  changed  for  man.  In  that  dread  hour, 
When  firom  his  paradise  the  alien  driven 
Beheld  your  forms  in  angry  splendour  tower, 
Guarding  the  dime  where  he  no  more  might  dwell 
WxJtti  meteor«words :  he  saw  ^le  living  flame. 
And  his  first  cry  of  misery  was — "  Farewell ! " 
His  heart's  first  anguish,  exile :  he  became 
A  pilgrim  on  the  earth,  whose  children's  lot    [not. 
Is  still  for  hi^pier  lands  to  pine— «nd  reach  them 

T. 

Where  now  the  chosen  bowers  that  once  beheld 
Delight  and  Love  their  first  bright  sabbath  keept 
From  all  its  founts  the  world  of  waters  swell'd. 
And  wrapt  them  in  the  mantle  of  the  deep ) 
For  He,  to  whom  the  elements  are  slaves. 
In  wrath  unchain'd  the  oceans  of  the  doud, 
And  heaved  the  abyss  beneath,  till  waves  on  waves 
Folded  creation  in  their  mighty  shroud; 
Then  left  the  earth  a  solitude,  o'erspread 
With  its  own  awfiil  wredcs — a  desert  of  the  dead. 

▼I. 
Bat  onward  flow*d  life's  busy  course  again. 
And  rolling  ages  with  them  bore  away — 
As  to  be  lost  amidst  the  boundless  main, 
Kch  orient  streams  their  golden  sands  convey — 
The  hallow'd  lore  of  old — ^the  guiding  light 
Left  by  tradition  to  the  sons  of  earth. 
And  the  blest  memory  of  each  sacred  rite 
Known  in  the  region  of  their  fiUher^s  birth. 
When  in  each  breeze  around  his  fidr  abode    [Qod. 
Whisper'd  a  seraph's  voice,  or  lived  the  breath  of 

▼IL 

Who  hath  not  seen,  what  time  the  orb  of  day, 
Cinctorod  with  glory,  seeks  the  ocean's  breast, 
A  thousand  clouds  all  glowing  in  his  ray, 
Oitching  brief  splendour  from  the  pturple  west  t 
So  round  thy  parting  steps,  Mc  Truth  1  awhile 
With    borrowed    hues   unnumbered    phantoms 

■hone; 
And  Superstition,  from  thy  lingering  smile, 
Ganght  a  &int  glow  of  beauty  not  her  own. 
Blending  her  rites  with  thine — ^whUe  yet  afitr 
Thine  eye's  kst  ndiaaee  beam'd,  a  slow-reoeding 

star. 


vm. 
Yet  still  one  stream  was  pure — one  severed  shrine 
Was  fed  with  holier  fire,  by  chosen  hands ; 
And  sounds,  and  dreams,  and  impulses  divine. 
Were  in  the  dwellings  of  the  patriarch  bands. 
There  still  the  fttther  to  his  child  bequeath'd 
The  sacred  torch  of  never-dying  fiame ; 
There  still  Devotion's  suppliant  accents  breathed 
The  One  adored  and  everlasting  Kame ; 
And  angel  guests  would  linger  and  repose 
Where  those  primeval  tents  amid  their  palm-trees 
rose. 

But  for  o'er  earth  the  apostate  -wanderers  bore 
Their  alien  rites.    For  them,  by  fount  or  shade. 
Nor  voice,  nor  vision,  holy  as  of  yore. 
In  thrilling  whispoTS  to  the  soul  convey'd 
High  inspiration :  yet  in  every  clime, 
Those  sons  of  doubt  and  error  fondly  sought 
With  beings,  in  their  essence  more  sublime. 
To  hold  communion  of  mysterious  thought ; 
On  some  dread  power  in  trembling  hope  to  lean, 
And   hear  in  every  wind   the  accents  of  th' 
Unseen. 

X. 

Yes  !  we  have  need  to  bid  our  hopes  repose 
On  some  protecting  influence :  here  confined. 
Life  hath  no  healing  balm  for  mortal  woes, 
Earth  is  too  narrow  for  th'  immortal  mind. 
Oiu:  spirits  bum  to  mingle  with  the  day. 
As  exiles  panting  for  their  native  coast. 
Yet  lured  by  every  wild-flower  from  thoir  way, 
And   ffhwTiking  from  the  gulf  that   must  be 

cross'd. 
Death  hovers  round  us :  in  the  zephyr's  mgh. 
As  in  the  storm,  he  comes — ^and  lo  !  Etomity  ! 

XI. 

As  one  left  lonely  on  the  desert  sands 
Of  burning  Afric,  where,  without  a  guide, 
He  gazes  as  the  pathless  waste  expands — 
Around,  beyond,  interminably  wide ; 
While  the  red  haze,  presa^g  the  Simoom, 
Obscures  the  fierce  resplendence  of  the  sky. 
Or  suns  of  blasting  light  perchance  illume 
The  glistening  Serab  ^  which  UludeB  his  eye  : 
Such  was  the  wanderer  Man,  in  ages  flown, 
Kneeling  in  doubt  and  fear  before  the  dread 
Unknown. 


His  thoughts  explored  the  past — and  where  were 

they. 
The  chie&  of  men,  the  mighty  ones  gone  by  1 
He  tom'd — a  boundless  void  before  him  lay. 
Wrapped  in  the  shadows  of  futurity. 
How  knew  the  child  of  Nature  that  the  flame 
He  felt  within  him  straggling  to  ascend, 
Should  perish  not  with  that  terrestrial  frame 
Doom'd  with  the  earth  on  which  it  moved,  to  blendl 
How,  when  auction  bade  his  spirit  bleed. 
If  'twere  a  Father's  love  or  TjnnVB  wrath  de- 

creedl 

xni. 
Oh  I  marvel  not  if  then  he  sought  to  trace 
In  all  sublimities  of  sight  and  sound. 
In  rushing  winds  that  wander  through  all  space. 
Or  midst  deep  woods,  with  holy  gloom    em- 

brown'd. 
The  oracles  of  Fate  !  or  if  the  train 
Of  floating  forms  that  throng  the  world  of  sleep. 
And  sounds  that  vibrate  on  the  slumberer'sbrain. 
When  mortal  voices  rest  in  stillness  deep. 
Were  deem'd  mysterious  revelations,  sent 
From  viewless  powers,  the  lords  of  each  dread 

element. 

xrv. 
Was  not  wild  Nature,  in  that  elder-time. 
Clothed  with  a  deeper  power  1 — earth  s  wandering 

race, 
Exploring  realms  of  solitude  sublime* 
Not  as  toe  see,  beheld  her  awful  face  1 
Art  had  not  tamed  the  mighty  scenes  which  met 
Their  searehing  eyes ;  \mpeopled  kingdoms  lay 
In  savage  pomp  before  them — all  was  yet 
Silent  and  vast,  but  not  as  in  decay ; 
And  the  bright  daystar,  from  his  biuning  throne, 
Look*d  o*er  a  thousand  shores,  untrodden,  voice- 

IcsSy  lone. 

rv. 

The  forests  in  their  dark  luxuriance  waved. 
With  all  their  swell  of  strange  .£olian  sound ; 
The  fearfld  deep,  sole  region  ne*er  enslaved. 
Heaved,  in  its  pomp  of  terror,  darkly  round. 
Then,  brooding  o*er  the  images,  imprest 
By  forms  of  grandeur  thronging  on  lus  eye, 
And  £unt  traditions,  guarded  in  his  breast^ 
Midst  dim  remembrances  of  in£Emc7> 
Man  shi^>ed  xmearthly  presences,  in  dreams, 
Peopling  each  wilder  haunt  of  mountains,  groves, 
and  streams. 


Then  bled  the  victim — then  in  every  shade 
Of  rock  or  turf  arqpe  the  votive  shrine; 
Fear  boVd  before  the  phantoms  she  portrayed. 
And  Nature  teem'd  with  many  a  mystic  sign. 
Meteors,  and  storms,  and  thunders !  ye  whose 

course 
Fen  yet  is  awM  to  th*  enlightened  eye, 
As,  wildly  rushing  from  your  secret  source. 
Tour  sounding  chariot  sweeps  the  realms  on  hifjb, 
Tkkoa.  o*er  the  earth  prophetic  gloom  ye  cast, 
And  the  wide  nations  gased,  and  trembled  as  ye 


xvn. 
Bat  you,  ye  stars  !  in  distant  gloxy  burning 
Nurtured  with  flame,  bright  altars  of  the  sky  ! 
To  whose  flu:  climes  the  spirit,  vainly  tunuDg, 
Would  pierce  the  secrets  of  infinity — 
To  you  the  heart,  bereft  of  other  light, 
Its  first  deep  homage  paid,  on  Eastern  plains^ 
Where  Day  hath  terrors,  but  mijestic  Ni^t, 
Calm  in  her  pomp,  magnificently  reigna^ 
Cloudless  and  silent,  circled  with  the  race 
Of  some  unnumbered  orbs,  that  light  the  depths  d 
space. 

xvm. 
Shine  on  !  and  brightly  plead  for  erring  thoug^t^ 
Whose  wing,  unaided  in  its  course,  explored 
The  wide  creation,  and  beholding  nought 
Like  your  eternal  beauty,  then  adored 
Its  living  splendours ;  deeming  them  infonn*d 
By  natures  tempered  with  a  holier  fire — 
Pure  beings,  with  ethereal  effluence  warm'd. 
Who  to  the  source  of  spirit  might  aspire. 
And  mortal  prayers  benignanUy  convey 
To  some  presiding  Power,  more  awful  fiurth^  th^. 

XIX. 

Quides  o*er  the  desert  and  the  deep  !  to  you 
The  seaman  tum'd,  rejoicing  at  the  helm. 
When  from  the  regions  of  enrpjieBl  blue 
Te  pour*d  soft  radiance  o*er  the  ooean-realm ; 
To  you  the  dweller  of  the  plains  addxesa^d   [own ; 
Vain  prayers,  that  call'd  the  clouds  and  dewe  your 
To  you  the  shepherd,  on  the  mountain's  cras^ 
Kindled  the  fires  that  far  through  midnight  shoDfl^ 
As  earth  would  light  up  all  her  hills,  to  vie 
With  your  immortal  host,  and  image  back  the  akj; 


Hail  to  the  queen  of  heaven  !  her  silvery  cioim 
Serenely  wearing,  o'er  her  hi^  domain 
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She  walks  in  brightnessy  looking  cloudless  down, 
As  if  to  smile  on  her  terrestrial  reign. 
Earth  should  be  hush'd  in  slumber — but  the  night 
Calls  forth  her  worshippers ;  the  feast  is  spread. 
On  hoaiy  Lebanon's  umbrageous  height 
The  shrine  is  raised,  the  rich  libation  shed 
To  her,  whose  beams  illume  those  cedar-shades 
Faintly  as  Nature's  light  the 'wilder  d  soul  pervades. 

XXL 

But  when  ihint  orb,  all  earth's  rich  hues  restoring, 
Came  forth,  0  sim  !  in  mi^esty  supreme. 
Still,  firom  thy  pure  exhaustless  fountain,  pouring 
Beauty  and  life  in  each  triumphant  beam, 
Throng  thine  own  Eastwhat  joyous  ritesprcvail'd! 
What  choral  songs  re-^cho'd  1  while  thy  fire 
Shone  o'er  its  thousand  altars,  and  exhaled 
The  precious  incense  of  each  odorous  P3rre, 
Hei^'d  with  the  richest  balms  of  spicy  vales. 
And  arom^c  woods  that  scent  the  Arabian  gales. 

xxn. 
Tet  not  with  Saba's  fragrant  wealth  alone, 
Balsam  and  myrrh,  the  votive  pile  was  strcw'd ; 
For  the  dark  children  of  the  burning  zone 
Drew  frenzy  from  thy  fervours,  andbedew'd  [scene, 
With  their  own  blood  thy  shrine ;  while  that  wild 
H^>ly  with  pitying  eye,  thine  angel  view'd. 
And  though  with  glory  mantled,  and  severe 
In  his  own  fulness  of  beatitude. 
Yet  moum'd  for  those  whose  spirits  from  thy  ray 
OBoght  not  one  transient  spark  of  intellectual  day. 

XXUL 

Bat  earth  had  deeper  stains.    Ethereal  powers  ! 
Benignant  seraphs  1  wont  to  leave  the  skies. 
And  hold  high  converse,  midst  his  native  bowers. 
With  the  once  glorious  son  of  Paradiso,    [strains 
Look'd  ye  fh)m  heaven  in  sadness  1  were  your 
Of  choral  praise  suspended  in  dismay. 
When  the  polluted  shrine  of  Syria's  plains 
With  clouds  of  incense  dinmi'd  the  blaze  of  day  1 
Or  did  ye  veil  indignantly  your  eyes.  [fice  1 

While  demons  hail'd  the  pomp  of  human  sacri- 

xxrv. 
And  well  the  powers  of  evil  might  rejoice. 
When  rose  from  Tophet's  vale  the  exulting  cry, 
Andy  deaf  to  Nature's  supplicating  voice. 
The  frantio  mother  bore  her  child  to  die  ! 
Around  her  vainly  dung  his  feeble  hands 
"^^^th  BBcred  instinct :  love  hath  lost  its  sway. 
While  ruthless  seal  the  sacrifice  demands. 
And  the  fires  blaze,  impatient  for  their  prey. 


Let  not  his  shrieks  reveal  the  dreadful  tale  ! 
Well  may  the  dnmi's  loud  peal  o'erpower 
in&nt's  wail  1 


XXV. 

A  voice  of  sorrow !  not  from  thence  it  rose ; 
'Twas  not  the  childless  mother.    Syrian  maids, 
Wherewith  red  wave  the  moimtain  streamletfiows. 
Keep  tearful  vigil  in  their  native  shades. 
With  diige  and  plaint  the  cedar-groves  resound. 
Each  rock's  deep  echo  for  Adonis  mourns : 
Weep  for  the  dead  !    Away  i  the  lost  is  found- 
To  life  and  love  the  buried  god  returns  ! 
Then  wakes  the  timbrel — ^then  the  forests  ring; 
And  shouts  of  frenzied  joy  are  on  each  breeze's  wing ! 

XXVL 

But  fill'd  with  holier  joy  the  Persian  stood. 
In  silent  reverence,  on  the  moimtain's  brow. 
At  early  dayspring,  while  the  expanding  flood 
Of  radiance  burst  around,  above,  below — 
Bright,  boundless  as  eternity  :  he  gazed 
Till  his  frill  soul,  imbibing  heaven,  o'erfloVd 
In  worship  of  th'  Invisible,  and  praised 
In  thee,  0  Sun  !  the  symbol  and  abode 
Of  life,  and  power,  and  excellence — the  throne 
Where  dwelt  the    Unapproach'd,  resplendently 
alone.^ 

xxvn. 
What  if  his  thoughts,  with  erring  fondness,  gave 
Mysterious  sanctity  to  things  which  wear 
Th'  Eternal's  impress  1— if  tiie  living  wave, 
The  circling  heavens,  the  fr^e  and  boimdless  air — 
If  the  pure  founts  of  everlasting  flame. 
Deep  in  his  country's  halloVd  vales  enshrined, 
And  the  bright  stars  maintain'd  a  silent  claim 
To  love  and  homage  frt>m  his  awestruck  mind  ? 
Still  with  his  spirit  dwelt  a  lofty  dream 
Of  uncreated  Power,  far,  for  o'er  these  supreme. 

xxvni. 
And  with  that  faith  was  conquest.  He  whose  name 
To  Judah's  harp  of  prophecy  had  rung — 

1  At  an  earlkr  «tage  in  the  oompoeition  of  this  poem,  tin 
following  itanza  was  here  inserted  : — 

**  Kor  low  tiM  MsglMi't  hynm,  mUhnelr  ■nvlUng 

In  ftiU-toned  homage  to  tb«  KmrM  of  flam*, 
IVom  filbvto  rtar*!!  \tj  man,  th*  fOiiMMU  dwalUng 

Of  Midi  teighfe  idel-fbraaa  m  avi  ooaM  fkaow. 
Ha  nar'd  no  tampk,  bad*  no  walla  eonlala 

Tha  bf»ath  of incanw  w  tha  votoa  ofprajer; 
Bat  mada  tha  bonndlaa  anifana  hit  Sum, 

Tha  rods  hla  aharHftona-aderlng  thara 
Tha  Baing  whoaa  OnmlpdlaiMa  parvadai 
AU  JiMila  and  aU  dtptha,  and  haUowa  lonaUaO  AeJi" 


ii8 


IT  A  U AN  LITERATURE. 


He,  of  wfaoee  yet  unborn  and  distant  fiuno 
The  mighty  Toice  of  Inspiration  sung. 
He  came,  the  victor  Qjrus  !    As  he  pass'd. 
Thrones  to  his  footstep  rocVd,  and  monarchs  lay 
Suppliant  and  clothed  with  dust;  while  nations  cast 
Their  ancient  idols  down  before  ibtf  way. 
Who  in  mugestic  mardi,  from  shore  to  shores 
The  quendileas  flame  zerered  by  Persia's  diildren 
bore. 


[In  the  ipring  of  1820,  Mn  Hemams  lint  lbad«  th»  ae- 
quaintanoe  of  OR*  wfao  becftiiM  iltamaidi  a  nalooiaiid  iraluo 
abto  frtond*  refvred  la  UfB.aBddiraar^  mouroed  ia  dMih — 
fikhop  Heber,  then  Rector  of  Hodnet,  and  a  frequent  Tiittor 
at  BodiTddan,  the  residence  of  his  father-in -btw,  the  faUe 
Dean  of  St  Asaph,  from  whom  also,  during  an  intercoorse  of 
many  yean,  Mrs  Hemans  at  an  times  reoehred  much  Itindness 
and  ooortesy.  Mr  Reginald  Heber  was  the  first  eminent 
nterary  character  with  whom  she  had  vnx  fluniliarly  asBO> 
ciated;  and  she  tiMrrfore  entered  with  a  pecoliar  freshness  of 
feeling  in  to  the  delight  inspired  by  his  conrersational  powers, 
enhanced  as  th^  were  by  tiiat  gentle  benignity  of  manner, 
so  often  the  diaracteristlc  ofmiiidsof  the  ^ery  highest  order. 
In  a  letter  to  a  friend  on  this  occasiop,  she  thus  ileeniltes  her 
enjoyment : — **  I  am  more  delighted  with  Mr  Heber  than  I 
canpoesiblytellyoa;  his  oontersation  is  quite  rifdi  with  anec- 
dote, and  every  nbject  on  whidi  he  speaks  had  been,  yoa 
wonMfanagine,  the  whole  itady  of  his  life.  In  short,  his  sodety 
has  made  much  the  samesortof  impreaslon  on  nty  mind  thai 
the  first  penual  of  Ita-nKot  did  ;  and  was  something  so  per* 
fecUy  new  to  me,  that  I  can  hardly  talk  of  any  thing  dae.  I 
had  a  very  long  conversation  with  him  on  the  subject  of  fht 
poem,  wliich  he  read  aloud,  and  commented  upon  as  he  pro- 
ceeded. His  manner  was  so  entirdy  that  of  a  friend,  that  I 
felt  perfectly  at  eaae,  and  did  not  heeitate  to  express  all  my 
own  ideas  and  opinions  on  the  subject,  even  where  th^  did 
not  exactly  coincide  with  hb  own." 

The  poem  here  aOoded  to  wasthe  one  entiOed  Afpfrvfttfon 


ojkI  itmsbiluNi,  which  Mrs  Hemans  had  mmmeaeeA  m 
time  before,  and  which  was  IntMided  to  emhnwe  a  very 
tensive  range  of  subject.  Her  original  derign  wiU  be 
given  In  her  own  words,  froma  letter  to  her  friend  ICss  Park: 
— '*  I  have  been  thbiUng  a  good  deal  of  the  pba  we  dlspnessii! 
togethy.ofapoemonnatinnet  sapersHtfama.  'Onrtkooghts 
are  linked  by  many  a  hidden  diain,*  and  ia  the  eoone  of  m$ 
hicubrations  on  this  subject,  an  idea  occurred  to  me»  which 
I  hope  you  win  not  think  me  too  presumptuous  in  wirihiBg 
toreaUse.  Might  not  a  poem  of  some  extent  and  importaaoe, 
if  the  execntton  were  at  aU  equal  to  the  dedgn,  be  produced, 
from  contrasting  the  spirit  and  tenets  of  Paganism  with  those 
of  Ghriikianity  7  It  would  contain,  of  course,  audi  daarieal 
alhidon  ;  and  aU  the  gracefiil  and  sportive  fictions  of  aadeat 
Greece  and  Italy,  as  weO  as  the  superstitions  of  more  faarter- 
oos  dtmes,  mi|^  be  faitrodDoed  to  prove  how  little  rmisiTli- 
tlon  they  could  eonvey  in  the  hour  of  afllietkm— or  hopa.  In 
that  of  death.  Many  scenes  from  history  might  bo  portx^ed 
in  iUustration  of  thb  idea ;  andtheoolaintyofaftitareolatOa 
and  of  the  hnmortanty  of  the  soul,  which  we  derive  froon 
revdatkm,  are  sursty  subjects  ft>r  poetry  tli  the  hi^^iest  dass. 
Descripttou  of  those  regions  which  are  still  straogsn  to  flio 
blessings  of  our  religton,  such  as  the  greatest  part  of  AiHea» 
Indh^  &C.,  might  contain  nmch  that  Is  poetical ;  but  the 
subject  is  afanost  boundless,  and  I  think  of  it  tiU  I  am  startled 
by  its  magnitude.'* 

Mr  Heber  approved  highly  of  the  plan  of  the  work,  and 
gave  her  every  enoonr^emoat  to  piooeed  iaH;  sapp^ying 
her  with  many  admirable  saggestkms,  both  as  to  the  illailra> 
tions  which  might  be  introduced  with  the  haziest  eilBct,  and 
the  souross  from  whence  the  requisite  information  would  best 
bo  derived.  But  ttie  great  labour  and  raearch  neeeseaiy  to 
the  development  of  a  plan  vrhieh  Induded  the 
of  every  age  and  country,  from  the  earliest  of  aD 
the  adoration  of  the  sun,  moon,  and  host  of  heaven,  ollnded 
to  in  the  book  of  Job— to  the  stm  existing  rites  of  the  Hindoos 
— ^would  have  demanded  a  course  of  study  too  engrossing  to 
be  compatible  with  the  many  other  daims,  both  domestii  and 
literary,  which  daily  preawd  more  and  more  u|>on  the  anther's 
time.  The  work  was,  therefore,  laid  aside ;  and  the  fragment 
now  first  published  is  aH  that  remains  of  it,  thoo^  the  pro- 
ject was  never  distinctly  abandoned.] 


ITALIAN  LITERATURE.! 


THE  RASVIGIilANA  OF  MONTL 
raox  siSMOXDrs  *'  LrrmATtraK  no  midi.** 

ViNCENzo    Mo2m,  a  nattre   of  Ferrara,   is 
acknowledged,  by  the  unanimous  ccmaent  of  the 

1  **  About  this  tiaie  O810)  Mrs  Hemans  was  aa  occasional 
oontributor  to  the  EdMbftn^K  UmlKtf  Mofeuine,  then  con- 
ducted by  the  Rev.  Robert  Mordiead,  wfaoee  Oberal  cour- 
tesy in  the  discharge  of  his  editorial  ofllce  associated  many 
agreeable  recoUectkma  with  the  period  of  ftfaie  nterary  hiter- 
ooorse.  Several  of  her  poems  appeared  in  the  above-men- 
tioned periodical,  as  aleo  a  sertoe  of  papers  on  ibrsign  litera- 


Italians,  as  the  greatest  of  their  U^ing  poets. 
Irritable^  impassioned,  Tariable  to  ezoesi,  he  is 
always  actuated  by  the  impulse  of  tho  moment. 
Whatever  he  feels  is  felt  with  the  most  enthu- 
siastic vehemence.  He  sees  the  objects  of  his 
thoughts — they  are  present^  and  clothed  with 


ture,  vrUdi,  with  very  few  exceptions,  were  the  onty 
compositione  she  ever  gave  to  the  world;  and  indeed  to 
papers  sudi  a  distincttve  appeUation  is  perhaps 
applicable,  as  the  proee  writing  may  ho  oonriderad  iilMadi 
nato  to  tho  poetical  translations,  wUdi  it  Is  oed  to  intEO- 
duce.**— JffliM^fr,  p.  41. 
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life-'-^Mfore  him,  and  a  flexible  and  hannonioua 
language  is  always  at  his  command  to  paint  them 
with  the  richest  colouring.   Persuaded  that  poetiy 
is  only  another  spedes  of  painting,  he  makes  the 
art  of  the  poet  consist  in  rendering  apparent,  to 
the  eyes  of  all,  the  pictures  created  by  his  imagi- 
nation for  himself;  and  he  permits  not  a  verse 
to  escape  him  which  does  not  contain  an  image. 
Deeply  impressed  by  the  study  of  Dante,  he  has 
restored  to  the  character  of  Italian  poetry  those 
seYore  and  exalted  beauties  by  which  it  was 
distingoiflhed  at  its  birth ;  and  he  proceeds  fh>m 
one  picture  to  another  with  a  grandeur  and  dig- 
nity iwcnliar  to  himself^    It  is  extraordinaiy  that> 
witii  something  so  lofty  in  his  manner  and  style 
of  writing,  the  heart  of  so  impossioned  a  character 
should  not  be  regulated  by  principles  of  greater 
comristency.     In  many  other  poets,  this  defect 
mig^  pass  unobserved :  but  droumstances  have 
thrown  the  fullest  light  upon  the  versatility  of 
Honti,  and  his  glory  as  a  poet  is  attached  to 
works  which  display  him  in  continual  opposition 
to  himsalf.    Writing  in  the  midst  of  the  various 
Italian   revolutions,  he  has  constantly  chosen 
political  subjects  for  his  compositions,  and  he  has 
Baooeesivelj  celebrated  opposite  parties  in  pro- 
portion to  their  success.    Let  us  suppose,  in  his 
justification,  that  he  composes  as  an  improvisotore, 
and  that  his  feelings,  becoming  highly  excited  by 
the  given  theme,  he  seizes  thfi  political  ideas  it 
saggests,  however  foreign  they  may  be  to  his 
individual  sentiments.^    In  these  political  poems 
—the  object  and  purport  of  which  are  so  different 
—the  invention  and  manner  are,  perhaps,  but 
too  similar.    The  Boivigliana,  or  poem  on  the 
death  of  Basville,  is  the  most  celebrated ;  but, 
nnee  its  appearance,  it  has  been  discovered  that 
Monti,  who  always  imitated  Dante,  has  now  also 
very  firequently  imitated  himsell 

Hug^  Basville  was  the  French  Envoy  who  was 
put  to  death  at  Rome  by  the  people,  for  attempt- 
mg,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Revolution,  to  excite 
a  sedition  against  the  Pontifical  goverzmient 
Monti,  who  was  then  the  poet  of  the  Pope,  as  he 
has  since  been  of  the  Republic,  supposes  that»  at 
the  moment  of  Basville*a  death,  he  is  saved  by  a 
mddflii  repentance,  firom  the  condemnation  which 
his  phUofiophical  prindplee  had  merited.     But, 

>  Tht  obMnaUoB  of  a  Fviiicfa  tutbor  (U  (ktumr  du  IHc- 
Uomtmbre  det  ObroucUai)  on  th«  fon«nl  venatility  of  poefti, 
•MOM  to  pocoUorly  appropriate  to  Um  character  of  Monti, 
that  It  mlglit  afaDMt  bosoppoMd  to  bavv  been  written  for  the 
capvwi  parpoM  of  iiieli  an  application.—**  Le  oerrean  d'nn 
poHo  «l  d'vaa  dn  aioBi  at  flaxiUt,  oiii'lmprlmo  natonUa- 


as  a  punishment  ibr  his  guilt,  and  a  substitute  for 
the  pains  of  pmgatozy,  he  is  condemned  by 
Divine  Justice  to  traverse  France  \mtil  the  crimes 
of  that  coimtiy  have  received  their  due  chastise- 
ment, and  doomed  to  contemplate  the  misfor- 
times  and  reverses  to  which  he  has  contributed 
by  assisting  to  extend  the  progress  of  the  Revo- 
lution. 

An  angel  of  heaven  conducts  Basville  fix>m  pro- 
vince to  province,  that  he  may  behold  the  desola- 
tion of  his  lovely  oountiy.  He  then  conve3rs  him 
to  Paris,  and  mokes  him  witness  the  sufferings 
and  death  of  Louis  XYL,  and  afterwards  shows 
him  the  Allied  armies  prepared  to  burst  upon 
France,  and  avenge  the  blood  of  her  king.  The 
poem  concludes  before  the  issue  of  the  contest 
is  known.  It  is  divided  into  four  cantos  of  three 
himdred  lines  each,  and  written  in  tena  rima, 
like  the  poem  of  Dante.  Not  only  many  expres- 
sions, epithets,  and  lines  are  borrowed  from  the 
Divine  Comedy,  but  the  invention  itself  is  similar. 
An  angel  conducts  Basville  through  the  suffering 
worid ;  and  this  fiuthful  guide,  who  consoles  4nd 
supports  the  speetcUor-hero  of  the  poem,  acts  pre- 
cisely the  same  port  which  is  performed  by  Viigil 
in  Dante.  Basville  himself  thinks,  feoLs,  and 
suffers,  exactly  as  Dante  would  have  done.  Monti 
has  not  preserved  any  traces  of  his  revolutionaiy 
character — ^he  describes  him  as  feeling  more  pity 
than  remorse — and  he  seems  to  forget,  in  thus 
identifying  himself  with  his  hero,  that  he  has  at 
first  represented  Basville,  and  perhaps  without 
foundation,  as  on  infidel  and  a  ferocious  revolu- 
tionist The  Siuvigliana  is,  perhaps,  more  re- 
markable than  any  other  poem  for  the  migesty 
of  its  verse,  the  sublimity  of  its  expression,  and 
the  richness  of  its  colouring.  In  the  first  canto  the 
spirit  of  Basville  thus  takes  leave  of  the  body  : — 

"Sleep,  0  beloved  companion  of  my  woes, 
Rest  thou  in  deep  and  undisturb'd  repose ; 
Till  at  the  last  great  day,  from  slumber's  bed. 
Heaven's  trumpet-summons  shall  awake  the  dead. 

"Be  the  earth  li^t  upon  thee,  mild  the  shower. 
And  soft  the  breeze's  wing,  till  that  dread  hour  ; 
Nor  let  the  wanderer  passing  o'er  thee,  breathe 
Words  of  keen  insult  to  the  dust  beneath. 

ment  tout  eo  qui  la  flatte,  to  iMait,  at  lliinnnte.  La  mnaa 
du  chant  n'a  pat  da  partte ;  o'Mt  one  dtourdie  ian«  conic- 
quence,  qui  folAtra  ^galement  et  tar  de  riches  gacons  et  sur 
d'arides  hruy^res.  Un  po^te  en  d^lire  chante  indifT^remnient 
Titus  et  Thamask,  Looft  13»*  et  Cromwell,  Christine  de 
8uMe  et  Stanehon  k  VleUtoM.** 
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*  Sleep  thou  in  peace  !  Beyond  the  fimeral  pyre, 
There  live  no  flames  of  yengeance  or  of  ire ; 
And  midst  high  hearts  I  leave  thee,  on  a  shore 
Where  mercy's  home  hath  been  fromdays  of  yore." 

Thus  to  its  earthly  form  the  spirit  cried. 
Then  tum'd  to  follow  its  celestial  guide ; 
But  with  a  downcast  mien,  a  pensive  sigh, 
A  lingering  step,  and  oft  reverted  eye — 
As  when  a  child's  reluctant  feet  obey 
Its  mother's  voice,  and  slowly  leave  its  play. 

Night  o'er  the  earth  her  dewy  veil  had  cast. 
When  from  th'  Eternal  City's  towers  they  pass'd, 
And  rising  in  their  flighty  on  that  proud  dome, 
Whoso  waUs  enshrine  the  guardian  saint  of  Rome, 
Lo  1  where  a  cherub-form  sublimely  tower'd. 
But  dreadful  in  his  glory  1    Sternly  lowcr'd 
Wrath  in  his  kingly  aspect.     One  he  seem'd 
Of  the  bright  seven,  whose  dazzling  splendour 

beam'd 
On  high  amidst  the  burning  lamps  of  heaven. 
Seen  in  the  dread,  o'erwhehning  visions  given 
To  the  rapt  seer  of  Patmos.    Wheels  of  fire 
Seem'd  his  fierce  eyes,  all  kindling  in  their  ire.; 
And  his  loose  tresses,  floating  as  ho  stood, 
A  comet's  glare,  presaging  woe  and  blood. 
He  waved  his  sword — its  red,  terrific  light 
With  fearful  radiance  tinged  the  clouds  of  night ; 
While  his  left  hand  sustain'd  a  shield  so  vast. 
Far  o'er  the  Vatican  beneath  was  cast 
Its  broad,  protecting  shadow.    As  the  plume 
Of  the  strong  eagle  spreads  in  sheltering  gloom 
O'er  its  young  brood,  as  yet  untaught  to  soar ; 
And  while,  all  trembling  at  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
Each  humbler  bird  shrints  cowering  in  its  nest, 
Beneath  that  wing  of  power,  and  ample  breast, 
They  sleep  unheeding ;  while  the  storm  on  high 
Breaks  not  their  calm  and  proud  security. 

In  the  second  canto,  Basville  enters  Paris  with 
his  angelic  guide,  at  the  moment  preceding  the 
execution  of  Louis  XVI. 

The  air  was  heavy,  and  the  brooding  skies 
Look'd  fraught  with  omens,  as  to  harmonise 
With  his  pale  aspect.    Through  the  forest  roxmd 
Not  a  leaf  whispered — and  the  only  sound 
That  broke  the  stillness  was  a  streamlet's  moon 
Murmuring  amidst  the  rocks  with  plaintive  tone. 
As  if  a  storm  within  the  woodland  bowers 
Were  gathering.    On  they  moved — and  lo  !  the 

towers 
Of  A  far  city  I    Nearer  now  they  drew  ; 
And  all  reveal'd,  expanding  on  their  view. 


The  Babylon,  the  scene  of  crimes  and  woes — 
Paris,  the  guilty,  the  devoted,  rose  ! 


In  the  dark  mantle  of  a  cloud  array'd. 
Viewless  and  hush'd,  the  angel  and  the  shade 
Entered  that  evil  city.    Onward  pass'd 
The  heavenly  being  first,  with  brow  o'ercasi 
And  troubled  mien,  while  in  his  glorious  eyes 
Tears  had  obscured  the  splendour  of  the  skies. 
Pale  with  dismay,  the  trembling  spirit  saw 
That  alter'd  aspect,  and,  in  breathless  awe, 
Mark'd  the  strange  silence  round.     The  deep> 

toned  swell 
Of  life's  full  tide  was  hush'd ;  the  sacred  bell. 
The  clamorous  anvil,  mute ;  all  sounds  were  fled 
Of  labour  or  of  mirth,  and  in  their  stead 
Terror  and  stillness,  bodiog  signs  of  woe. 
Inquiring  glances,  rumours  whisper'd  low. 
Questions  half-utter'd,  jealous  looks  that  keep 
A  fearful  watch  around,  and  sadness  deep 
That  weighs  upon  the  heart ;  and  voices,  heard 
At  intervals^  in  many  a  broken  word — 
Voices  of  mothers,  trembling  as  they  press'd 
Th'  unconscious  infimt  closer  to  their  breast; 
Voices  of  wives,  with  fond  imploring  cries. 
And  the  wild  eloquence  of  tears  and  sighs, 
On  their  own  thresholds  striving  to  detain 
Their  fierce  impatient  lords ;  but  weak  and  vain 
Affection's  gentle  bonds,  in  that  dread  hour 
Of  fate  and  fiiiy — ^Love  hath  lost  his  power ! 
For  evil  spirits  are  abroad,  the  air 
Breathes  of  their  influence.  Druid  phantoms  there, 
Fired  by  that  thirst  for  victims  which  of  eld 
Raged  in  their  bosoms  fierce  and  unoontroll'd. 
Rush,  in  ferocious  transport,  to  survey 
The  deepest  crime  that  e'er  hath  dimmed  the  day. 
Blood,  human  blood,  hath  stain'd  their  vests  and 

hair. 
On  the  winds  tossing,  with  a  sanguine  glare, 
Scattering  red  showers  aroxmd  them  !    Flaming 

brands 
And  serpent  scoui^ges  in  their  restless  hands 
Are  wildly  shaken.     Others  lift  on  high 
The  steel,  th'  envenom'd  bowl ;  and,  hurrying  by. 
With  touch  of  fire  contagious  fury  dart 
Through  human  veins,  fast  kindling  to  the  heart 
Then  comes  the  rush  of  crowds !  restroin'd  no  more. 
Fast  from  each  homo  the  frenzied  inmates  pour; 
From  every  heart  affrighted  mercy  flies. 
While  her  soft  voice  amidst  the  tumult  dies. 
Then  the  earth  trembles,  as  from  street  to  street 
The  tramp  of  steeds,  the  press  of  hastening  JTeet, 
The  roll  of  wheels,  all  mingling  in  the  breeae. 
Come  deepening  onward,  as  the  swell  of : 
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Heard  at  the  dead  of  midnight ;  or  the  moan 
Of  distant  tempests,  or  the  hollow  tone 
Of  the  fax  thunder  !    Then  what  feelings  pressed, 
0  wretched  Basville  1  on  thy  guilty  breast ; 
What  pangB  were  thine,  thus  fitted  to  behold 
Death's  awful  banner  to  the  winds  unfold  ! 
To  see  the  axe,  the  scaffold,  raised  on  high — 
The  dark  impatience  of  the  murderer's  eye, 
Eager  for  crime  !    And  he,  tiie  great>  the  good, 
Thy  martyr-king,  by  men  athirst  for  blood 
Dragged  to  a  felon  s  death  1    Tet  still  his  mien. 
Midst  that  wild  throng^  is  loftily  serene ; 
And  his  step  &lters  not.    0  hearts  xmmoyed  ! 
Where  hare  you  borne  your  monarch  1 — He  who 

loved — 
LoTed  you  so  well !    Behold  !  the  sim  grows  pale. 
Shrouding  lus  gloxy  in  a  tearful  veil ; 
The  misty  air  is  silent,  as  in  dread, 
And  the  dim  sky  with  shadowy  gloom  o*OTspread ; 
While  saints  and  martyrs^  spirits  of  the  blest, 

Ixx^  down,  all  weeping,  firom  their  bowers  of  rest 

•  •  •  •  « 

In  that  droad  moment,  to  the  fatal  pile 
The  regal  victim  came ;  and  raised  the  while 
His  patient  glance^  with  such  an  aspect  high. 
So  firm,  so  calm,  in  holy  majesty. 
That  6*en  th'  assassins'  hearts  a  moment  shook 
Before  the  grandeur  of  that  kingly  look ; 
And  a  strange  thrill  of  pity,  half-renow'd, 
Ran  through  the  bosoms  of  the  multitude. 

•  •  •  •  • 
Like  Him,  who,  breathing  mercy  to  the  last, 
Pny*d  tin  the  bitterness  of  death  was  past — 
ETen  f<nr  his  murderers  pray'd,  in  that  dark  hour 
When  his  soul  yielded  to  affliction's  power. 
And  the  winds  bore  his  dying  cry  abroad — 

**  Ebst  thou  forsaken  me,  my  God  !  my  God  V* — 
E'en  thus  the  monarch  stood ;  his  prayer  arose, 
Dins  calling  down  foigiveness  on  his  foes — 
"To  Thee  my  spirit  I  commend,"  he  cried ; 
"And  my  lost  people,  Father !  be  their  guide  !" 

•  •  •  •  • 

But  the  sharp  steel  descends — ^the  blow  is  given. 
And  answered  by  a  thunder-peal  from  heaven ; 
Earth,  stain'd  with  blood,  convulsive  terrors  owns, 
And  her  kings  tremble  on  their  distant  thrones  ! 


THE  ALCESTIS  OF  ALFIERL 

Tki  Aloai^  of  Alfubi  is  said  to  have  been  the 
last  tragedy  he  composed,  and  is  distinguished  to 
a  remarkable  degree  by  that  tenderness  of  which 


his  former  worics  present  so  few  examples.  It 
would  appear  as  if  the  pure  and  exalted  affection 
by  which  the  impetuosity  of  his  fiery  spirit  was 
ameliorated  during  the  latter  years  of  his  life,  had 
impressed  its  whole  character  on  this  work,  as  a 
record  of  that  domestic  hi^piness  in  whose  bosom 
his  heart  at  length  found  a  resting-place.  Most 
of  his  earlier  writings  bear  witness  to  that  "  fever 
at  the  core,"  that  burning  impatience  of  restraint, 
and  those  incessant  and  xmtameoble  aspirations 
after  a  wider  sphere  of  action,  by  which  his  youth 
was  consumed;  but  the  poetry  of  AUxtldt  must 
find  its  echo  in  every  heart  which  has  known  the 
power  of  domestic  ties,  or  felt  the  bitterness  of 
their  dissolution.  The  interest  of  the  piece,  how- 
ever, though  entirely  domestic,  is  not  for  a  mo- 
ment allowed  to  languish;  nor  does  the  conjugal 
affection,  which  forms  the  mainspring  of  the 
action,  ever  degenerate  into  the  pastoral  insipidity 
of  Metastasio.  The  diaracter  of  Alcestis  herself, 
with  all  its  lofty  fortitude,  heroic  affection,  and 
subdued  anguish,  powerfully  recalls  to  our  ima- 
gination the  calm  and  tempered  majesty  distin- 
guishing the  mastexpieces  of  Greek  sculpture,  in 
which  the  expression  of  mental  or  bodily  suffering 
is  never  allowed  to  transgresis  the  limits  of  beauty 
and  sublimity.  The  union  of  dignity  and  afflic- 
tion impressing  more  than  earthly  gpiandeur  on 
the  coimtenance  of  Niobe,  would  be,  perhaps,  the 
best  illustration  of  this  analogy. 

The  following  scene,  in  which  Alcestis  announces 
to  Pheres,  the  fiither  of  Admetus,  the  terms  upon 
which  the  oracle  of  Delphos  has  declared  that  his 
son  may  be  restored,  has  seldom  been  surpassed 
by  the  author,  even  in  his  most  celebrated  pro- 
ductions. It  is,  however,  to  be  feared  that  little 
of  its  beauty  can  be  transfused  into  a  translation, 
OS  the  severity  of  a  style  so  completely  devoid  of 
imagery,  must  render  it  dependent  for  many  in- 
commimicable  attractions  upon  the  melody  of  the 
original  language. 


ACT  I.— Scene  IL 

Alcestis^  Pheres. 

Ale,  Weep  thou  no  more !  0  monarch,  dry  thy 
tears ! 
For  know,  he  shall  not  die ;  not  now  shall  fate 
Bereave  thee  of  thy  son. 

PAe.  What  mean  thy  words  1 
Hath  then  Apollo — ^is  there  then  a  hope  ? 
Ale.  Yes !  hope  for  iKtt — hope  by  the  voioe 
annoimced 
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Ftom  the  prophetic  cave.    Kor  would  I  yield 
To  other  lipa  the  tidingis,  meet  alone 
For  thee  to  hear  finom  mme. 

PKt,  But  say  1  oh  I  say. 
Shall  then  my  son  be  spared? 

Ale  He  shall,  to  t^ 
Thus  hath  Apollo  said — ^Aloestis  thus 
Confirms  the  oracle — ^be  thou  teoure. 

PA&  0  sounds  of  joy  1   He  liYes  1 

Ale  But  not  for  this, 
Think  not  thai  e'en  for  lAtt  the  stranger  Joy 
Shall  yet  reriatt  these  devoted  walls.  [death 

Ph€,  Can  there  be  grief  when  ftxun  hia  bed  of 
Admetus  rises)  What  deep  mystery  lurks 
Within  thy  words]  What  mean*st  thou)  Qracious 

heaven ! 
Thou,  whose  deep  love  is  all  hia  own,  who  hear'st 
The  tidings  of  his  safety,  and  dost  bear 
Traniq>ort  and  life  in  that  glad  oracle 
To  his  despairing  sire ;  thy  cheek  is  tinged 
With  death,  and  on  thy  pure  ingenuous  brow. 
To  the  brief  lightning  of  a  sudden  joy. 
Shades  dark  as  night  succeed,  and  thou  art  wrapt 
In  troubled  silence.    Speak  I  oh,  q>eak  I 

Ale,  The  gods 
Themselves  have  limitations  to  their  power 
Impassable,  eternal — and  their  will 
Resists  not  the  tremendous  laws  of  fate : 
Nor  small  the  boon  they  grant  thee  in  the  life 
Of  thy  restored  Admetus. 

FKt,  In  thy  looks 
There  is  expression,  more  than  in  thy  words. 
Which  thrills  my  shuddering  heart  Declare,  what 

terms 
Can  render  fiatal  to  thyself  and  us 
The  rescued  life  of  him  thy  soul  adorwl 

Ale*  0  father !  could  my  silenoe  aug^t  avail 
To  keep  that  fearful  secret  from  thine  ear, 
StOl  should  it  r«st  unheard,  till  all  fulfill'd 
Wore  the  dread  sacrifice.    But  vain  the  wish ; 
And  since  too  soon,  too  well  it  must  bo  knowi^ 
Hear  it  from  me. 

Pht,  Throughout  my  curdling  veins 
Rims  a  cold,  deathlike  horror ;  and  I  feel 
I  am  not  all  a  father.     In  my  heart 
Strive  many  deep  affections.    Thee  I  love, 
O  fur  and  high-«oul'd  consort  of  my  son  ! 
More  than  a  daughter ;  and  thine  infimt  race. 
The  cherish'd  hope  and  £^ory  of  my  age ; 
And,  unimpair'd  by  time,  within  my  breast^ 
High,  holy,  and  unalterable  love 
For  her,  the  partner  of  my  cares  and  joy% 
Dwells  pure  and  perfect  yet.    Bethink  thee,  then, 
In  what  suspense,  what  agony  of  fear. 


I  wait  thy  words ;  for  well,  too  well,  I  sett 
Thy  lips  are  frau^t  with  futal  augurieiB^ 
To  some  one  of  my  race. 

Ale  Death  hath  his  rights. 
Of  which  not  e^en  the  great  Supernal  Powma 
May  hope  to  rob  him.    By  his  ruthless  hand. 
Already  seized,  the  noble  victim  lay. 
The  heir  of  empire,  in  his  glowing  prime 
And  noonday,  struck : — ^Admetus,  the  revered^ 
The  blees'dy  the  loved,  by  all  who  own*d  his  away*- 
By  his  illustrious  parent^  by  the  realma 
Surrounding  his — and  oh  !  what  need  to  add. 
How  much  by  his  Alcestis  1 — Such  vraa  h^ 
Already  in  th'  unsparing  grasp  of  death 
Withering,  a  certain  prey.    Apollo  theooe 
Hath  snatched  him,  and  another  in  his  stea<^ 
Though  not  an  equal — (who  can  equal  him  \) 
Must  &11  a  voluntary  sacrifice. 
Another,  of  his  lineage  or  to  him 
By  closest  bonds  united,  must  descend 
To  the  dark  realm  of  Orcus  in  hiu  places 
Who  thus  alone  is  saved. 

PKt.  What  do  I  heart 
Woe  to  us,  woe  ! — ^what  victim  1 — ^who  shall  bo 
Accepted  in  his  steadt 

Ale.  The  dread  exchange 
£*en  now,  0  fi^er !  hath  been  made;  the  pnj 
Is  ready,  nor  is  wholly  worthless  him 
For  whom  'tis  freely  ofier'd.    Kor  wilt  thou, 
0  mighty  goddess  of  th'  infernal  shades  1 
Whose  image  sanctifies  this  threshold  floor. 
Disdain  the  victim. 

Phe  All  prepared  the  prey  1 
And  to  our  blood  allied  1  Oh,  heaven  ! — and  yet 
Thou  bad'st  me  weep  no  more  1 

Ale.  Tes  1  thus  I  said. 
And  thus  again  I  say,  thou  shalt  not  weep 
Thy  son's,  nor  I  deplore  my  husband  s  doom* 
Let  him  be  saved,  and  other  s6unds  of  woe 
Less  deep,  less  mournful  £u:,  shall  here  be  hecr^ 
Than  those  Aw  death  had  caused. — ^With  some  £i« 

tears, 
But  grief,  and  mingled  with  a  gleam  of  j^y. 
E'en  while  the  involuntary  tribute  lasts. 
The  victim  shall  be  honour'd  who  reaign'd 
Life  for  Admetus. — ^Would'st  thou  know  the  pny. 
The  vow'd,  the  willing,  the  devoted  one, 
Offer  d  and  hallow'd  to  th'  infernal  gods. 
Father !— 'tis  I. 

PKe.  What  hast  thou  done  t  Oh,  heaven  I  [saved 
What  hast  thou  donel  And  think'st  thou  he  le 
^y  such  a  compactt    Think'st  thou  he  can 

Bereft  of  thee  ^Of  thee,  his  light  of  liftb 
very  soul  I— Of  thee,  beloved  fiur  more 
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parents — than  his  children 
iself  1    Oh  no  1  it  shall  not  bel 
Alcestis  1  in  the  flower 
)eauty  ! — perish,  and  destroy 
dm  alone,  but  us,  but  all, 
I  adore  thee  1    Desolate 
throne,  the  kingdom,  reft  of  thee, 
lou  not  of  those  whose  tender  years 
ire  1 — ^thy  children !  think  of  them  ! 
irce  of  each  domestic  joy, 
9  life  alone  Admetus  liyea^ 
delight,  thou  shalt  not  die 
e  for  thee !    Me^  me  alone, 
aandfi — a  withered  stem, 
hose  duty,  is  for  him  to  die. 
. — the  fulness  of  my  years, 
es  of  age,  and  all  the  love 
3  dwelling  im  a  father^s  heart, 
pity,  half  with  wonder  bleirt, 
>o,  whose  youth  with  heaxenly  gifts 
doVd ; — all,  all  unite 
omant  the  just  decree, 
e.    But  thou,  I  bid  thee  live  ! 
nds  thee,  0  Alcestis — live  I 
all  woman's  youthful  love  surpass 
dovotedness. 

,  thy  fond  paternal  love ; 
7  them  well,  and  not  in  Yaln 
dpate  their  high  resolves. 

0  I  have  heard  thy  words, 

jt  to  mine,  and  thou  shalt  own 

bo  withstood. 

;anst  thou  say 

d  hear  ?    I  go,  resolved  to  save 

thee  would  perish ; — to  the  shrine 

Ay  thee  !  'tis  too  late. 

consenting  Proserpine, 

ote  abysses  of  her  realms^ 

epted  the  terrific  vow 

no,  with  indissoluble  tiea^ 

id  I  am  firm,  and  well  I  know 

ive  me  of  the  awful  right 

1  won. 

.  .  .  • 

nayst  weep  my  fate, 

father  !  but  thou  canst  not  blame 
>se.    Oh !  the  more  endeared 
ry  tie — the  more  I  feel 
less,  the  more  my  saorifiee 
.dmetus.    I  descend 
idowy  regions  of  the  dead 
honoured. 


In  thy  presence  here 
Again  I  uttered  the  tremendous  vow. 
Now  more  than  half  fulfilled.    I  feel,  I  know. 
Its  dread  effects.    Through  all  my  burning  veina 
Th'  insatiate  fever  revels.    Doubt  is  o'er. 
The  Honaroh  of  the  Dead  hath  heard — he  calls^ 
He  summons  me  away — and  thou  art  saved, 

0  my  Admetus  1 

In  the  opening  of  the  third  act,  Alcestis  enters, 
with  her  son  EomeleSi  and  her  daughter,  to  com- 
plete the  sacrifice  by  dying  at  the  feet  of  Proser- 
pine'b  statue.  The  following  scene  ensues  be- 
tween her  and  Admetus. 

AU,  Hereto  my  fidthful  handmaids!  at  the  feet 
Of  Proserpine's  dread  image  spread  my  couch ; 
For  I  myself  e'en  now  must  offer  here 
The  victim  she  requires.    And  you,  meanwhile. 
My  children !  seek  your  aireu    Behold  him  there. 
Sad,  silent,  and  alone.    But  through  his  veins 
Health's  genial  current  flows  once  more,  as  finoo 
As  in  his  brightest  days :  and  he  shall  live — 
Shall  live  for  you.    Gk>,  hang  upon  his  neck. 
And  with  your  innocent  encircling  arms 
Twine  round  him  fondly. 

Eum,  Can  it  be  indeed. 
Father,  loved  father  1  that  we  see  thee  thua 
Restoredt    What  joy  is  ours  I 

Adm.  There  is  no  joy  1 
Speak  not  of  joy  I    Away,  away  1  my  grief 
Is  wild  and  desperate.    Cling  to  me  no  more  I 

1  know  not  of  affection,  and  I  feel 
No  more  a  father. 

Eum,  Oh  I  what  words  are  these  t 
Are  we  no  more  thy  children  t    Are  we  not 
Thine  ownl   Sweet  sister!  twine  around  his  neck 
More  close ;  he  must  return  the  fond  embrace. 

Adm,  0  children  1  0  my  children  !  to  my  soul 
Tour  innocent  words  and  kisses  are  as  darts, 
That  pierce  it  to  the  quick.    I  can  no  more 
Sustiun  the  bitter  conflict.    Every  sound 
Of  your  soft  accents  but  too  well  recalls 
The  voice  which  was  the  music  of  my  life. 
Alcestis  I  my  Alcestis  I — was  she  not 
Of  all  her  sex  the  flower  ]    Was  woman  e'er 
Adored  like  her  before  1    Tet  this  is  shd, 
The  eold  of  heart,  th'  ungrateful,  who  hath  left 
Her  husband  and  her  infants  !    This  is  she, 

0  my  deserted  children  I  who  at  once 
Bereaves  you  of  your  parents. 

Ale,  Woe  is  me  I 

1  hear  the  bitter  and  reproachful  cries 

I  Of  my  despairing  lord.    With  life's  last  powers, 
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Oh  !  let  mo  strive  to  soothe  hun  stilL    Approach, 
My  handmaids,  raise  me,  and  support  my  steps 
To  the  distracted  mourner.    Bear  me  hence, 
That  he  may  hear  and  see  me. 

Adm,  Is  it  thou? 
And  do  I  see  thee  still  1  and  com*st  thou  thus 
To  comfort  me,  Alcestis  ?    Must  I  hear 
The  dying  accents  ihiu  f    Alas !  return 
To  thy  sad  couch — ^return  !  'tis  meet  for  me 
There  by  thy  side  for  ever  to  remain. 

Ale,  For  me  thy  care  is  vain.    Though  meet  for 
thee fare  thae, 

A  dm.  O  Yoice !  0  looks  of  death !  are  these. 
Thus  darkly  shrouded  with  mortality. 
The  eyes  that  were  the  sunbeams  and  the  life 
Of  my  fond  soul  1    Alas  !  how  fidnt  a  ray 
"FbXIb  from  their  &ded  orbs,  so  brilliant  once, 
Upon  my  drooping  brow !     How  heavily. 
With  what  a  weight  of  death  thy  languid  voice 
Sinks  on  my  heart !  too  fidthful  fiu*,  too  fond. 
Alcestis  !  thou  art  dying — and  for  me  ! 
«  *  •  .  • 

Alcestis  !  and  thy  feeble  hand  supports 
With  its  last  power,  supports  my  sinking  head. 
E'en  now,  while  death  is  on  thee !  Oh!  the  touch 
Rekindles  tenfold  frenzy  in  my  heart 
I  rush,  I  fly  impetuous  to  the  shrine, 
The  image  of  yon  ruthless  Deity, 
Impatient  for  her  prey.    Before  thy  death. 
There,  there,  I  too,  self-sacrificed,  will  fall. 


Vain  is  each  obstacle — ^in  vain  the  gods 
Themselves  would  check  my  fUry.    I  am  lord 
Of  my  own  days — and  thus  I  swear 

Ale.  Yes!  swear, 
Admetus  !  for  thy  children  to  sustain 
The  load  of  life.    All  other  impious  vows, 
Wliich  thou,  a  rebel  to  the  sovereign  will 
Of  those  who  rule  on  high,  mightst  dare  to  form 
Within  thy  breast,  thy  lip,  by  them  enchain'd, 
Would  vainly  seek  to  utter.    Seest  thou  not, 
It  is  from  them  the  inspiration  flows 
Which  in  my  language  breathes?    They  lend  me 
power,  [fuse 

They  bid  me  through  thy  strengthen*d  soul  trans- 
High  courage,  noble  constancy.    Submit, 
Bow  dow9  to  them  thy  spirit.    Be  thou  calm; 
Be  near  me.    Aid  me.    In  the  dread  extreme 
To  which  I  now  approach,  from  whom  but  thee 
Should  comfort  be  derived?    AMct  me  not. 
In  such  an  hour,  with  AwgniRli  worse  than  death. 
O  fiEuthfiil  and  beloved,  support  me  still  ! 
•  •  •  •  • 

The  choruses  with  which  this  tragedy  is  inter- 


spersed are  distinguished  for  their  melody  and 
classic  beauty.  The  following  translation  will  pve 
our  readen  a  fiiint  idea  of  the  one  by  which  the 
third  act  is  concluded. 

Ale.  My  children !  all  is  finish'd.  Kow,  &rewell ! 
To  thy  fond  care,  0  Phercs !  I  commit 
My  widoVd  lord  :  forsake  him  not. 

Bum.  Alas! 
Sweet  mother  I  wilt  thou  leave  us  ?  From  thy  side 
Are  we  for  ever  parted  1 

Pke.  Tean  forbid 
All  utterance  of  our  woes.    Bereft  of  sense. 
More  lifeless  than  the  dying  victim,  see 
The  desolate  Admetus.    Farther  yet, 
Still  farther,  let  us  bear  him  from  the  sight 
Of  his  Alcestis. 

,    Ale.  0  my  handmaids  !  still 
Lend  me  your  pious  aid,  and  thus  compose 
With  sacred  modesty  theee  toxpid  limbs 
When  death's  last  pang  is  o'er. 

Chorut. 

Alas!  how  weak 
Her  struggling  voice !  that  last  keen  pang  is  ncir. 

Peace,  mourners,  peace ! 
Be  hush'd,  be  silent,  in  this  hour  of  dread  ! 

Our  cries  would  but  increase 
The  sufferer's  pang ;  let  tears  unheard  be  shed. 

Cease,  voice  of  weeping,  cease ! 

Sustain,  0  friend ! 

Upon  thy  fiiithfril  breast, 
The  head  that  sinks  with  mortal  pain  opprest  t 

And  thou  assistance  lend 

To  dose  the  languid  eye. 
Still  beautiful  in  life's  last  agony. 

Alas,  how  long  a  strife  ! 
What  anguish  struggles  in  the  parting  breath. 

Ere  yet  immortal  life 

Be  won  by  death  ! 
Death  !  death  !  thy  work  complete  ! 
Let  thy  sad  hour  be  fleet, 
Speed,  in  thy  mercy,  the  releasing  sigh ! 

No  more  keen  pangs  impart 

To  her,  the  high  in  heart, 
Th'  adored  Alcestis,  worthy  ne*er  to  dieu 

ChoruM  of  Admetus. 

Tis  not  enough,  oh  no  I 
To  hide  the  scene  of  anguish  from  his  eyes; 

Still  must  our  silent  band 

Around  him  watchful  stand. 
And  on  the  mourner  ceaseless  care  bestow. 
That  his  ear  catch  not  griefs  fimereal  criei. 
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Yet>  yet  hope  is  not  dead. 

All  iB  not  lost  below. 
While  yet  the  gods  have  pity  on  our  woe. 

Oft  when  all  joy  is  fled. 

Heaven  lends  support  to  those 
Who  on  its  care  in  pious  hope  repose. 

Then  to  the  blessed  skies 
Let  our  submissive  prayers  in  chorus  rise. 

Fray  1  bow  the  knee,  and  pray ! 
What  other  task  have  mortals,  bom  to  tears. 
Whom  &te  controls  with  adamantine  sway  ? 

O  ruler  of  the  spheres  1 
Jove !  Jove !  enthroned  immortally  on  high. 

Our  supplication  hear  i 

Kor  plunge  in  bitterest  woes 
Him,  who  nor  footstep  moves,  nor  lifts  his  ^e 

But  as  a  child,  which  only  knows 

Its  &ther  to  revere. 
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IL  CONTE  DI  CARMAGNOLA ; 


A  TRAGEDT. 


SV  ALUSANDBO  MANZOIO. 


Feavoeboo  Bussone,  the  son  of  a  peasant  in 
Gurmagnola»  from  whence  his  nom-de-guerrt  was 
derived,  was  bom  in  the  year  1390.  Whilst  yet  a 
boy,  and  employed  in  the  care  of  flocks  and  herds, 
the  lofty  character  of  his  countenance  was  observed 
by  a  soldier  of  fortune,  who  invited  the  youth  to 
forsake  his  rustic  occupations,  and  accompany  him 
to  the  busier  scenes  of  the  camp.  His  persuasions 
were  suooessful,  and  Francesco  entered  with  him 
into  the  service  of  Facino  Cane,  Lord  of  Alessan- 
dria. At  the  time  when  Facino  died,  leaving 
fooiteen  cities  acquired  by  conquest  to  Beatrice 
di  Tenda»  his  wife,  Francesco  di  Oarmagnola  was 
amongst  the  most  distinguished  of  his  captains. 
Beatrice  afterwardsmarrying  Philip  yisconti,I>uke 
of  Milan,  (who  rewarded  her  by  an  ignominious 
death  for  the  regal  dowery  she  had  conferred  upon 
hhn,)  CarmagnoU  entered  his  army  at  the  same 
time;  and  having,  by  his  enunent  services,  firmly 
estabUshed  the  tottering  power  of  that  prince, 
received  from  him  the  title  of  Count,  and  was 
placed  at  the  head  of  all  his  forces.  The  natural 
caprice  and  ingratitude  of  Philip's  disposition, 
however,  at  length  prevailed;  and  Carmagnola, 
disgusted  with  the  evident  proof  of  his  wavering 
friendship  and  doubtfid  fiuth,  left  his  service  and 
his  territoiiafl^  and  after  a  variety  of  adventures 


took  refiige  in  Venice.  Thither  the  treacheiy  of 
the  Duke  pursued  him,  and  emissaries  were 
employed  to  procure  his  assassination.  The  plot^ 
however,  proved  abortive,  and  Carmagnola  was 
elected  captain-general  of  the  Venetian  armies;, 
during  the  league  formed  by  that  republic  against 
the  Duke  of  Milan.  The  war  was  at  first  carried 
on  with  much  spirit  and  success,  and  the  battle 
of  Maclodio,  gained  by  Carmagnola,  was  one  of 
the  most  important  and  decisive  actions  of  those 
times.  The  night  after  the  combat,  the  victorious 
soldiers  gave  liberty  to  almost  all  their  prisoners. 
The  Venetian  envoys  having  made  a  complaint 
on  this  subject  to  the  Count,  he  inquired  what 
was  become  of  the  captives ;  and  upon  being  in- 
formed that  all,  except  four  hundred,  had  been 
set  free,  he  gave  orders  that  the  remaining  ones 
also  should  be  released  immediately,  according  to 
the  custom  which  prevailed  amongst  the  armies 
of  those  days,  the  object  of  which  was  to  prevent 
a  speedy  termination  of  the  war.  This  proceed- 
ing of  Carmagnola's  occasioned  much  distrust  and 
irritation  in  the  minds  of  the  Venetian  rulers; 
and  their  displeasure  was  increased  when  the 
armada  of  the  Republic,  commanded  by  II  Trcvi- 
sani,  was  defeated  upon  the  Po,  without  any 
attempt  in  its  &vour  having  been  made  by  the 
Count.  The  failure  of  their  attempt  upon  Cre- 
mona was  also  imputed  to  him  as  a  crime ;  and 
the  Senate,  resolving  to  free  themselves  from  a 
powerful  chief,  now  become  an  object  of  suspi- 
cion, after  many  deliberations  on  the  best  method 
of  corxying  their  designs  into  effect,  at  length 
determined  to  invite  him  to  Venice,  under  pre- 
tence of  consulting  him  on  their  negotiations  for 
peace.  Ho  obeyed  their  sunmions  without  hesi- 
tation or  mistrust,  and  was  every  where  received 
with  extraordinary  honours  during  the  course  of 
his  journey.  On  his  arrival  at  Venice,  and  before 
he  entered  his  own  house,  eight  gentlemen  wore 
sent  to  meet  him,  by  whom  he  was  escorted  to 
St  Mark's  Place.  When  he  was  introduced  into 
the  ducal  palace,  his  attendants  were  dismissed, 
and  informed  that  he  would  be  in  private  with 
the  Doge  for  a  considerable  time.  He  was 
arrested  in  the  palace,  then  examined  by  the 
Secret  Council,  put  to  the  torture,  which  a  wound 
he  had  received  in  the  service  of  the  Republic 
rendered  still  more  agonising,  and  condemned  to 
death.  On  the  5th  May  1432  he  was  conducted 
to  execution,  with  his  mouth  gagged,  and  be- 
headed between  the  two  columns  of  St  Mark's 
Place.  With  regard  to  the  innocence  or  guilt 
of  this  distinguished  character,  there  exists  no 
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■uthentiomfonnAtioii.  TheaufthoroftfaAtngedy, 
wMch  we.  are  about  to  analyse^  haa  dioaen  to 
repx«eent  him  aa  enturely  imiooeiit,  and  probabi- 
lity at  least  is  on  this  side.  It  is  poesibla^  that 
the  haughtiness  of  an  aspiring  wairior,  aoeustomad 
to  command,  and  impatient  of  control,  mif^t 
have  been  the  principal  cause  of  ofBsnce  to  the 
Venetians;  or  perhaps  their  jealoui^  was  ezdted 
by  his  increasing  power  over  the  minds  of  aa 
obedient  army;  and,  not  considering  it  eccpedieQt 
to  displace  him,  they  resolved  upon  hia  destmo- 
tion. 

This  tragedy,  which  is  formed  upon  the  model 
of  the  'R^g>»«»h  and  Qerman  drama,  comprises  the 
history  of  Garmagnola*8  life,  fh>m  the  day  on 
which  he  was  Aade  conmisnder  of  the  Venetian 
armies  to  that  of  his  execution,  thus  embracing 
a  period  of  about  seven  year&  The  extracts  we 
are  about  to  present  to  our  readers^  will  enable 
them  to  fonn  their  own  opinion  of  a  piece  which 
has  ezdted  so  much  attention  in  Italy.  The  first 
act  opens  in  Venice,  in  the  hall  of  the  Senate. 
The  Doge  proposes  that  the  Ciount  di  Carmagnola 
should  be  consulted  on  the  projected  league  be- 
tween the  Bepublic  and  the  Florentinea,  against 
the  Duke  of  Milan.  To  this  all  agree;  and  the 
Count  is  introduced.  He  begins  by  justifying 
his  conduct  from  the  imputations  to  which  it 
might  be  liable,  in  consequence  of  his  fqipearing 
as  the  enemy  of  the  Prince  whom  he  had  so 
recently  served : — 

He  cast  me  down 


From  the  high  place  my  blood  had  dearly  won; 
And  when  I  sought  his  presence,  to  apposl 
For  justice  there,  'twas  vain !   My  foes  had  formed 
Around  his  throne  a  barrier :  e*en  my  life 
Became  the  mark  of  hatred ;  but  in  this 
Tlieir  hopes  have  lail*d — ^I  gave  them  not  the  time. 
My  life  I — I  stand  prepared  to  yield  it  up 
On  the  proud  field,  and  in  some  noble  cause 
For  glory  well  exchanged ;  but  not  a  prey, 
Kot  to  be  caught  ignobly  in  the  toils  ' 

Of  those  I  scorn.    I  left  him,  and  obtained 
With  you  a  place  of  refiige ;  yet  e*en  here 
His  snares  were  cast  around  me.    Now  all  ties 
Are  broke  between  us;  to  an  open  foe, 
An  open  foe  I  come. 

He  then  gives  counsel  in  fevoor  of  war,  and 
retires,  leaving  the  Senate  engi^ped  In  deliber*- 
tioiL  War  is  resolved  upon,  and  he  la  elected 
commander.  The  fourth  scene  represents  the 
house  of  Carmagnola.     Hia  aoUloquy  ia  noble; 


but  its  character  is  mudi  mora  that  of  'Kng''«^ 
than  of  Italian  poetry,  and  may  be  traced^  with- 
out difficulty,  to  the  celebrated  mopologiaa  of 

Hamlet. 

A  leader — orafiigitivel  To  drag 

Slow  years  along  in  idle  vacancy. 

As  a  worn  veteran  living  on  the  fiune 

Of  former  deeds — to  offer  humble  prayers 

And  bleasingH  fer  protection — owing  all 

Tet  left  me  of  existence  to  the  mi^t 

Of  other  swords,  dependent  on  some  arm 

Which  soon  may  cast  me  off;  or  on  the  field 

To  breathe  once  more,  to  fed  the  tide  of  life 

Rush  proudly  through  my  veins — ^to  hail  again 

My  lofty  star,  and  at  the  trumpet's  vcnce 

To  wake !  to  rule !  to  conquer ! — Which  must  be 

My  fiite,  this  hour  decides.    And  yet^  if  peace 

Should  be  the  choice  of  Venice,  shall  I  ding 

Still  poorly  to  ignoble  safety  here, 

Seduded  as  a  homidde,  who  cowers 

Within  a  temple's  precincts  1    Shall  not  he 

Who  made  a  kingdom's  fete,  control  his  own ! 

Is  there  not  one  among  the  many  lords 

Of  this  divided  Italy — ^not  one 

With  soul  enough  to  envy  that  bright  crown 

Encircling  Philip  s  head  1    And  know  they  not 

Twaa  won  by  me  fix>m  many  a  tyrant*a  grafliv 

Snatdi'd  by  my  hand,  and  placed  upon  the  braw 

Of  that  ingrate,  from  whom  my  spirit  buma 

Again  to  wrest  it,  and  bestow  the  prise 

On  him  who  beet  shall  call  the  proweea  forth 

Whidi  slumbcia  in  my  arm  t 

Marco,  a  senator,  and  a  friend  of  the  Coq]4 
now  arriveai,  and  announces  to  him  that  war  la 
reedved  upon,  and  that  he  is  i^ypointed  to  te 
command  of  the  armies,  at  the  same  time  adfii> 
ing  him  to  act  with  caution  towards  hia 
in  the  Republic. 


Osr.  Think'st  thou  I  know  not  whom  to 
my  foes? 
Ay,  I  could  number  alL 

Mor,  And  know'st  thou,  too,  [vt 

What  fenlt  hath  made  them  sucht    15s  that  them 
So  hig^  above  them :  'tis  that  thy  disdain 
Doth  meet  them  undiaguised.    As  yet  not  oiii 
Hath  done  thee  wrong;  but  who,  when  ao  reeohredt 
Finds  not  his  time  to  ii^urs  t    In  thy  thoQghl% 
Save  when  they  cross  thy  path,  no  plaoe  is  tMn; 
But  they  remember  eftee.    The  high  in  aool 
Soom  and  fbiget ;  but  to  the  groveQiag  heHt 
There  is  delight  in  hatred.    Room  it  not; 
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Sdbdue  it,  while  the  power  is  yet  thine  own. 
I  counfiel  no  Tile  arts,  from  which  my  soul 
BevoUa  indignantly— thou  knoVst  it  well : 
But  there  is  yet  a  wiadonif  not  nnmeet 
For  the  most  lofty  natuTB, — there  is  power 
Of  winning  meaner  minds,  without  descent 
From  the  high  spirit's  glorious  eminenoe»— 
And  would'st  thou  seek  that  magic,  it  were  thine. 

The  first  scene  of  the  second  act  represents 
part  of  the  Duke  of  Milan's  camp  near  Madodia 
ICalatesti,  the  oommandor-in-chief,  and  Pergol%  a 
Gondottlere  of  great  distinction,  are  deliberating 
upon  the  state  of  the  war.  Peigola  considers  it 
imprndent  to  give  battle,  Halatesti  is  of  a  oon- 
tzaiy  opinion.  They  are  joined  by  Sforsa  and 
Fortebraodo,  who  are  impatient  for  action,  and 
Toreillo,  who  endeavours  to  conyince  them  of  its 
inexpediency. 

^,  Torello,  didst  thou  maik  the  ardent  soul 
Which  fires  each  soldier^s  eyel 

Tcfr.  I  maxk'd  it  well 
I  heard  th'  impatient  shout,  th*  exulting  voice 
Of  Hope  and  Courage ;  and  I  tum*d  aside, 
That  on  my  brow  the  warrior  might  not  read 
Th'  involuntaiy  thought  whoso  sudden  gloom 
Had  cast  deep  shadows  there.    It  was  a  thought^ 
Thai  this  vain  senblanoe  of  delusive  joy 
Soon  Hke  a  dream  shall  fade.    It  was  a  thought 
On  wasted  Tslour  doom'd  to  perish  here. 


For  these — what  boots  it  to  disguise  the  truth  1 — 
Time  ■!«  no  wars  in  which,  for  all  things  loved, 
And  predous,  and  revered — for  all  the  ties 
flmging  around  tho  heart — for  those  whose  smile 
MikiaB  home  so  lovely — for  his  native  land. 
And  for  its  laws,  the  patriot  soldier  fights  ! 
Unm  are  no  wars  in  which  the  chieftain's  aim 
b  but  to  station  his  devoted  bands, 
And  tfaein,  thus  fiz'd-^to  die!    Itisovrfate 
To  lead  a  hireling  train,  whose  sphits  breathe 
Roy,  not  fortitude.    With  burning  hearts 
niey  rush  where  Victory,  smiling,  waves  them  on ; 
Bat  if  delay'd,  if  between  flight  and  death 
Fsnsing  they  stand — ^is  there  no  cause  to  doubt 
What  choioe  were  thcizsl    Andbuttoo  well  our 


Haft  dkoSoe  might  here  foresee.    Oh!  evU  times, 
When  for  the  leader  care  augments,  the  more 
Bri||it  glory  fodes  away !    Tet  once  again, 
This  is  no  field  for  us. 

After  vtrioua  debates,  ICalatesti  resolves  to 


attack  the  enemy.  The  fourth  and  fifth  scenes 
of  the  second  act  represent  the  tent  of  tho  Count 
in  the  Venetian  camp,  and  his  preparations  for 
battle.  And  hero  a  magnificent  piece  of  lyric 
poetiy  is  introduced,  in  which  the  battle  is  de- 
scribed, and  its  fiital  eflTeds  lamented  with  all  the 
feeling  of  a  patriot  and  a  Christian.  It  appears 
to  us,  however,  that  this  ode,  hymn,  or  chorus  as 
the  author  has  entitled  it,  striking  as  its  efibct 
may  be  in  a  separate  recitation,  produces  a  much 
leas  poweifbl  impression  in  the  situation  it  occu- 
pies at  present  It  is  even  necessary,  in  order  to 
appreciate  its  singular  beauty,  that  it  should  be 
re-perused,  as  a  thing  detached  from  the  tragedy. 
The  transition  is  too  violent,  in  our  opinion,  frx>m 
a  tragic  action,  in  which  the  characters  arc  repre- 
sented  as  clothed  with  existence,  and  passing  be- 
fore us  with  all  their  contending  motives  and 
feelings  laid  open  to  our  inspection,  to  the  com- 
parative coldness  of  a  lyric  piece,  where  the 
author^s  imagination  expatiates  alone.  The  poet 
may  have  been  led  into  this  error  by  a  definition 
of  Schlegel's,  who,  speaking  of  the  Greek  choruses, 
gives  it  as  his  opinion,  that  "  the  chorus  is  to  be 
considered  as  a  personification  of  the  moral 
thoughts  inspired  by  tho  action — as  the  oigan  of 
the  poet,  who  speaks  in  the  name  of  tho  whole 
human  race.  The  chorus,  in  short,  is  the  ideal 
spectator." 

But  the  fibct  was  not  exactly  thus.  The  Qredc 
chorus  was  composed  of  real  characters,  and  ex- 
pressed the  sentiments  of  tho  people  before  whose 
eyes  the  action  was  imagined  to  be  passing :  thus 
the  truit  spectator,  after  witnessing  in  represen- 
tation the  triumphs  or  misfortunes  of  kings  and 
heroes,  heard  ftt>m  the  chorus  the  idea  supposed 
to  be  entertained  on  the  subject  by  the  more  en- 
lightened part  of  the  multitude.  If  the  author, 
availing  himself  of  his  talent  for  lyric  poetry,  and 
vaiying  the  measure  in  conformity  to  the  subject, 
had  brought  his  chorus  into  action — ^introducing^ 
for  example,  a  veteran  looking  down  upon  the 
battle  finom  an  eminence,  and  describing  its  ^-icia- 
situdes  to  the  persons  below,  with  whom  he  might 
interchange  a  variety  of  national  and  moral  reflec- 
tions— ^it  appears  to  us  that  the  dramatic  efibct 
would  have  been  considerably  heightened,  and 
the  assertion  that  the  Greek  chorus  is  not  com- 
patible with  the  system  of  the  modem  drama 
possibly  ^Usapproved.  We  ehaU  present  our 
readers  with  the  entire  chorus  of  which  we  have 
spoken,  as  a  piece  to  be  read  separately,  and  one 
to  which  the  following  title  would  be  much  more 
appropriate. 


7%e  Battle  of  Madodto  (or  Maealo.)   An  Ode, 

Hark  1  from  the  right  bursts  forth  a  trumpet's 

sound, 
A  loud  shrill  trumpet  from  the  left  replies  1 
On  eveiy  side  hoarse  echoes  from  the  ground 
To  the  quick  tramp  of  steeds  and  warriors  rise. 
Hollow  and  deep — and  banners^  all  around. 
Meet  hostile  banners  waring  to  the  skies ; 
Here  steel-clad  bands  in  marshalled  order  shine^ 
And  there  a  host  confronts  their  glittering  line. 

Lo  1  half  the  field  already  from  the  sight 
Hath  vanish'd,  hid  by  dosing  groups  of  foes  ! 
Swords  crossing  swords  flash  lightning  o'er  the 

And  the  strife  deepens  and  the  life-blood  flows ! 
Oh  I  who  are  thcsel    What  stranger  in  his  might 
Ck>mes  bursting  on  the  lovely  land's  repose  1 
What  patriot  hearts  have  nobly  vow'd  to  save 
Their  native  soil,  or  make  its  dust  their  grave  1 

One  race,  alas  !  these  foes— <me  kindred  race, 
Were  bom  and  reai'd  the  same  £ur  scenes  among! 
The  stranger  calls  them  brothers — and  each  fiioe 
That  broiheriiood  reveals ;— one  common  tongue 
Dwells  on  their  lips — the  earth  on  which  we  trace 
Their  heart's  blood  is  the  soil  from  whence  they 

sprung. 
One  mother  gave  them  birth — ^this  chosen  land. 
Circled  with  Alps  and  seas  by  Nature's  guardian 

hand. 

Oh,  grief  and  horror !  who  the  first  could  dare 
Against  a  brother's  breast  the  sword  to  wield  ] 
What  cause  unhallow'd  and  accursed,  declare. 
Hath  bathed  with  carnage  this  ignoble  field  ? 
Think'st  thou  they  know] — ^they  but  inflict  and 

share 
Misery  and  death,  the  motive  unrcvesl'd  ! 
— Sold  to  a  leader,  sold  kimadf  to  die, 
With  him  they  strive — they  fiUl — and  ask  not 

why. 

But  are  there  none  who  love  them  ]    Have  they 

none — 
No  wives,  no  mothers,  who  might  rush  between. 
And  win  with  tears  the  husband  and  the  son 
Back  to  his  home,  from  this  polluted  so^ie ) 
And  they  whose  hearts,  when  life's  bright  day  is 

done. 
Unfold  to  thoughts  more  solemn  and  serene. 
Thoughts  of  the  tomb — why  cannot  tke^  asBoage 
The  storms  of  passion  with  the  voice  of  age  1 


Ask  not ! — the  peasant  at  his  cabiinloor 
Sits  calmly  pointing  to  the  distant  oloud 
Which  skirts  th'  horizon,  menacing  to  poor 
Destruction  down  o'er  fields  he  hath  not  plough'd. 
Thus,  where  no  echo  of  the  battle's  roar 
Is  heard  afiur,  even  thus  the  re(Uees  crowd 
In  tranquil  safety  number  o'er  the  slain. 
Or  tell  of  cities  burning  on  the  plain. 

There  mayst  thou  mark  the  boy,  with  earnest  ptfe 
Fiz'd  on  his  mother's  lips,  intent  to  know. 
By  names  of  insult,  those  whom  future  days 
^lall  see  him  meet  in  arms,  their  deadliest  Ibe. 
There  proudly  many  a  glittering  dame  da^ilaya 
Bracelet  and  zone,  with  radiant  gems  that  glow. 
By  lovers^  husbands,  home  in  triumph  bome^ 
From  the  sad  brides  of  fitdlen  warriors  torn. 

Woe  to  the  victors  and  the  vanquish'd  !  woe ! 
The  earth  is  heap'd,  is  loaded  with  the  slain ; 
Loud  and  mora  loud  the  cries  of  fiuy  grow — 
A  sea  of  blood  is  swelling  o'er  the  |dain. 
But  from  th'  embattled  front,  already,  lo  I 
A  band  recedes — ^it  flies— aU  hope  is  vain. 
And  venal  hearts,  despairing  of  the  strife^ 
Wake  to  the  love,  the  clinging  love  of  life. 

As  the  light  grain  disperses  in  the  air. 
Borne  from  the  winnowing  by  the  gales  around. 
Thus  fly  the  vanquish'd  in  their  wild  deqpair. 
Chased,  sever'd,  scatter*d,  o'er  the  ample  groimd. 
But  mightier  bands,  that  lay  in  ambush  t;here, 
Burstontheirflight;  and  hark !  thedeepeniAgsound 
Of  fierce  pursuit ! — still  nearer  and  more  near. 
The  rush  of  war-steeds  trampling  in  the  rear. 

The  day  is  won  1   They  &11 — disarm'd  th^  yields 
Low  at  the  conqueror's  feet  all  suppliant  lying ! 
Midst  shouts  of  rictory  pealing  o'er  the  fidd. 
Ah  !  who  may  hear  the  murmurs  of  the  dying  1 
Haste  !  let  the  tale  of  triumph  be  reveal'd ! 
Fen  now  the  courier  to  his  steed  is  flying; 
He  spurs — ^he  speeds — ^with  tidings  of  the  day. 
To  rouse  up  cities  in  his  lightning  way. 

Why  pour  ye  forth  from  your  deserted  homsi^ 
0  eager  multitudes  !  around  him  pressing  1 
Each  hurrying  where  his  breathless  courser  fbanu^ 
Each  tongue,  each  eye,  infittuate  hope  oonfieningl 
Know  ye  not  whmoe  th'  ill-omen'd  herald  oome^ 
And  dare  ye  dream  ho  comes  with  words  of  blem 

mgi— 
Brothers,  by  brothers  slain,  lie  low  and  oold, — 
Be  ye  content !  the  glorious  tale,is  told. 
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1  hetr  the  Toice  of  joy,  th*  ezulting  cry  ! 
They  deck  the  shrine,  they  swell  the  choral  strains : 
E'en  now  the  homicides  assail  the  sky 
With  poans^  which  indignant  heaven  diBdains  I 
But  firom  the  soaring  Alps  the  stranger's  eye 
Looks  watchful  down  on  our  ensanguined  plains, 
And,  with  the  cruel  rapture  of  a  foe, 
Numbers  the  mighty,  stretch*d  in  death  below. 

Haste  I  fonn.your  lines  again,  ye  brave  and  true ! 
Hasten  baste !  your  triumphs  and  your  joys  sus- 
pending. 
Th'  invader  comes :  your  banners  raise  anew. 
Bosh  to  the  strife,  your  country's  call  attending  I 
Tietori !  why  pause  ye  1 — ^Are  ye  weak  and  few? — 
Ay  1  such  he  doem'd  you,  and  for  ihu  descending. 
He  waits  you  on  the  field  ye  know  too  well. 
The  same  red  war-field  where  your  brethren  fell 

0  thou  devoted  land  1  that  canst  not  rear 
In  peace  thine  offspring ;  thou,  the  lost  and  won. 
The  fiiir  and  &tal  soil,  that  dost  appear 
Too  nazTOW  still  for  each  contending  son ; 
Beoeive  the  stranger,  in  his  fierce  career 
Puiing  thy  spoils  1  Thy  chastening  is  begxm  ! 
And,  wresting  from  thy  kings  the  guardian  sword. 
Foes  whom  thou  ne'er  hadst  wrong'd  sit  proudly 
at  thy  board. 

Are  these  infihtuate  too  ! — Oh  1  who  hath  known 
A  people  e*er  by  guilt's  vain  triumph  blest  ? 
The  wronged,  the  vanquished,  suffer  not  alone. 
Brief  is  that  joy  that  swells  th*  oppressor  s  breast. 
What  though  not  yet  his  day  of  pride  be  flown, 
Though  ycH  heaven's  vengeance  spare  his  haughty 

crest^ 
WeU  hath  it  mark'd  him — and  decreed  the  hour. 
When  hiB  last  sigh  shall  own  the  terror  of  its  power. 

Are  we  not  creatures  of  one  hand  divine, 
Ibrm'd  in  one  mould,  to  one  redemption  bom  ? 
Kindred  alike  where'er  our  skies  may  shine. 
Where'er  our  sight  first  drank  the  vital  mom  ? 
Brothers  I  one  bond  around  our  souls  should  twine. 
And  woe  to  him  by  whom  that  bond  is  torn  I 
Who  mounts  by  trampling  broken  hearts  to  earth, 
Who  bowB  down  spirits  of  immortal  birth  1 

The  third  act,  which  passes  entirely  in  the  tent 
of  the  Count,  is  composed  of  long  discourses  be- 
tween Carmagnola  and  the  Venetian  envoys.  One 
of  these  requires  him  to  pursue  the  fugitives  after 
his  victory,  which  ha  haughtily  refuses  to  do, 
declaring  that  he  will  not  leave  the  field  untU  ho 


has  gained  possession  of  the  surrounding  fortresses. 
Another  complains  that  the  Condottieri  and  the 
soldiers  have  released  their  prisoners,  to  which 
he  replies,  that  it  is  an  established  military  cus* 
tom;  and,  sending  for  the  remaining  four  hundred 
captives,  he  gives  them  their  liberty  also.  This 
act^  which  terminates  with  the  suspicious  observa- 
tions of  the  envoys  on  Carmagnola's  conduct,  is 
rather  barren  of  interest,  though  the  episode  of 
the  younger  Pergola,  which  we  shall  lay  before 
our  readers,  is  happily  imagined. 

As  the  prisoners  are  departing,  the  Count  ob- 
serves the  younger  Pergola,  and  stops  him. 

Car,  Thou  art  not,  youth  I 
One  to  be  numbered  with  the  vulgar  crowd. 
Thy  garb,and  more,  thytowering  mien,  wouldspeak 
Of  nobler  parentage.    Yet  with  the  rest 
Thou  minglest,  and  art  silent ! 

Per.  Silence  best, 

0  chief  1  befits  the  vanquish'd. 
6br.  Bearing  up 

Against  thy  fitte  thus  proudly,  thou  art  proved 
Worthy  a  better  star.    Thy  name  ? 

Per,  Tis  one 
Whose  heritage  doth  impose  no  common  task 
On  him  that  bears  it ;  one  which  to  adorn 
With  brighter  blazonry  were  hard  emprise : 
My  name  is  Pergola. 

Car,  And  art  thou,  then. 
That  warrior's  son  1 

Per.  I  am. 

Car,  Approach  1  embrace 
Thy  other's  early  friend  1    What  thou  art  now 

1  was  when  first  we  met.    Oh  1  thou  dost  bring 
Back  on  my  heart  remembrance  of  the  days, 
The  young,  and  joyous,  and  adventurous  days. 
Of  hope  and  ardour.    And  despond  not  thou  ! 
My  dawn,  'tis  true,  with  brighter  omens  smiled. 
But  still  fair  Fortune's  glorious  promises 

Are  for  the  brave ;  and,  though  delay'd  awhile. 
She  soon  or  late  fulfils  them.    Touth  I  salute 
Thy  sire  for  me ;  and  say,  though  not  of  thee 
I  ask'd  it,  yet  my  heart  is  well  assured 
He  counsell'd  not  this  battle. 

Per.  Oh  !  he  gave 
Far  other  counsels,  but  his  fruitless  words 
Were  spoken  to  the  winds. 

Car,  Lament  thou  not. 
Upon  his  chieftain's  head  the  shame  will  rest 
Of  this  defeat ;  and  he  who  firmly  stood 
Fiz'd  at  his  post  of  peril  hath  begun 
A  soldier's  race  full  nobly.    Follow  me, 
I  will  restore  thy  sword. 
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The  fotuih  act  is  occupied  by  the  machinations 
of  the  Coiint*s  enemies  at  Venice ;  and  the  jealous 
and  complicated  policy  of  that  Republic,  and  the 
despotic  authority  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  are  akil- 
fidly  developed  in  many  of  the  scenes. 

The  first  scene  of  the  fifth  act  opens  at  Ysnioe 
in  the  hall  of  the  Council  of  Ten.  Carmagnola  is 
consulted  by  the  Doge  on  the  terms  of  peace 
offered  by  the  Duke  of  Milan.  His  advice  is  re- 
ceived with  disdain,  and,  after  varioxis  insults,  he 
is  accused  of  treason.  His  astonishment  and  in- 
dignation at  this  unexpected  charge  are  expressed 
with  all  the  warmth  and  simplicity  of  innocence. 

Car.  A  traitor  !    I ! — ^that  name  of  infamy 
Reaches  not  me.    Let  him  the  title  bear 
Who  best  deserves  such  meed — ^it  is  not  mine. 
Call  me  a  dupe,  and  I  may  well  submit, 
For  such  my  part  is  here ;  yet  would  I  not 
Exchange  that  name,  for  'tis  the  worthiest  stiU. 
A  traitor  ! — I  retrace  in  thought  the  time 
When  for  your  cause  I  fought ;  'tis  all  one  path 
Strewed  o'er  with  flowers.    Point  out  the  day  on 

which 
A  traitor's  deeds  were  mine ;  the  day  which  pass'd 
Unmark'd  by  thanks,  and  praise,  and  promises 
Of  high  reward  !  What  more  t    Behold  me  here ! 
And  when  I  came  to  seeming  honour  call'd. 
When  in  my  heart  most  deeply  spoke  the  voice 
Of  love,  and  grateful  zeal,  and  trusting  fidth — 
Of  trusting  faith  ! — Oh,  no  !    Doth  he  who  comes 
Th'  invited  guest  of  friendship  dream  of  faith  1 
I  came  to  be  ensnared  !    Well !  it  is  done. 
And  be  it  so  !  but  since  deceitful  hate 
Hath  thrown  at  length  her  smiling  mask  aside. 
Praise  be  to  heaven  1  an  open  field  at  least 
Is  spread  before  us.    Now  'tis  yours  to  speak. 
Aline  to  defend  my  cause ;  declare  ye  then 
My  treasons  I 

Doge.  By  the  secret  college  soon 
All  shall  be  told  thee. 

Car.  I  appeal  not  there. 
What  I  have  done  for  you  hath  all  been  done 
In  the  bright  noonday,  and  its  tale  shall  not 
Be  told  in  darkness.    Of  a  warrior^s  deeds 
Warriors  alone  should  judge ;  and  such  I  choose 
To  be  mine  arbiters — ^my  proud  defence 
Shall  not  be  made  in  secret.    All  shall  hear. 

Doge.  The  time  for  choice  is  past 

Car.  What  t    Is  there  force 
Employed  against  mel — Quaids  I  {rammghit^oioe.) 

Doge.  They  are  not  nigh. 
Soldiers !  {enter  arwud  mcik)   Thy  guards  are  these. 

Car.  lambetray'd! 


Doge,  "Twas  then  a  thoughtof  wisdom  to  disperse 
Thy  followers.    Well  and  justly  was  it  deem'd 
That  the  bold  traitor,  in  his  plots  surprised. 
Might  prove  a  rebel  too. 

Car,  E'en  as  ye  list 
Now  be  it  yours  to  charge  me. 

Doge.  Bear  him  hence, 
Before  the  secret  college. 

Car.  Hear  mo  yet 
One  moment  first  That  ye  have  doom'd  my  death 
I  well  perceive ;  but  with  that  death  ye  doom    I 
Tour  own  eternal  shame.    Far  o'er  these  towers, 
Beyond  its  ancient  bounds,  nugeetio  floats 
The  banner  of  the  lion,  in  its  pride 
Of  conquering  power,  and  well  doth  Europe  know 
/  bore  it  thus  to  empire.    JSere,  'tis  true!, 
No  voice  will  speak  men's  thoughts;  but  fiir beyond 
The  limits  of  your  sway,  in  other  scenes^ 
Where  that  still,  speechless  terror  hath  not  reach'd. 
Which  is  your  sceptre's  attribute,  my  deeds 
And  your  reward  will  live  in  chronicles 
For  ever  to  endure.    Tet,  yet,  respect 
Tour  annals,  and  the  future  !    Te  wOl  need 
A  warrior  soon,  and  who  wiU  then  bo  yourst 
Forget  not,  though  your  dative  now  I  stand, 
I  was  not  bom  your  subject    No  1  my  birth 
Was  midst  a  warlike  people,  one  in  soul. 
And  watchful  o'er  its  rights,  and  used  to  deem 
The  honour  of  each  citizen  its  own. 
Think  ye  this  outrage  will  be  there  unheard  1 
There  is  some  treachery  here.    Our  common  torn 
Have  urged  you  on  to  this.    Full  weU  ye  know 
I  have  been  fidthful  still.    There  yet  is  time. 

Doge.  The  time  is  past  When  thou  didst  meditate 
Thy  gmlt,  and  in  thy  pride  of  heart  defy 
Those  destined  to  chastise  it;  then  the  hour 
Of  foresight  should  have  been. 

Car.  0  mean  in  soul ! 
And  dost  thou  dare  to  think  a  warrior  s  breast 
For  worthless  life  can  tremble  1  Thou  shalt  sooo 
Leam  how  to  die.    Qo  I    When  the  hour  of  ftte 
On  thy  vile  couch  o'ertakes  thee,  thou  wilt  meel 
Its  summons  with  hi  other  mien  than  such 
As  I  shall  bear  to  ignominious  death. 


Scene  IL — The  Jffoute  qf  CarmoffMla. 

AjsrroviEiTAf  Matilda. 

Mat,  ThehoursflyfiEbBt,themomisrisen,aBdy«t 
My  father  comes  not  I 

Ant.  Ah  I  thou  hast  not  leam'<^ 
By  sad  experience,  with  how  slow  a  paoa 
Joys  ever  come ;  expected  long,  and  oft 
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Deceiving  cxpectatiou  !  ivhUe  the  Gteps 
Of  grief  o'ertake  \is  ere  we  dream  them  nigh. 
But  nig^t  is  pasty  the  long  and  lingering  hours 
Of  hope  deferred  are  o'er,  and  those  of  bliss 
Hust  soon  succeed.    A  few  short  moments  more. 
And  he  is  with  us.    E'en  fkt>m  this  delay 
I  angur  welL    A  council  held  so  long 
Must  be  to  give  us  peace.    He  will  be  ours. 
Perhaps  for  years  our  own. 

MaL  O  mother  1  thus 
My  hopes  too  whisper.    Nights  enough  in  tears, 
And  days  in  all  the  sickness  of  suspense, 
Our  anxious  love  hath  pass'd.    It  is  fiill  time 
That  eodi  sad  moment^  at  each  nunoui'd  tale, 
Eadi  idle  murmur  of  the  people's  voice. 
We  should  not  longer  tremble,  that  no  more 
This  thought  should  haunt  our  souls — ^E'en  now, 

perchance. 
He  fat  whom  thus  yomr  hearts  ore  yearning — dies ! 

AiU,  Oh  I  fearful  thought — ^but  vain  and  dis- 
tant now ! 
BKh  joy,  my  daughter,  must  be  bought  with  grief. 
Hast  thou  foigot  the  day  when,  proudly  led 
In  triumph  midst  the  noble  and  the  brave, 
Thy  glorious  fiither  to  the  temple  bore 
The  banners  won  in  battle  from  his  foes  1 

MaL  A  day  to  be  remembered  ! 

JnC  By  his  side 
Each  aeem'd  inferior.    Every  breath  of  air 
Swell'd  with  his  echoing  name;  and  we,  the  while 
Statioa'd  on  high  and  sevei'd  fix>m  the  throng, 
Gaaed  on  that  one  who  drew  the  gaze  of  all. 
While,  with  the  tide  of  rapture  half  o'erwhelm'd. 
Our  beortsboat  high,  and  whispered — "  We  are  his.* 

MaL  Moments  of  joy ! 

AnL  What  have  we  done,  my  child, 
To  merit  such  t    Heaven,  for  so  hi^  a  fate;, 
C3ioee  ns  from  thousands,  and  upon  thy  brow 
Insoribed  a  lofty  name — a  name  so  bright, 
That  he  to  whom  thou  bear^st  the  gift,  whate'er 
His  race,  may  boast  it  proudly.    What  a  mark 
For  envy  is  the  gloiy  of  our  lot ! 
And  we  should  -wm^  its  joys  against  these  hours 
Of  feor  and  sorrow. 

MaL  They  are  past  e'en  now.  [hush'dl 

Hark  1  'twas  the  sound  of  oars ! — ^it  swells — ^"tis 
The  gates  undose.    0  mother  I  I  behold 
A  warrior  dad  in  mail — ^he  eomee,  tis  he  I 

AnL  Whom  should  it  be  if  not  himself] — my 
husband !  (She  comes  forward) 

{Enter  Qofzaoa  and  others.) 

AnL  Qonaigal — ^Where  is  ho  we  look'd  fori 
Wlierel 


Thou  answer  st  not  1    Oh,  heaven  !  thy  looks  ar« 

fraught 
With  prophecies  of  woe ! 

Chm.  Alas!  too  true 
The  omens  they  reveal  1 

McU,  Of  woe  to  whom  1 

6bn.  Oh  1  why  hath  such  a  task  of  bitterness 
Fallen  to  my  lot? 

Ant.  Thou  wouldst  be  pitiful. 
And  thou  art  cruel.    Close  this  dread  suspense ; 
Spoak  1  I  adjure  thee,  in  the  name  of  Qod  ! 
Where  is  my  husband] 

Qon.  Heaven  sustain  your  souls 
With  fortitude  to  boar  the  tale  1    My  chief 

Mat.  Is  he  retum'd  unto  the  field  1 

Qon.  Alas ! 
Thither  the  warrior  shall  return  no  more. 
The  senate's  wrath  is  on  him.    He  is  now 
A  prisoner ! 

AnL  He  is  a  prisoner  ! — and  for  what  ] 

Oon,  He  is  accused  of  treason. 

Mat.  Treason !    Jle 
A  traitor  1 — Oh  !  my  father ! 

AtU.  Haste !  proceed. 
And  pause  no  more.  Our  hearts  are  nerved  for  alL 
Say,  what  shall  be  his  sentence  ? 

Gon.  From  my  lips 
It  shall  not  be  reveol'd. 

AnL  Oh  !  he  is  slain  ! 

Qon.  He  Hves,  but  yet  his  doom  is  fix'd. 

Ant.  He  lives  ! 
Weep  not,  my  daughter !  'tis  the  time  to  act. 
For  pity's  sake,  Gonzaga,  be  thou  not 
Wearied  of  our  afflictions.    Heaven  to  thee 
Intrusts  the  care  of  two  forsaken  ones. 
He  was  thy  fnend — ah !  haste,  then,  be  our  guide; 
Conduct  us  to  his  judges.    Come,  my  child  ! 
Poor  innocent,  come  vrith  me.    There  yet  is  left 
Mercy  upon  the  earth.    Tes  !  they  themselves 
Are  husbands,  they  are  fathers !  When  they  sign'd 
The  fearful  sentence,  they  remembered  not 
He  was  a  BEUlier^and  a  husband  too. 
But  when  their  eyes  behold  the  agony        [melt : 
One  word  of  theirs  hath  caused,  their  hearts  will 
They  will,  they  mutt  revoke  it    Oh  I  the  sight 
Of  mortal  woe  is  terrible  to  man  1 
Perhaps  the  warrior's  lofty  soul  disdain'd 
To  vindicate  his  deeds,  or  to  recall 
His  triumphs  won  for  them.    It  is  for  us 
To  wake  each  high  remembrance.    Ah !  we  know 
That  he  implored  not,  but  owr  knees  shall  bend. 
And  we  will  pray. 

Gon.  Oh,  heaven  !  that  I  could  leave 
Tour  hearts  one  ray  of  hope  t    There  is  no  ear. 
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Ko  place  for  prayers.    The  judges  here  are  deaf, 

Implacable,  unknown.    The  thunderbolt 

Falls  heavy,  and  the  hand  by  which  tis  laonch'd 

Is  veil'd  in  clouds.    There  is  one  comfort  still. 

The  sole  sad  comfort  of  a  parting  hour, 

I  come  to  bear.    Yo  may  behold  him  yet. 

The  moments  fly.    Arouse  your  strength  of  heart 

Oh  1  fearful  is  the  trial,  but  the  God 

Of  mourners  will  be  with  you. 

Mat,  Is  there  not 
One  hope  1 

Ant.  Alas  I  my  child ! 

Scene  IV. — A  PrUon. 

Carmagxola. 

■ 

They  must  have  heard  it  now. — Oh !  that  at  least 
I  might  have  died  far  from  them  !    Though  their 

hearts 
Had  bled  to  hear  the  tidings,  yet  the  hour. 
The  solemn  hour  of  nature's  parting  pangs 
Had  then  been  past    It  meets  us  darkly  now. 
And  we  must  drain  its  draught  of  bitterness 
Together,  drop  by  drop.    0  ye  wide  fields, 
Te  plains  of  fight,  and  thrilling  sounds  of  arms  ! 

0  proud  delights  of  danger  !    Battle-cries;, 
And  thou,  my  war-steed  !  and  ye  trumpet-notes 
Kindling  the  soul !    Midst  your  tumultuous  joys 
Death  seem'd  all  bcautifuL — ^And  must  I  then. 
With  shrinking  cold  reluctance,  to  my  fate 

Be  dragg*d,  e'en  as  a  felon,  on  the  winds 
Pouring  vain  prayers  and  impotent  complaints  ? 
And  Marco  !  hath  ho  not  betray'd  me  too  ] 
Vile  doubt !     That  I  could  cast  it  from  my  soul 
Before  I  die  ! — But  no  !    What  boots  it  now 
Thus  to  look  back  on  life  with  eye  that  turns 
To  linger  where  my  footstep  may  not  tread  ? 
Now,  Philip  !  thou  wilt  triumph  !    Be  it  so  ! 

1  too  have  proved  such  vain  and  impious  joys. 
And  know  their  value  now.    But  oh  I  again 
To  see  those  loved  ones,  and  to  hear  the  last. 
Last  accents  of  their  voices  !    By  those  arms 
Once  more  to  be  encircled,  and  from  thence 

To  tear  myself  for  ever  ! — ^Hark  !  they  come  ! — 
0  Qod  of  mercy,  from  thy  throne  look  down 
In  pity  on  their  woes  ! 


Scene  V. 

Antonietta,  Matilda,  Qokzaoa,  and 
Cabxagnola. 


AnL  My  husband  I 


Mat.  0  my  fieither  ! 

Ani.  Is  it  thus 
That  thou  retumest  1  and  is  this  the  hour 
Desired  so  long  1 

Car.  0  ye  afflicted  ones  ! 
Heaven  knows  I  dread  its  pangs  for  you  alone. 
Long  have  my  thoughts  been  used  to  look  on  Death, 
And  calmly  wait  his  time.    For  you  alone 
My  soul  hath  need  of  firmness ;  will  ye,  then. 
Deprive  mo  of  its  aid  1    When  the  Most  High 
On  virtue  pours  afflictions,  he  bestows 
The  courage  to  sustain  them*    Oh  1  let  yours 
Equal  your  sorrows  I    Let  us  yet  find  joy 
In  this  embrace:  'tis  still  a  gift  of  heaven. 
Thou  weep'st,  my  child  !  and  thou,  beloved  wile  ! 
Ah  !  when  I  made  thee  mine,  thy  days  £k>w*d  on 
In  peace  and  gladness ;  I  united  thee 
To  my  disastrous  £ate,  and  now  the  thought 
Embitters  death  1    Oh  !  that  I  had  not  seen 
The  woes  I  cause  thee  I 

Ant,  Husband  of  my  youth  !  (bright. 

Of  my  bright  days,  thou  who  didst  make  them 
Read  thou  my  heart  1  the  pangs  of  death  are  there, 
And  yet  e'en  now — I  would  not  but  be  thine. 

Car.  Full  well  I  know  how  much  I  loee  in  thee ; 
Oh  !  make  me  not  too  deeply  feel  it  now. 

McU.  The  homicides ! 

Car,  No,  sweet  Matilda,  no  ! 
Let  no  dark  thought  of  rage  or  vengcanoe  rise 
To  cloud  thy  gentle  spirit,  and  disturb 
These  moments — they  are  sacred.  Teslmywnmga 
Are  deep,  but  tiiou,  forgive  them,  and  oonfen, 
That,  e'en  midst  all  the  fulness  of  our  woe. 
High,  holy  joy  remains.  Death  !  death  ! — our  foes, 
Our  most  relentless  foes,  can  only  speed 
Th'  inevitable  hour.    Oh  !  man  hath  not 
Invented  death  for  man ;  it  would  be  then 
Madd'ning  and  insupportable  :  from  heaven 
Tis  sent,  and  heaven  doth  temper  all  its  pm^ 
With  such  blest  comfort  as  no  mortal  power 
Can  give  or  take  away.    My  wife  !  my  child  ! 
Hear  my  last  words — ^they  wring  your  bosoms  now 
With  agony,  but  yet,  some  future  day, 
'Twill  soothe  you  to  recall  them.    Live,my  wife! 
Sustain  thy  grief,  and  live  !  this  iU-stazr'd  girl 
Must  not  be  reft  of  all.    Fly  swiftly  hence. 
Conduct  her  to  thy  kindred :  she  is  theirs, 
Of  their  own  blood — and  they  so  loved  thee  onoe  t 
Then,  to  their  foe  tmited,  thou  becameet 
Less  dear ;  for  feuds  and  wrongs  made  waning 

sounds 
Of  Carmagnola*s  and  Visconti's  names. 
But  to  their  bosoms  thou  wilt  now  return 
A  mourner ;  and  the  object  of  their  hate 
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Wfli  be  BO  more. — Oh  1  there  is  joy  in  death  !— 
And  thou,  my  flower !  that,  midst  the  din  of  arms, 
W«rt  bom  to  cheer  my  soul,  thy  lovely  head 
Droops  to  the  earth !    Alas  1  the  tempest's  rage 
Is  on  thee  now.    Thou  tremblest^  and  thy  heart 
Can  soaroe  contain  the  heavings  of  its  woe. 
I  feel  thy  bnming  tears  upon  my  breast — 
I  feel,  and  cannot  dry  them.    Dost  thou  claim 
Pity  fitmi  me,  Matildal    Oh  !  thy  sire 
Hath  now  no  power  to  aid  thee,  but  thou  knoVst 
That  the  forsaken  have  a  Father  still 
On  high.    Confide  in  Him,  and  live  to  days 
Of  peaee,  if  not  of  joy ;  for  such  to  thee 
He  sorely  destines.    Wherefore  hath  He  pour'd 
The  toRent  of  affliction  on  thy  youth. 
If  to  thy  future  years  be  not  reserved 
All  His  benign  compassion  !    live  I  and  soothe 
Ttj  sofhring  mother.    May  she  to  the  arms 
Of  no  Ignoble  consort  lead  thee  still  !-^ 
Goocaga  !  take  the  hand  which  thou  hast  pressed 
Oft  in  the  mom  of  battle,  when  our  hearts 
Had  cause  to  doubt  if  we  should  meet  at  eve. 
WHt  thou  yet  press  it,  pledging  me  thy  fiuth 
To  guide  and  guard  these  mourners^  till  they  join 
Their  firiends  and  kindred  1 

Gom.  Rest  assured,  I  will. 

Car.  I  am  content.    And  if,  when  this  is  done. 
Then  to  the  field  retumest,  there  for  me 
Safaite  my  brethren ;  tell  them  that  I  died 
OoittleBS  \  thou  hast  been  witness  of  my  deeds, 
Hasi  read  my  inmost  thoughts — and  know'st  it 

welL 
Tell  them  I  never  with  a  traitor^s  shame 
Stain*d  my  bright  sword.    Oh,  never ! — I  myself 
Have  been  ensnared  by  treacheiy.    Think  of  mc 
When  trumpet-notes  are  stirring  eveiy  heart, 
And  banneiB  proudly  waving  in  the  air, — 
Think  of  thine  ancient  comrade  !    And  the  day 
Following  the  combat,  when  upon  the  field, 
Amidst  the  deep  and  solemn  harmony 
Of  diige  and  hymn,  the  priest  of  funeral  rites, 
IVith  lifted  hands,  is  ofiering  for  the  slain 
His  sacrifice  to  heaven ;  forget  me  not  1 
For  I,  too,  hoped  upon  the  battle-plain 
Fen  00  to  die. 

AiU,  Have  mercy  on  us,  heaven  ! 

Car.  VLj  wife !  Matilda  I  Now  the  hour  is  nigh, 
And  we  must  part — FEunewell ! 

MaL  No,  fikther  1  no  !  [and  then 

Car.  Come  to  this  breast  yet,  yet  once  more. 
For  pity's  sake  depart ! 

AfUL  No  I  force  alone 
Shall  tear  us  hence. 

{A  90und  of  arvM  is  heard.) 


Mat.  Hark  !  what  dread  sound  ! 
AfU.  Great  Qod ! 

(The  door  is  half  opened,  and  armed  men 
enter,  the  ekuf  of  whom  advancet  to 
the  Count    Hie  toife  and  daughter 
fail  ienadeae.) 
Car.  0  Qod  !  I  thank  thee.    O  most  merciful  1 
Thus  to  withdraw  their  senses  from  the  pangs 
Of  this  dread  moment's  conflict ! 

Thou,  my  friend. 
Assist  them,  bear  them  frx>m  this  scene  of  woe. 
And  tell  them,  when  their  eyes  again  unclose 
To  meet  the  day — ^that  naught  is  left  to  fear. 

Notwithstanding  the  pathetic  beauties  of  the 
last  act,  the  attention  which  this  tragedy  has  ex- 
cited in  Italy  must  be  principally  attributed  to 
the  boldness  of  the  author  in  so  completely  eman- 
cipating himself  from  the  fetters  of  the  dramatio 
unities.  The  severity  with  which  the  tragic  poets 
of  that  country  have,  in  general,  restricted  them- 
selves to  those  rules  has  been  sufficiently  remark- 
able to  obtain,  at  least,  temporary  distinction  for 
the  courage  of  the  writer  who  should  attempt  to 
violate  them.  Although  this  piece  comprises  a 
period  of  several  years,  and  that,  too,  in  days  so 
troubled  and  so  "  full  of  feite  " — days  in  whidi  the 
deepest  passions  and  most  powerful  energies  of 
the  human  mind  were  called  into  addon  by  the 
strife  of  conflicting  interests — ^there  is,  neverthe- 
less, as  great  a  deficiency  of  incident,  as  if  "  to  be 
bom  and  die'*  made  all  the  history  of  aspiring 
natures  contending  for  supremacy.  The  character 
of  the  hero  is  portrayed  in  words,  not  in  actions ; 
it  does  not  unfold  itself  in  any  struggle  of  opposite 
feelings  and  passions,  and  the  interest  excited  for 
him  only  commences  at  the  moment  when  it  ought 
to  have  reached  its  climax.  The  merits  of  the 
piece  may  be  summed  up  in  the  occasional  energy 
of  the  language  and  dignity  of  the  thoughts ;  and 
the  truth  with  which  the  spirit  of  the  age  is  cha- 
racterised, as  well  in  the  development  of  that 
suspicious  policy  HiatiTigiiiRhing  the  system  of  the 
Venetian  government,  as  in  the  pictures  of  the 
fiery  Condottieri,  holding  their  councils  of  war — 

"  Jealous  of  honour,  sudden  and  quick  in  qnarreL'* 
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intforest  to  the  Arittodtmo  of  the  same  author,  is 
nevertheless  distingniBhed  by  beauties  of  a  high 
ocder,  and  such  as,  in  our  opinion,  fully  establish 
its  daims  to  more  'general  attention  than  it  has 
hitherto  received.  Although  the  loftiness  and 
severity  of  Roman  manners,  in  the  days  of  the 
Bepublic,  have  been  sufiElciently  preserved  to  give 
an  impressive  character  to  the  piece,  yet  those 
workings  of  passion  and  tenderness  —  without 
which  dignity  soon  becomes  monotonous,  and 
heroism  unnatural — have  not  been  (as  in  the  tr** 
gediea  of  Alfieri  upon  similar  subjects)  too  xigidly 
suppressed. 

The  powerful  character  of  the  high-hearted 
Cornelia,  with  all  the  calm  collected  majesty  which 
oar  ideas  are  wont  to  associate  with  the  name  of 
a  Roman  matron,  and  the  depth  and  sublimity 
of  maternal  affection  more  particularly  belonging 
to  the  mother  of  the  Qraochi,  are  beautifully  con- 
trasted  with  the  softer  and  more  womanish  feel- 
ings, the  intense  anxieties,  the  sensitive  and  pas- 
sionate attachment,  embodied  in  the  person  of 
Sknnia,  the  wife  of  Ghraochus.  The  appeals  made 
by  Qraochus  to  the  people  are  fiill  of  majestic 
eloquence ;  and  the  whole  piece  soems  to  be  ani- 
mated by  that  restless  and  untameable  spirit  of 
freedom,  whose  inmiortalisod  struggles  for  ascen- 
dency give  so  vivid  a  colouring,  so  exalted  an 
interest,  to  the  annals  of  the  ancient  republics.  ' 

The  tragedy  opens  with  the  soliloquy  of  Gains 
Qraochus,  who  is  returned  in  secret  to  Rome, 
after  having  been  employed  in  rebuilding  Carthage, 
which  Sdpio  had  utterly  demolished. 

Caiusi,  in  Rome  behold  thyself !    The  night 
flath  ^read  her  favouring  shadows  o'er  thy  path : 
And  thou,  be  strong;  my  country  !  for  thy  son 
Gracchus  is  with  thee  !    All  is  hush'd  around. 
And  in  deep  slumber ;  from  the  cares  of  day 
The  worn  plebeians  rest    Oh  !  good  and  true. 
And  only  Romans  !  your  repose  is  sweet, 
For  toil  hath  given  it  zest ;  'tis  calm  and  pure. 
For  no  remorse  hath  troubled  it.    Meanwhile, 
My  brother's  murderers,  the  patricians,  hold 
Inebriate  vigils  o'er  their  festal  boards, 
Or  in  dark  midnight  councils  sentence  me 
To  death,  and  Rome  to  chains.    They  litUe  doom 
Of  the  unlook'd-for  and  tremendous  foe 
So  near  at  hand  ! — It  is  enough.    I  tread 
In  safety  my  paternal  threshold — ^Ycs  ! 
This  is  my  own  !     0  mother  I  0  my  wife  ! 
My  child  ! — I  come  to  dry  your  tears.    I  come 
t    Strengthen'd  by  three  dread  furies: — One  is  wrath, 
Fired  by  my  country 'a  wrongs ;  and  one  deep  love, 


For  those,  my  bosom's  inmates ;  and  the  third — 
Vengeance,  fierce  vengeance,  for  a  brother's  blood ! 

His  soliloquy  is  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of 
Fulviufli,  his  friend,  with  ^oee  profligate  chaxao- 
ter  and  unprincipled  designs  he  is  repreeented 
as  imacquainted.  From  the  opening  speech  made 
by  Fulvius  (before  he  is  aware  of  the  preeence  of 
Ouus)  to  the  slave  by  whom  he  is.  attended,  it 
appears  that  he  is  just  returned  from  the  peqie- 
tration  of  some  crime,  the  nature  of  which  is  not 
disclosed  until  the  second  act. 

The  suspicions  of  Caius  are,  however,  awikene^ 
by  the  obscure  allusions  to  some  act  of  signal  but 
secret  vengeance^  which  Fulvius  throws  ooi  in  tiie 
course  of  the  ensuing  discussion. 

FuL  This  is  no  time  for  grief  and  ieeUe  team. 
But  for  high  deeds. 

Canu.  And  we  will  make  it  such.  [frienSs 

But  prove  we  first  our  strength.    Dedare,  what 
(If  yet  misfbrtune  hath  her  friends) 
True  to  our  cauael 

FuL  Few,  few,  but  valiant  hearts  1 


Oh  !  what  a  change  is  here  !    There  was  a  time 
When,  over  aU  supreme,  thy  word  gave  law 
To  nations  and  their  rulers ;  in  thy  prseopcc 
The  senate  trembled,  and  the  citiaens         [wov^ 
Flock'd  round  thee  in  deep  reverence,    lliena 
A  look  from  Caius — a  salute,  a  snule,        [frioid, 
FiU'd  them  with  pride.    Each  sought  to  be  the 
The  client,  ay,  the  very  slave,  of  him. 
The  people's  idol ;  and  beholding  them 
Thus  prostrate  in  thy  path,  thou,  thou  thysd^ 
Didst  blush  to  see  their  vileness!    Butthyfortoae 
Is  i^-oning  now,  her  glorious  phantoms  melt 
Into  dim  vapour ;  and  the  earthly  god. 
So  worshipp'd  onco,  from  his  forsaken  diriMS 
Down  to  the  dust  is  huri'd 
Caiut.  And  what  of  this  ? 
There  is  no  power  in  fortune  to  deprive 
Gracchus  of  Gracchus.    Mine  is  such  a  heart 
As  meets  the  storm  exultingly — a  heart 
Whose  stem  delight  it  is  to  strive  with  hie. 
And  conquer.    Trust  me,  fate  is  terrible 
But  because  man  is  vila    A  coward  first 
Made  her  a  deity. 

•  •  •  •  • 

But  say,  what  thoughts 
Are  fostcr'd  by  the  people  1    Have  they  lost 
The  sense  of  their  misfortunes  1    Is  the  name 
Of  Gracchus  in  their  hearts — reveal  the  truth— 
Already  number'd  with  forgotten  things? 
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FuL  A  breeze,  a  paasing  breeze,  now  hero,  now 
ther^ 
Borne  on  Ij^t  pinion — such  the  people's  love  1 
Tet  have  they  claims  on  pardon,  for  their  £Milts 
Are  of  their  miseries;  and  their  feebleness 
Is  to  their  woes  proportioned.    Haply  still 
The  aecret  n^^  of  their  full  hearts  is  thine. 
But  their  lipe  breathe  it  not   Their  grief  is  mute  ; 
And  the  deep  paleness  of  their  timid  mien. 
And  ^es  in  fix'd  despondence  bent  on  earth. 
And  sometimes  a  £Eunt  murmur  of  ihj  name, 
Alooe  accuse  them.    They  are  hush'd — ^for  now 
Kot  one,  nor  two,  their  tyrants ;  but  a  host 
Whose  numbers  are  the  numbers  of  the  rich. 
And  the  patridan  Bomans.    Tea  1  and  well 
Maj  proud  oppression  dauntlessly  go  forth. 
For  Borne  is  widow'd  1    Distant  wars  engage 
l%e  noblest  of  her  youth,  by  Fabius  led. 
And  bat  the  weak  remain.    Hence  every  heart 
Sial[en8  with  voiceless  terror;  and  the  people, 
Siibdned  and  trembling;  turn  to  thee  in  thought, 
But  yet  aie  silent 

OatMM.  I  will  make  them  hoard. 
Bcme  is  a  slumbering  lion,  and  my  voice 
Shan  wake  the  mighty.    Thou  shalt  see  I  came 
Prepared  for  all;  and  as  I  tracked  the  deep 
For  Bom^  my  dangers  to  my  spirit  grew 
Funihar  in  its  musings.    With  a  voice       [waves 
Of  wrath  the  loud  winds  fiercely  swell'd;  the 
Hutter'd  around;  heaven flash'd  in  Ughtning  forth, 
And  the  pale  steersman  trembled :  I  the  while 
Stood  on  the  tossing  and  bewilder'd  bark, 
Ketiied  and  shrouded  in  my  mantle's  folds* 
With  thoughtful  eyes  cast  down,  and  all  absorb'd 
In  a  &r  deeper  storm !    Around  my  hearty 
Qathering  in  secret  then,  my  spirit's  powers 
Held  council  with  themselves ;  and  on  my  thoughts 
Ky  oountiy  rose, — and  I  foresaw  the  snares, 
^Hie  treacheries  of  Opimius,  and  the  senate. 
And  my  fiJse  friends,  awaiting  my  return. 

•  •  .  .  . 

Nms  !  I  wept ;  but  they  were  tears  of  rage  ! 
For  I  was  wrought  to  frenzy  by  the  thought 
Of  my  wrong'd  country,  and  of  him,  that  brother 
Whose  shade  through  ten  long  years  hath  sternly 

cried 
"Vengeance  I" — nor  found  it  yet 

Fid.  It  is  fblfillU 

Caiui.  And  how? 

FuL  Thou  Shalt  be  told. 

Cstaic.  Explain  thy  words. 

FmL  Then  know— (incautious  that  I  am  !) 

Cam$.  Why  thus 
Falters  thy  voice  t    Why  speak'st  thou  not  1 


FtU.  Foxgive ! 
E'en  Mendship  sometimes  hath  its  secrets. 

CcUiuL  No  I 
True  fHendship  never ! 

Caius  afterwards  inquires  what  part  his  brother- 
in-law,  Scipio  Emilianus,'is  likely  to  adopt  in  their 
enterprises. 

His  high  renown — 
The  glorious  deeds,  whereby  was  eam'd  his  name 
Of  second  AMcanus ;  and  the  blind. 
Deep  reverence  paid  him  by  the  people's  hearts, 
Who,  knowing  him  their  foe,  respect  him  still — 
All  this  disturbs  me :  hardly  will  be  won 
Our  day  of  victory,  if  by  him  withstood. 

FuL  Yetwonitt^UiZ/be.  If  but  this  thou  f  ear 'st. 
Then  be  at  peace. 

CavuM,  I  imderstand  thee  not  [waste 

FtU.  Thou  wilt  ere  long.    But  here  we  vainly 
Our  time  and  words.   Soon,will  the  morning  break. 
Nor  know  thy  friends  as  yet  of  thy  return ; 
I  fly  to  oheer  them  with  the  tidings. 

Caiut,  Stayl 

FuL  And  wherefore  1 
.  Caitu.  To  reveal  thy  meaning. 

FuL  Peace! 
I  hear  the  sound  of  steps. 

This  conversation  is  interrupted  by  the  entrance 
of  Cornelia,  with  the  wife  and  child  of  Caius. 
They  are  about  to  seek  an  asylimi  in  the  house 
of  Emilianus,  by  whom  Cornelia  has  been  warned 
of  the  imminent  danger  which  menaces  the  family 
of  her  son  from  the  fiiry  of  the  patridans,  who 
intend,  on  the  following  day,  to  abrogate  the  laws 
enacted  by  the  Gracchi  in  favour  of  the  plebeians. 
The  joy  and  emotion  of  Qracchus,  on  thus  meet- 
ing with  his  family,  may  appear  somewhat  incon- 
sistent with  his  having  remained  so  long  engaged 
in  political  discussion,  on  the  threshold  of  their 
abode,  without  ever  having  made  an  inquiry  after 
their  wel£u:o ;  but  it  would  be  somewhat  unrea- 
sonable to  try  the  conduct  of  a  Boman  (parti- 
cularly in  a  tragedy)  by  the  laws  of  nature.  Be- 
fore, however,  we  are  disposed  to  condemn  the 
principles  which  seem  to  be  laid  down  for  the 
delineation  of  Boman  character  in  dramatic  poetry, 
let  us  recollect  that  the  general  habits  of  the 
people  whose  institutions  gave  birth  to  the  fearful 
grandeur  displayed  in  the  actions  of  the  elder 
Brutus,  and  whose  towering  spirit  was  fostered  to 
enthusiasm  by  the  contemplation  of  it*  must  have 
been  deeply  tinctured  by  the  austerity  of  even 
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their  'virtues.  Shakspeare  alone,  without  com- 
promising the  dignity  of  his  Bomans,  has  disen- 
cmnbered  them  of  the  formal  scholastic  drapery 
which  seems  to  he  their  oficwi  garb,  and  has 
stamped  their  features  with  the  general  attributes 
of  human  nature,  without  effacing  the  impress 
which  distinguished  "  the  men  of  iron/  from  the 
nations  who  "  stood  still  before  them." 

The  first  act  concludes  with  the  parting  of  Caius 
andFulirius  in  wrath  and  suspicion — Comdia  haT- 
jng  accuse  the  latter  of  an  attempt  to  seduce  her 
dan^ter,  the  wife  of  Scipio,  and  of  concealing  the 
most  atrocious  designs  under  the  mask  of  zeal  for 
the  cause  of  liberty. 

Of  liberty 
What  speak'st  thou,  and  to  whom  t    Thou  hast 

no  shame — 
No  virtue — and  thy  boast  is,  to  be  fr-ee ! 
Oh !  zeal  for  liberty  1  eternal  mask 
Assumed  by  every  crime  ! 

In  the  second  act,  the  death  of  Emilianus  is 
announced  to  Opimius  the  consul,  in  the  presence 
of  Gracchus,  and  the  intelligence  is  accompanied 
by  a  rumour  of  his  having  perished  by  aasassma- 
tion.  The  mysterious  expressions  of  Fulvius,  and 
the  accusation  of  Cornelia,  immediately  recur  to 
the  mind  of  Caius.  The  following  scene,  in  which 
his  vehement  emotion,  and  high  sense  of  honour, 
are  well  contrasted  with  the  cold-blooded  sophistry 
of  Fulvius,  is  powerfully  wrought  up. 

CVzutf.  Back  on  my  thoughts  the  words  of  Ful- 
vius rush. 
Like  darts  of  fire.    All  hell  is  in  my  heart ! 

{Fulvitu  enten.) 
Thou  comest  in  time.     Speak,  thou  perfidious 

friend ! 
Sdpio  lies  murdered  on  his  bed  of  death  ! — 
Who  slew  him  1 

Ful  Ask'stthoumel 

Caius,  Thee  !  thee,  who  late 
Didst  in  such  words  discourse  of  him  as  now 
Assure  me  thou  *rt  his  murderer.    Traitor,  speak ! 

FuL  If  thus  his  fate  doth  weigh  upon  thy  heart. 
Thou  art  no  longer  Qracchus,  or  thou  ravest ! 
More  grateful  praise  and  warmer  thanks  might 

well 
Reward  the  generous  courage  which  hath  freed 
Rome  frt)m  a  tyrant,  Gracchus  from  a  foe. 

Cctius.  Then  he  was  slain  by  thee  t 

FuL  Ungrateful  friend  I 
Why  dost  thou  tempt  me  1    Danger  menaces 


Thy  honour.    Freedom's  wavering  li^t  is  £m ; 

Rome  wears  the  fetters  of  a  guilty  senate ; 

One  Sdpio  drove  thy  brother  to  a  death 

Of  infamy,  another  seeks  thy  Ml ; 

And  when  one  noble,  one  determined  stroke 

To  thee  and  thine  assures  the  victory,  wreaks 

The  people*s  vengeance,  gives  thee  life  and  fiona 

And  pacifies  thy  brother^s  angry  shade, 

Is  it  a  cause  for  wailing  1    Am  I  call'd 

For  <iUt  a  murderer  1    Go  I — ^I  say  once  moi^ 

Thou  art  no  longer  Gracchus,  or  thou  raveet ! 

CcUut,  1  know  thee  now,  barbarian  !   Woold'st 
thou  serve 
My  cause  with  crimes  1 

FuL  And  those  of  that  proud  man 
Whom  I  have  slain,  and  thou  dost  mouni,  are  tkeg 
To  be  foigotten  1    Hath  oblivion  then 
Shrouded  the  stem  dcstroyer^s  ruthless  wor^ 
The  fiunine  of  Numantia?    Such  a  deed 
As  on  our  name  the  world*s  deep  curses  drew  f 
Or  the  four  hundred  Lusian  youths  betray'd. 
And  with  their  bleeding,  mutilated  limhe 
Back  to  their  parents  senti    Is  this  forgot? 
Gk>,  ask  of  Carthage  \ — ^bid  her  wasted  shores 
Of  him,  this  reveller  in  blood,  recount 
The  terrible  achievements !    At  the  cries, 
The  groans,  th*  unutterable  pangs  of  those, 
The  more  than    hundred   thousand   wretdiea^ 

doom*d 
(Of  every  age  and  sex)  to  fire,  and  sword. 
And  fetters,  I  could  marvel  that  the  earth 
In  horror  doth  not  open  !    They  were  foes. 
They  were  barbarians,  but  unarm'd,  subdued. 
Weeping,  imploring  mercy !    And  the  law 
Of  Roman  virtue  is,  to  spare  the  weak. 
To  tame  the  lofty  !    But  in  other  lands. 
Why  should  I  seek  for  records  of  his  crimes^ 
If  here  the  suffering  people  ask  in  vain 
A  little  earth  to  lay  their  bones  in  peace  T 
If  the  decree  which  yielded  to  their  claims 
So  brief  a  heritage,  and  the  which  to  seal 
Thy  brother's  blood  was  shed — ^if  this  remam 
Still  fruitless,  still  delusive,  who  was  ho     [dared 
That  mock'd  its  power  ? — ^Who  to  all  Rome  de> 
Thy  brother's  death  was  just,  was  needful  1 — Who 
But  Sdpio  1   And  remember  thou  the  words 
Which  burst  in  thunder  from  thy  lips  e*en  then. 
Heard  by  the  people  !    Caius,  in  my  heart 
They  have  been  deeply  treasured.     He  must  dSe, 
(Thus  did'st  thou  speak)  this  tyrant!  We  have  need 
That  he  should  perish  !    I  have  done  the  deed ; 
And  call'st  thou  me  his  murderer  1    If  the  blow 
Was  guilt,  then  thou  art  guilty.    From  thy  Hps 
The  sentence  came — ^the  crime  is  thine  alone. 
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PATRIOTIC  EFFUSIONS  OF  THE  ITALIAN 

POETS. 

Whoever  has  attentively  studied  the  works  of 
the  Italian  poets,  from  the  days  of  Dante  and 
Petrarch  to  those  of  Foscolo  and  Pindemonte, 
most  have  been  struck  with  those  allusions  to  the 
glory  and  the  fall,  the  renown  and  the  degrada- 
tion, of  Italy,  which  give  a  melancholy  interest  to 
their  pages.  Amidst  all  the  vicissitudes  of  that 
devoted  countiy,  the  warning  voice  of  her  bards  has 
still  been  heard  to  prophesy  the  impending  storm, 
and  to  call  up  such  deep  and  spirit-stiiTing  recol- 
lections from  the  glorious  past,  as  have  resounded 
through  the  land,  notwithstanding  the  loudest 
tumults  of  those  discords  which  have  made  her — 

"  Long,  long,  a  bloody  stage 
For  peHy  kingUngs  tame. 
Their  miierabla  game 
Of  pony  war  to  wage." 

There  is  something  very  affecting  in  these  vain, 
though  exalted  aspirations  after  that  independence 
which  the  Italians,  as  a  nation,  seem  destined 
never  to  regain.  The  strains  in  which  their  high- 
toned  feelings  on  this  subject  are  recorded,  pro- 
duce on  our  minds  the  same  effect  with  the  song 
of  the  imprisoned  bird,  whose  melody  is  fraught, 
in  our  imagination,  with  recollections  of  the  green 
woodland,  the  free  air,  and  unbounded  sky.  We 
soon  grow  weary  of  the  'perpetual  vwUtn  and 
zephyrs,  whose  cloying  sweetness  pervades  tho 
sonnets  and  canzoni  of  the  minor  Italian  poets, 
till  we  are  ready  to  "die  in  aromatic  pain;"  nor 
is  our  interest  much  more  excited  even  by  the 
everlasting  laurel  which  inspires  the  enamoured 
Petrarch  with  so  ingenious  a  variety  of  concetti, 
as  might  reasonably  cause  it  to  be  doubted  whether 
the  beautiful  Laura,  or  the  emblematic  tree,  are 
the  real  object  of  tho  bard's  affection ;  but  tho 
moment  a  patriotic  chord  is  struck,  our  feelings 
are  awakened,  and  we  find  it  easy  to  sympathise 
with  the  emotions  of  a  modem  Roman,  sur- 
rounded by  the  ruins  of  the  Capitol ;  a  Venetian 
when  contemplating  the  proud  trophies  won  by 
his  ancestors  at  Byzantium;  or  a  Florentine 
amongst  the  tombs  of  the  mighty  dead,  in  the 
church  of  Santa  Croce.  It  is  not,  perhaps,  now 
the  time  to  plead,  with  any  effect,  the  cause  of 
Italy;  yet  cannot  we  consider  that  nation  as 
altogether  degraded,  whose  literature,  from  the 
dawn  of  its  majestic  immortality,  has  been  con- 
secrated to  the  nurture  of  every  generous  prin- 
ciple and  ennobling  recollection;  and  whose 
"choice   and  master   spirits,"  under  the  most 


I,  thy  devoted  ftiend,  did  but  obey 
Thy  mandate. 

Caxiu.  Thou  my  fHend  1    I  am  not  one 
To  call  a  villain  fHend.    Let  thunders,  fraught 
With  fiite  and  death,  awake  to  scatter  those 
Who,  bringing  liberty  through  paths  of  blood. 
Bring  chains  I — degrading  Freedom's  lofty  self 
Below  e'en  Slavery's  level  1    Say  then  not. 
Wretch !  that  the  sentence  and  the  gmlt  were 

mine! 
I  wish'd  him  slain ! — ^'tis  so — but  by  the  axe 
Of  high  and  public  justice — that  whose  stroke 
On  thy  vile  head  will  fiJL    Thou  hast  diqgraoed 
Unatterably  my  name :  I  bid  thee  tremble  1 

FvL  Caius,  let  insult  oease,  I  counsel  thee : 
Let  insult  oease  I    Be  the  deed  just  or  guilty. 
Enjoy  its  frtiits  in  silence.    Force  me  not 
To  utter  more. 

Cbnct.  And  what  hast  thou  to  say  ] 

jFU.  That  which  I  now  suppress. 

CoMcs.  How  1  are  there  yet. 
Perchance,  more  crimes  to  be  revcal'd  ? 

JU.  I  know  not. 

Comcff.  Thou  knoVst  notl — Horror  chills  my 
curdling  veins ; 
I  dare  not  ask  thee  further. 

FvL  Thou  dost  welL 

CbMcc  What  saidst  thou  ? 

FmL  Nothmg. 

Cbtiis.  On  my  heart  the  words 
Pmeas  heavily.    Oh  1  what  a  fearful  light 
BorstB  o*er  my  soul ! — Hast  thou  accomplices  1 

/W.  Insensate  1  ask  me  not. 

CbtHi:  I  must  be  told. 

FmL  Away  ! — thou  wHt  repent. 

Obtict.  No  more  of  this,  for  I  will  know. 

F^  Thou  wilt? 
Ask  then  thy  sister. 

Cbtw  {alome)  Ask  my  sister  !    What ! 
Issheamxurderessl    Hath  my  sister  slain 
Her  ktdt    Oh  1  crime  of  darkest  dye  1    Oh !  name 
Tni  now  unstain'd,  name  of  the  Qracchi,  thus 
Ckmsign'd  to  infSuny ! — ^to  infamy  ] 
The  very  hair  doth  rise  upon  my  head, 
Thrill'd  hs  the  thought !    Where  shall  I  find  a 

place 
To  hide  my  shame,  to  lave  the  branded  stains 
FVom  this  dishonour'd  brow  I    What  should  I  do  ? 
There  is  a  voice  whose  deep  tremendous  tones 
Hnrmur  within  my  heart,  and  sternly  cry, 
"Away ! — and  pause  not — slay  thy  guilty  sister !" 
Toioe  of  lost  honour,  of  a  noble  line 
Diflgraoed,  I  wiU  obey  thee ! — terribly 
Thou  eaU'st  for  blood,  and  thou  shalt  be  appeased. 
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•drerse  drcomstancesy  have  kept  alire  a  flame, 
which  may  well  be  considered  as  imperishable, 
since  the  "ten  thousand  tyrants*  of  the  land 
have  failed  to  quench  its  brightness.  We  present 
our  readers  with  a  few  of  the  minor  effiuDons»  in 
which  the  indignant  though  unavailing  I'fi^'p^ttM  of 
those  who,  to  use  the  words  of  Alfieii,  are 
"slaves,  yet  still  imdAgna'ta  slaTes,"^  have  been 
feelingly  portrayed. 

The  first  of  these  productions  mus^  in  the 
original,  be  familiar  to  every  reader  who  has  any 
acquaintance  with  Italian  literature. 


VmCENZO  DA  FILICAJA. 

Wh£n  from  the  mountain's  brow  the  gathering 
shades 

Of  twilight  fall,  on  one  deep  thought  I  dwell : 
Day  beams  o*er  other  lands,  if  here  she  &des, 

Nor  bids  the  universe  at  once  fikrewelL 
But  thou,  I  cry,  my  country !  what  a  night 

Spreads  o'er  thy  glories  one  dark  sweeping  pall ! 
Thy  thousand  triumphs,  won  by  valour's  might 

And  wisdom's  voice — ^what  now  remains  of  all  Y 
And  see'st  thou  not  th'  ascending  flame  of  war 
Burst  through  thy  darkness,  reddening  firom  a&r? 

Is  not  thy  misexy's  evidence  complete  t 
But  if  endurance  can  thy  fall  delay. 
Still,  still  endure,  devoted  one  !  and  say, 

K  it  be  victory  thus  but  to  retard  defeat 


CARLO  MARIA  MAGOI. 

I  CBT  aloud,  and  ye  shall  hear  my  call, 
Amo,  Sessino,  Tiber,  Adrian  deep,  [sleep 

And  blue  Tyrrhene !   Let  him  first  roused  from 

Startle  the  next !  one  peril  broods  o'er  alL 

It  nought  avails  that  Italy  should  plead. 
Forgetting  valour,  sinking  in  despair. 
At  strangers*  feet ! — our  land  is  all  too  fair ; 

Nor  tears,  nor  prayers,  can  check  ambition's  speed. 

In  vain  her  fitded  cheek,  her  humbled  eye. 

For  pardon  sue ;  'tis  not  her  agony. 
Her  death  alone  may  now  appease  her  foes. 

Be  theirs  to  suffer  who  to  combat  shun  ! 

But  oh,  weak  pride  !  thus  feeble  and  undone. 
Nor  to  wage  battle  nor  endure  repose  ! 


1  •< 


BchSaTi  ifaun,  ma  achiaTi  ognor  fircaMnU."— Alfi smi. 


ALESSANDRO  MARCHETTL 

Italia  i  oh,  no  more  Italia  now  ! 

Scarce  of  her  form  a  vestige  dost  thou 
She  was  a  queen  with  gloiy  mantled — thou, 

A  slave,  degraded,  and  compell'd  to  bear,  [obtb 

Chains  gird  thy  hands  and  feet;  deep  doiids  of 
Darken  thy  brow,  once  radiant  as  thy  skieB ; 

And  shadows,  bom  of  terror  and  despair — 
Shadows  of  deathhave  dimm'd  thy  gloriooa  eyes. 
Italia !  oh,  Italia  now  no  more  I 

For  thee  my  tears  of  shame  and  anguish  flow; 
And  the  glad  strains  my  lyre  was  wont  to  poor 

Are  changed  to  diige-notea :  but  my  de^MSk  woa 
Is,  that  base  herds  of  thine  own  sons  the  whila 
Behold  thy  miseries  with  insulting  smila. 


ALESSANDRO  PEGOLOTTL 

She  that  cast  down  the  empires  of  the  world. 

And,  in  her  proud  triumphal  course  through 
Rome, 
Dragged  them,  frx>m  fr^eedom  and  dominion  huif  d. 

Bound  by  the  hair,  pale,  humbled,  and  o'eroome : 
I  see  her  now,  dismantled  of  her  stat^ 

SpoU'd  of  her  sceptre,  crouching  to  the  ground 
Beneath  a  hostile  car — end  lo  !  the  weight 

Of  fetters,  her  imperial  neck  around  I 
Oh  !  that  a  stranger's  envious  hands  had  wrought 

This  desolation  !  for  I  then  would  say, 
"  Vengeance,  Italia  !" — in  the  burning  thought 

Losing  my  grief :  but  'tis  th*  ignoble  sway 
Of  vice  hath  bow'd  thee  !    Discord,  slothful  ease, 
Thtxn  is  that  victor  car ;  thy  tyrant  lords  are  these. 


FRANCESCO  MARDL  DE  CONTL 

THS  8H0RB  OF  A7RICA. 

PiLORDC  !  whose  steps  those  desert  sands  e^ora^ 

Where  verdure  never  spreads  its  bri^^  am^; 
Know,  'twas  on  this  inhospitable  shore 

From  Pompey's  heart  the  life-blood  ebb'd  awij. 

Twas  here  bctra/d  he  fell,  neglected  lay ; 
Nor  found  Aif  relics  a  sepulchral  stone, 

Whose  life,  so  long  a  bright  triumphal  day. 
O'er  Tiber^s  wave  supreme  in  glory  shone  I 
Thou,  stranger !  if  frx>m  barbarous  climes  thy  biiili. 
Look  round  exultingly,  and  bless  the  earth 

Where  Rome,  with  him,  sawpowerandvirtuedie ; 
But  if  'tis  Roman  blood  that  fills  thy  veins^ 
Then,  son  of  heroes !  think  upon  thy  chaiaip 

And  bathe  with  tears  the  grave  of  libertj. 


JEU-UESPRIT  ON  THE  WORD  ''BARBP, 
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JEU-iy ESPRIT  ON  THE  WORD  "BARB." 

[**  It  ^vas  either  dnrtng  the  present  or  a  future  vidt  to  the 
Bsme  fkiends,^  that  the  jeu-d'esprH  was  produced  whidi  Mrs 
Uemane  used  to  eaU  her  *  sheet  of  forgeries  *  on  the  use  of  the 
irotd  Barfab  A  gentleman  had  requested  her  to  fitrelsh  Um 
with  aome  anthoritias  firom  the  old  English  writers,  proring 
that  thia  term  was  in  use  as  applied  to  a  steed.  She  very 
slioitly  supplied  him  with  the  following  imitations,  which 
were  written  down  ahnoet  impromptu :  the  mystiflcation  suc- 
ceeded parfeetly,  and  was  not  discoTered  untfl  some  time  after- 
wudsL**— ifeMlr,  p.  43.] 

Thb  warrior  donn'd  his  well-wom  garb, 

And  proudly  waved  his  crest. 
He  mounted  on  his  jetrblack  harh, 

And  put  his  lance  in  rest      Pebct's  Bdiqu>et. 

Eftaoons  the  wight,  withouten  more  delajr, 
Spurr'd  his  brown  harb,  and  rode  full  swiftly  on 
his  way.  Sfekseb. 

Hark  !  was  it  not  the  trumpet's  voice  I  heard  ? 

The  soul  of  battle  is  awake  within  me  ! 

The  tak/Q  of  ages  and  of  empires  hangs 

On  this  dread  hour.    Why  am  I  not  in  arms  ? 

Bring  my  good  lance,  caparison  my  steed  I 

Base,  idle  grooms  !  are  yo  in  league  against  me  1 

Haste  with  my  harh^  or,  by  the  holy  saints. 

Ye  shall  not  live  to  saddle  him  to-morrow  ! 

Massikgeb. 

Ko  sooner  had  the  pearl-shedding  fingers  of  the 
young  Aurora  tremulously  unlocked  the  oriental 
portals  of  the  golden  horizon,  than  the  graceful 
flower  of  chivalry  and  the  bright  cynosure  of 
ladiesf  eyes — ^he  of  the  dazzling  breastplate  and 
Bwanlike  plume — sprang  impatiently  from  the 
coadi  of  slumber,  and  eagerly  mounted  the  noble 
Uif^  presented  to  him  by  the  Emperor  of  Aspra- 
montania.  Sib  Philif  Sidney's  ArcadicL, 

8ee*8t  thou  yon  chief  whose  presence  seems  to  rule 
The  storm  of  battle  1    Lo  !  where'er  he  moves 
Death  follows.    Carnage  sits  upon  his  crest — 
Fkte  on  his  sword  is  throned — and  his  white  harh. 
As  a  proud  courser  of  Apollo's  chariot, 
Seems  breathing  fire.  Potteb's  JBtckyhu. 

Oh  !  bonnie  look'd  my  ain  true  knight. 

His  harb  so  proudly  reining ; 
I  watch'd  him  till  my  tearfii'  sight 

Grew  amaist  dim  wi'  straining. 

Border  Minstrelsy. 


^  The  fiunily  of  the  late  Henry  Park,  Esq.,  Wavertree 
Lodge,  near  LiverpooL 


Why,  he  can  heel  the  lavolt,  and  viriud  a  fieiy 
harb,  as  well  as  any  gallant  in  Christendom.  He's 
the  very  pink  and  mirror  of  accomplishment. 

Shakspeabb. 

Fair  star  of  beauty's  heaven  1  to  call  thee  mine. 
All  other  joys  I  joyously  would  yield ; 

My  knightly  crest,  my  bounding  harh  resign. 
For  the  poor  shepherd's  crook  and  daisied  field; 

For  courts  or  camps  no  wish  my  soul  would  prove, 

So  thou  wouldst  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love  ! 

Eabl  of  Subbey's  Poems. 

For  thy  dear  love  my  weary  soul  hath  grown 
Heedless  of  youthful  sports  :  I  seek  no  more 

Or  joyous  dance,  or  music's  thrilling  tone. 
Or  joys  that  once  could  charm  in  minstrel  lore. 

Or  knightly  tilt  where  steel-clad  champions  meet, 

Borne  on  impetuous  harha  to  bleed  at  beauty's  feet 

Shaksfeabe's  Sonnets. 

As  a  warrior  clad 
In  sable  arms,  like  chaos  dull  and  sad. 

But  mounted  on  a  harb  as  white 

As  the  frtssh  new-bom  light, — 

So  the  black  night  too  soon 
Came  riding  on  the  bright  and  silver  moon. 

Whose  radiant  heavenly  ark 
Made  all  the  clouds,  beyond  her  influence,  seem 

E'en  more  than  doubly  dark. 
Mourning,  all  widow'd  of  her  glorious  beam. 

COWLET. 


THE  FEVER  DREAM. 

[Amongst  the  very  few  specimens  that  have  heen  preeorved 
of  Mrs  Hemans's  livdier  effiiaions,  which  she  never  wrote 
with  any  other  view  than  the  momentary  amusement  of  her 
own  immediate  circle,  is  a  letter  addressed  about  this  Ume  to 
her  sister  who  was  then  travdling  in  Italy.  The  following 
extracts  from  this  familiar  epistle  may  senre  to  show  her 
facility  in  a  style  of  composition  which  ^e  latterly  entirely 
discontinued.  The  first  port  alludes  to  a  strange  iancy  pro- 
duced by  an  attack  of  fever,  the  description  of  whidi  had 
given  rise  to  many  pleasantries— being  an  imaginary  voyage 
to  China,  performed  in  a  cocoa-nut  shell  with  that  eminent 
old  English  worthy,  John  Evelyn.] 

Apbopos  of  your  illness,  pray  give,  if  you  please, 
Some  account  of  the  converse  youheld  on  high  seas 
With  Evelyn,  the  excellent  author  of  "  Sylva," 
A  work  that  is  very  much  prized  at  Bronwylfiu 
I  think  that  old  Neptune  was  visited  ne'er 
In  so  well-rigg'd  a  ship,  by  so  well-matched  a  pair. 
There  could  not  have  fallen,  dear  H.,  to  your  lot  any 
Companion  more  pleasant,  since  you're  fond  of 

botany. 
And  his  horticultural  talents  are  known, 
Just  as  well  as  Canova's  for  fashiouiug  stone. 
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Of  the  ressel  you  sail'd  izi,  I  just  will  remark 
That  I  nc*er  heard  before  of  so  carious  a  baric 
Of  gondola,  coracle,  pirogue,  canoe, 
I  have  read  very  often,  as  doubUess  have  you ; 
Of  the  Aigo  conveying  that  hero  young  Jason ; 
Of  the  ship  moored  by  Tnjan  in  Nemi's  deep  basin ; 
Of  thegalley  (in  Plutarch  youllfind  the  description) 
Which  bore  along  Cydnua  the  royal  Egyptian ; 
Of  that  wonderful  frigate  (see  "Curse  of  Kehama") 
Which  wafted  fedr  Kailyal  to  regions  of  Bnuna, 
And  the  venturous  barks  of  Columbus  and  Qama. 
But  Columbus  and  Gama  to  you  must  resign  a 
Full  half  of  their  fiime,  since  your  voyage  to  China, 
(Tm  astonished  no  shocking  disaster  befel,) 
In  that  swift-eailing  first-rate — a  cocoa-nut  shell ! 

I  hope,  my  dear  H.,  that  you  touch'd  at  Loo  Choo, 
That  abode  of  a  people  so  gentle  and  true. 
Who  with  arms  and  with  money  have  nothing  to  do. 
How  calm  must  their  lives  be !  so  free  from  all  fears 
Of  running  in  debt,  or  of  running  on  spears  ! 
Oh  dear !  what  an  Eden ! — a  land  without  money ! 
It  excels  e'en  the  region  of  milk  and  of  honey. 
Or  the  vale  of  Cashmere,  as  described  in  a  book 
Full  of  musk,  gems,  and  roses,  and  call*d  ''  Lolla 
Rookh." 

But,  of  all  the  enjoyments  you  have,  none  would 
e'er  be 
More  valued  by  me  than  a  chat  with  Acerbi, 
Of  whose  travels — related  in  elegant  phrases — 
I  have  seen  many  extracts,  and  heard  many  praises. 
And  have  copied  (you  know  I  let  nothing  escape) 
His  striking  account  of  the  frY>zen  North  Cape. 
I  think  'twas  in  his  works  I  read  long  ago 
(Fve  not  the  best  memory  for  dates,  as  you  know,) 
Of  a  warehouse,  where  sugar  and  treacle  were  stored. 
Which  tookfire  (I  suppose  beingmade  but  of  board) 
In  the  icy  domains  of  some  rough  northern  hero. 
Where  the  cold  was  some  fifty  degrees  below  zero. 
Then  from  every  burnt  cask  as  the  treacle  ran  out, 
And  in  streams,  just  like  lava,  meander  d  about, 
Tou  may  fancy  the  curious  eflfect  of  the  weather. 
The  frost,  and  the  fire,  and  the  treacle  together. 
When  mj  first  for  a  moment  had  harden'd  my  last, 
My  second  burst  out,  and  all  melted  as  fast ; 
To  win  their  sweet  prize  long  the  rivals  fought  on. 
But  I  quite  foi^get  which  of  the  elements  won. 

But  a  truce  with  all  joking — I  hope  youll  excuse 
me, 
Sincelknow  you  still  love  to  instruct  andamusemc, 
For  hastily  putting  a  few  questions  down, 
To  which  answers  from  you  all  mywishes  will  crown: 


For  you  know  I'm  so  fond  of  the  land  of  Corinne 
That  my  thoughts  are  still  dwelling  its  predncta 

within. 
And  I  read  all  that  authors,  or  gravely  or  wittily. 
Or  wisely  or  foolishly,  write  about  Italy ;     [tour. 
From  your  shipmate  John  Evelyn*s  amusing  old 
To  Forsyth's  <m^  volume,  and  Eustace's /<mr. 
In  ^ite  of  Lord  Byron,  or  Hobhouse,  who  glanoes 
At  the  classical  Eustace,  and  says  he  romances. 
— Pray  describe  me  from  Venice,  (don't  think  it 

a  bore,) 
The  literal  state  of  the  fsumed  Bucentaur, 
And  whether  the  horses,  that  once  were  the  sun'm^ 
Are  of  bright  yellow  brass,  or  of  dark  dingy  bronae ; 
For  some  travellers  say  one  thing,  and  some  say 

another,  [pothen 

And  I  can't  find  out  which,  they  all  make  such  a 
Oh  t  another  thing,  too,  which  Pd  nearly  forgot^ 
Are  the  songs  of  the  gondoliers  pleasing  or  not  1 
These  are  matters  of  moment^  youll  surely  allow,    j 
For  Venice  must  interest  all— even  now. 

These  points  being  settled,  I  ask  for  no  more 
hence,  [Florence. 

But  should  wish  for  a  few  observations  from    ^ 
Let  me  know  if  the  Palaces  Strozzi  and  Pitti 


Are  finish'd;  if  not  'tis  a  shame  for  the  city 
To  let  one  for  ages — was  e'er  such  a  thing  ? — 
Its  entablature  want,  and  the  other  its  wing. 
Say,  too,  if  the  Dove  (should  you  be  there  at  Easter, 
And  watch  her  swift  flight,  when  the  priests  have 

released  her) 
Is  a  turtle,  or  ring-dove,  or  but  a  trooci-pigeon. 
Which  makes  people  ^uZ^  in  the  name  of  Religioiif 
Pray  tell  if  the  forests  of  filmed  Yallombroea 
Are  cut  down  or  not ;  for  this,  too,  is  a  Oota 
About  which  Pm  anxious — as  also  to  know 
If  the  Ptodects,  so  fiunous  long  ages  ago. 
Came  back  (above  all,  don't  foi^ct  this  to  mention) 
To  that  manuscript  library  called  the  Laurentian. 

Since  I  wrote  the  above,  I  by  chance  have 
found  out,  [doubt ; 

That  the  horses  are  bright  yellow  brass  beyond 
So  111  ask  you  but  this,  the  same  subject  pursuing. 
Do  you  think  they  are  truly  Lysippus's  doing) 
— ^When  to  Naples  you  get,  let  me  know,if  yon  wiU, 
If  the  Acqua  Toffiuia's  in  fashion  there  still,* 
For,  not  to  fatigue  you  with  needless  verbosity, 
"Tis  a  point  upon  which  I  feel  much  curiodty. 
I  should  like  to  have  also,  and  not  writt^i  ahabbfly, 
Your  opinion  about  the  Piscina  mirMU; 
And  whether  the  tomb,  which  is  near  Sannaait>*% 
Is  decided  by  you  to  be  really  Maro's. 
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A  PRIZE  POEM. 


[In  1820,  Um  Boyal  Society  of  Literature  advertised  their  intention  of  awarding  a  prise  for  the  best  poem  on  "  Dartmoor ;  ** 
and,  as  might  have  been  expected,  many  competitors  entered  the  Add.    In  the  following  Jane,  the  pahn  was  awarded  to  Bfrs 
Hemane  for  the  composition  irtiich  follows, 
fihetboswritestotiiefriends  who  liad  been  the  first  to  convey  to  her  the  i^easing  intclUgenoe  of  her  success : — 
'*  What  with  surprise,  bustle,  and  pleasure,  I  am  really  afanost  bewildered.    I  wish  you  had  but  seen  the  children,  when  the 

prise  was  announced  to  them  yesterday. The  Bishop's  Idnd  communication  put  us  in  possession  of  the 

gntKiying  intelligence  a  day  sooner  than  we  should  otherwise  have  known  it,  as  I  did  not  receive  the  Secretaiy's  letter  tin  this 
moning.  Besides  the  d&dal  announcement  of  ttie  prise,  his  despatch  also  contained  a  private  letter,  with  which,  although  it 
is  00*  of  criticism,  I  feel  greatly  pleased,  as  it  shows  an  interest  in  my  Uteraiy  success,  which,  fxwa.  so  distinguished  a  writer 
as  Mr  Croly,  (of  course  you  have  read  his  po^n  of  Paris,)  cannot  but  be  highly  gratifying."] 

"  Come,  bright  Improvement !  on  the  car  of  Time, 
And  rule  the  spacious  world  from  clime  to  clime. 
Thy  handmaid.  Art,  shall  every  wfld  explore. 
Trace  every  wave,  and  culture  every  shore."  Caupbkll. 

"  May  ne'er 
That  true  niccession  Ml  of  English  hearts. 
That  can  perceive,  not  less  than  heretofore 
Our  ancestors  did  feelingly  perceive, 

the  charm 

Of  pious  sentiment,  diffused  a&r, 
.  And  human  charity,  and  social  love." 


WoRDeWORTH. 


Amidst  the  peopled  and  the  regal  isle, 
I  Whose  YBleSy  rejoicing  in  their  heauty,  smile ; 
Whose  dtiefl^  fearless  of  the  spoiler,  tower, 
And  ssnd  on  every  breeze  a  voice  of  power; 
Hath  Desolation  rear'd  herself  a  throne, 
And  msrk'd  a  pathless  region  for  her  own  ] 
YsB  I  though  thy  turf  no  stain  of  carnage  wore 
When  bled  the  noble  hearts  of  many  a  shore ; 
Thon^  not  a  hostile  step  thy  heath-flowers  bent 
When  empires  totter'd,  and  the  earth  was  rent ; 
Tel  koe,  as  if  some  trampler  of  mankind 
Had  8till*d  life's  busy  murmurs  on  ^e  wind. 
And,  flnsh'd  with  power  in  daring  pride's  excess, 
Slamp'd  on  thy  soil  the  curse  of  barrenness  ; 
For  ihee  in  vain  descend  the  dews  of  heaven. 
In  vain  the  sunbeam  and  the  shower  are  given, 
WDd  Dartmoor  1  thou  that,  midst  thy  mountains 

rude. 
Hast  robed  thyself  with  haughty  solitude. 
As  a  dark  cloud  on  summer's  dear  blue  sky, 
A  momner,  circled  with  festivity  ! 
For  sU  beyond  is  life ! — ^the  rolling  sea, 
The  mshy  the  swell,  whose  echoes  reach  not  thee. 
Tel  who  shall  find  a  scene  so  wild  and  bare 
But  man  has  left  his  lingering  traces  there  ? 
E'en  on  mysterious  Afric's  boundless  plains. 
Where  noon  with  attributes  of  midnight  reigns. 


1  "  la  sone  parts  of  Dartmoor,  the  snrfece  is  thickly  strewed 
irldi  sloBis,  vfaidi  In  many  fnstances  appear  to  have  been 
edbeled  failo  pOee*  on  the  tope  of  prominent  hillocks,  as  if 
fa  fn****"-  of  tin  naliinl  Ton.     The  Stone-barrowa  of 


In  gloom  and  silence  fearfully  profound. 
As  of  a  world  unwaked  to  soul  or  sound. 
Though  the  sad  wanderer  of  the  burning  zone 
Fools,  as  amidst  infinity,  alone. 
And  naught  of  life  be  near,  his  camel's  tread 
Is  o'er  the  prostrate  cities  of  the  dead  ! 
Some  colunm,  roar'd  by  long-forgotten  hands. 
Just  lifts  its  head  above  the  billowy  sands — 
Some  mouldering  shrine  still  consecrates  the  scene. 
And  tells  that  glory's  footstep  there  hath  been. 
There  hath  the  spirit  of  the  mighty  pass'd, 
Not  without  record ;  though  the  desert  blast. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  Time,  hath  swept  away 
The  proud  creations  rear'd  to  brave  decay. 
But  thou,  lone  region  1  whose  imnoticed  name 
No  lofty  deeds  have  mingled  with  their  fame. 
Who  shall  imfold  thine  annals  1 — who  shall  tell 
If  on  thy  BoU  the  sons  of  heroes  fell. 
In  those  far  ages  which  have  left  no  trace. 
No  sunbeam,  on  the  pathway  of  their  race  ] 
Though,  haply,  in  the  unrecorded  days 
Of  kings  and  chiefs  who  pass'd  without  their  praise, 
Thou  mightst  have  rear'd  the  valiant  and  the  free, 
In  history's  page  there  is  no  tale  of  thee. 

Yet  hast  thou  thy  memorials.    On  the  wild, 
Still  rise  the  cairns,  of  yore  all  rudely  piled,^ 

Dartmoor  resemble  the  cairns  of  the  Cheviot  and  Grampian 
hQls,  and  thoee  in  ComwalL**— See  Cookx*8  Topographkol 
Survrp  qfJkvan^re* 
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Bat  hallowed  by  that  iiistinct  which  reveres 
Things  fraught  with  characters  of  elder  years. 
And  such  are  these.    Long  centuries  are  flown, 
Bow'd  many  a  crest,  and  shatter'd  many  a  throne. 
Mingling  the  urn,  the  trophy,  and  the  bust,    [dust 
With  what  they  hide — ^their  shrined  and  treasured 
Men  traverse  Alps  and  oceans,  to  behold 
Earth'sgloriousworksfiuBt  mingling  with  hermonld; 
But  still  these  nameless  chronicles  of  death. 
Midst  the  deep  silence  of  the  unpeopled  heath. 
Stand  in  primeval  artlessness,  and  wear 
The  same  sepulchral  mien,  and  almost  share 
Th'  eternity  of  nature,  with  the  forms       [storms. 
Of  the  crown'd  hills  beyond,  the  dweDings  of  the 

Tet  what  avails  it  if  each  moss-grown  hei^ 
Still  on  the  waste  its  lonely  vigils  keep. 
Guarding  the  dust  which  slumbers  well  beneath 
(Nor  needs  such  care)  from  each  cold  season  s 

breath? 
Where  is  the  voice  to  tell  thexr  tale  who  rest. 
Thus  rudely  pillowed,  on  the  desert's  breast  t 
Doth  theswordsleep beside  them]  Hath  there  been 
A  somid  of  battle  midst  the  silent  scene 
Where  now  the  flocks  repose  T— did  the  scythed  car 
Here  reap  its  harvest  in  the  ranks  of  wart 
And  rise  these  piles  in  memory  of  the  slain. 
And  the  red  combat  of  the  mountain-plain? 

It  may  bo  thus : — the  vestiges  of  strife. 
Around  yet  lingering,  mark  the  steps  of  life. 
And  the  rude  arrow's  barb  remains  to  tell  ^ 
How  by  its  stroke,  perchance,  the  mighty  fell 
To  be  foi^tten.    Vain  the  warrior's  pride. 
The  chieftain's  power — they  had  no  bard,  and  died.' 
But  other  scenes,  from  their  untroubled  sphere. 
The  eternal  stars  of  night  have  witness'd  here. 
There  stands  an  altar  of  imsculptured  stone,^ 
Far  on  the  moor,  a  thing  of  ages  gone, 
Pkx>pp*d  on  its  granite  pillars,  whence  the  rains 
And  pure  bright  dews  have  laved  the  crimson 

stains 
Left  by  dark  rites  of  blood :  for  here,  of  yore. 
When  the  bleak  waste  a  robe  of  forest  wore. 
And  many  a  crested  oak,  which  now  lies  low. 
Waved  its  wild  wreath  of  sacred  mistletoe — 

1  Flint  arrow-beads  hare  occaaioiially  been  found  open 
Dartmoor. 

s  **  Tixerv  fortes  ante  Agamemnona 
Molti ;  aed  omnes  niachiymabnea 
Urgentnr,  ignotique  longi 
Nocte,  carant  quia  vate  aaao.**— HomACx. 

••  They  bad  no  poet,  and  tbey  died.'*-^>ora'fe  TmntiUaim. 
*  On  tbe  east  of  Dartmoor  are  some  Dmidica]  remains,  one 


Here,  at   dim  midnight,  through  the  haunted 

shade. 
On  druid-harps  the  quivering  moonbeam  play'd. 
And  spells  were  breathed,  that  fill*d  the  deepening 

gloom 

With  the  pale,  shadowy  people  of  the  tomb. 
Or,  haply,  torches  waving  throu^  the  ni^t  : 

Bade  the  red  cairn-fires  blase  firom  every  hei^t,^    | 
Like  battle-signals,  whose  unearthly  gleams 
Threw  o'er  the  desert's  hundred  hills  and  streami^ 
A  savage  grandeur ;  while  the  stany  skieB 
Rang  with  the  peal  of  mystic  harmonies, 
As  the  loud  harp  its  deep-toned  hymns  sent  forth 
To  the  storm-ruling  powers,  the  war-gods  of  the 

North. 

But  wilder  sounds  were  there :  th'  imploring  ay 
That  woke  the  forest's  echo  in  reply. 
But  not  the  heart's  !    Unmoved  the  wizard  train 
Stood  round  their  human  victim,  and  in  vain 
His  prayer  for  mercy  rose ;  in  vain  lus  glance 
Look'd  up,  appealing  to  the  blue  expanse. 
Where  in  their  calm  immortal  beauty  shone 
Heaven's  cloudless  orbs.    With  fiunt  and  fiunter 

moan. 
Bound  on  the  shrine  of  sacrifice  he  lay. 
Till,  drop  by  drop,  life's  current  ebb'd  awG^ ; 
Till  rock  and  turf  grew  deeply,  darkly  red. 
And  the  pale  moon  gleam'd  paler  on  the  dead. 
Have  such  things  been,  and  here  \ — where  stillness 

dwells 
Midst  the  rude  barrows  and  the  moorland  swells, 
Thus  undisturb'd  ?    Oh  !  long  the  gulf  of  time 
Hath  closed  in  darkness  o'er  those  days  of  dime. 
And  earth  no  vestige  of  their  path  retains, 
Save  such  as  these,  which  strew  her  loneliest  plains 
With  records  of  man's  conflicts  and  his  doom, 
HIb  spirit  and  his  dust — the  altar  and  the  tombi 

But  ages  roll'd  away :  and  England  stood 
With  her  proud  banner  streaming  o'er  the  flood ; 
And  with  a  lofty  calmness  in  her  eye. 
And  regal  in  collected  mi^csty. 
To  breast  the  storm  of  battle.    Every  breeze 
Bore  sounds  of  triumph  o'er  her  own  blue  seas ; 
And  other  lands,  redeem'd  and  joyous;,  drank 
The  life-blood  of  her  heroes,  as  they  sank 

of  which  is  a  Cromledi,  whose  three  ron|^  plllan  of  gnaili 
support  a  ponderous  table-stone,  and  fitrm  a  kind  of  kife 
irregular  tripod. 

«  In  some  of  the  Druid  tetivals,  fires  were  lighted  on  aB 
the  cairns  and  eminences  around,  by  priests,  carrying  saend 
torches.  AH  the  household  fires  were  prerfcrns^extingiiisfaed. 
and  those  who  were  thought  worthy  of  sndi  a  priTilage,  wwe 
aOowed  to  relict  tbem  with  a  flaming  brand,  kindlad  at  tfaa 
consecrated  cairn-fire. 
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On  the  red  fields  they  won;  whose  wild  flowexs 


Now  in  luxuriant  beauty  o*er  their  grave. 

Twaa  then  the  captLves  of  Britannia's  war^ 
Here  for  their  lovely  southern  dimes  a&r 
In  bondage  pined ;  the  spell-deluded  throng 
Diige^d  at  ambition's  chariot-wheels  so  long 
To  die — because  a  despot  could  not  clasp 
A  so^tre  fitted  to  his  boundless  grasp  1 

Tes  I  they  whose  march  had  rock'd  the  ancient 

thrones 
And  temples  of  the  world — ^the  deepening  tones 
Of  idioae  advancing  trumpet  firom  repose 
Had  startled  nations,  wakening  to  their  woes — 
Were  prisoners  here.    And  there  weresome  whose 

dreams  [streams. 

Were  of  sweet  homes,  by  chainleas  mountain- 
And  of  the  vine-dad  hills,  and  many  a  strain 
And  fiBBtal  mdody  of  Loire  or  Seine ; 
And  of  those  mothers  who  had  watch'd  and  wept, 
When  on  the  fidd  the  unshclter'd  conscript  slept, 
fitthed  with  the  midnight  dews.  And  some  were 

there 
Of  stenier  spirits,  harden'd  by  despair ; 
Who^  in  their  dark  imaginings,  again 
Fired  the  rich  palace  and  the  statdy  fime, 
Brink  in  tlieir  victim's  shriek,  as  music's  breath. 
And  lived  o'er  scenes,  the  festivals  of  death  I 

And  there  was  mirth,  too . — strange  and  savage 
mirihy 
More  fearful  fax  than  all  the  woes  of  earth  I 
TIm  hnght^^r  of  cold  hearts,  and  scofEs  that  spring 
YtaOL  minds  for  which  there  is  no  sacred  thing ; 
And  transient  bursts  of  fierce,  exulting  glee — 
The  lightning's  flash  upon  its  blasted  tree  ! 

But  still,  howe'er  the  soul's  disgiiise  were  worn, 
Mftoan  wild  xevehy,  or  haughty  scorn. 
Or  buoyant  hope,  it  won  an  outward  show, 
SB^t  was  the  mask,  and  all  beneath  it — woe. 

Te^  was  this  alii   Amidst  the  dungeon-gloom, 
The  void,  the  stillness  of  the  captive's  doom« 
Wera  there  no  deeper  thoughts  1    And  that  dark 

pOWBT 

To  wliom  gaih  owes  one  late  but  dreadful  hour. 
The  m%^ty  debt  through  years  of  crime  dela/d, 
Bnt^  as  the  grave%  inevitably  paid ; 


tikHi  in  tbt  Iran  with  NtpoltOB, 
in  a  dtpot  on  Dartmoor. 


Came  Kt  not  thither,  in  his  burning  force. 
The  lord,  the  tamer  of  dark  souls — Remorse  1 

Tes  I  as  the  ni^t  calls  forth  from  sea  and  sky. 
From  breeze  and  wood,  a  solemn  harmony. 
Lost  when  the  swift  triumphant  wheels  of  day 
In  light  and  sound  are  hunying  on  their  way : 
Thus,  fix>m  the  deep  recesses  of  the  heart. 
The  voice  which  deeps,  but  never  dies,  might  start, 
Call'd  up  by  solitude,  each  nerve  to  thrill 
With  accents  heard  not,  save  when  all  is  still  1 

The  voice,  inaudible  when  havoc's  strain 
Crush'd  the  red  vintage  of  devoted  Spain ; 
Mute,  when  sierras  to  the  war-whoop  rung, 
And  the  broad  light  of  conflagration  sprung 
From  the  south's  marble  dties;  hush'd  midst  cries 
That  told  the  heavens  of  mortal  agonies ; 
But  gathering  silent  strength,  to  wake  at  last 
In  concentrated  thunders  of  the  past ! 

And  there,  perdiance,  some  long-bewildcr'd 
mind, 
Tom  from  its  lowly  sphere,  its  path  confined 
Of  village  duties,  in  the  Alpine  glen. 
Where  nature  cast  its  lot  midst  peasant  men ; 
Drawn  to  that  vortex,  whose  fierce  ruler  blent 
The  earthquake  power  of  each  wild  element. 
To  lend  the  tide  which  bore  his  throne  on  high 
One  impulse  more  of  desperate  energy ; 
Might — when  the  billow's  awful  rush  was  o'er 
Which  toes'd  its  wreck  upon  the  storm-beat  shore. 
Won  from  its  wanderings  past,  by  suflering  tried, 
Search'd  by  remorse,  by  anguish  puiifiod — 
Have  fix'd,  at  length,  its  troubled  hopes  and  fears 
On  the  fiir  world,  seen  brightest  through  our  tears; 
And,  in  that  hour  of  triumph  or  despair. 
Whose  secrets  all  must  learn — but  none  declare. 
When,  of  the  things  to  come,  a  deeper  sense 
Fills  the  dim  eye  of  trembling  penitence. 
Have  tum'd  to  Him  whose  bow  is  in  the  cloud. 
Around  life's  limits  gathering  as  a  shroud — 
The  fearful  mysteries  of  the  heart  who  knows. 
And,  by  the  tempest,  calls  it  to  repose  ! 

Who  vidted  that  deathbed  ?    Who  can  tell 
Its  brief  sad  tde,  on  which  the  soul  might  dwell. 
And  leam  immortd  lessons  ]    Who  behdd 
The  struggling  hope,  by  shame,  by  doubt  repell'd — 
The  agony  of  prayer — the  bursting  tears — 
The  dark  remembrances  of  guilty  years. 
Crowding  upon  the  spirit  in  their  might  1 
Ho,  through  the  storm  who  look'd,  and  there  was 
light  I 


\ 
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That  scene  is  dosed  . — that  wild,  tumultuous 
breast. 
With  all  its  pangs  and  passionSi  is  at  rest ! 
He,  too,  is  fadlen,  the  master-power  of  strife. 
Who  woke  those  passions  to  delirious  life ; 
And  days,  prepared  a  brighter  course  to  run, 
Unfold  their  buoyant  pinions  to  the  sun  ! 

It  is  a  glorious  hour  when  Spring  goes  forth 
0  er  the  bleak  mountains  of  the  shadowy  north. 
And  with  one  radiant  glance,  one  magic  breath. 
Wakes  all  things  lovely  £rom  the  sleep  of  death ; 
While  the  glad  voices  of  a  thousand  streams;, 
Bursting  their  bondage,  triumph  in  her  beams  ! 

But  Peace  hath  nobler  changes  !  O'er  the  mind. 
The  warm  and  living  spirit  of  mankind. 
Her  influence  breathes, and  bids  theblighted  heart. 
To  life  and  hope  from  desolation  start ! 
She  with  a  look  dissolves  the  active's  chain, 
Peopling  with  beauty  widow'd  homes  again ; 
Around  the  mother,  in  her  closing  years, 
Qatheiing  her  sons  once  more,  and  from  the  tears 
Of  the  dim  past  but  winning  purer  light. 
To  make  the  present  more  serenely  bright. 

Nor  rests  that  influence  here.    From  dime  to 

clime. 
In  silence  gliding  with  the  stream  of  time, 
StUl  doth  it  spread,  borne  onwards,  as  a  breeze 
With  healing  on  its  wings,  o*er  isles  and  seas. 
And  as  Heaven's  breath  call'd  forth,  with  genial 

power. 
From  the  dry  wand  the  almond's  living  flower. 
So  doth  its  deep-felt  charm  in  secret  move 
The  coldest  heart  to  gentle  deeds  of  love ; 
While  round  its  pathway  nature  softly  glows, 
And  the  wide  desert  blossoms  as  the  rose. 

Yes  !  let  the  waste  lift  up  the  exulting  voice  ! 
Let  the  £u>cchoing  solitude  rejoice  ! 
And  thou,  lone  moor !  where  no  blithe  reaper  s 

song 
E'er  lightly  sped  the  summer  hours  along. 
Bid  thy  wild  rivers,  from  each  mountain-source 
Rushing  in  joy,  make  music  on  their  course  ! 
Thou,  whose  sole  records  of  existence  mark 
The  scene  of  barbarous  rites  in  ages  dark. 
And  of  some  nameless  combat ;  hope's  bright  eye 
Beams  o'er  thee  in  the  light  of  prophecy  1 
Yet  shalt  thou  smile,  by  busy  culture  drest. 
And  the  rich  harvest  wave  upon  thy  breast ! 
Yet  shall  thy  cottage  smoke,  at  dewy  mom. 
Rise  in  blue  wreaths  above  the  flowering  thorn. 


And,  midst  thy  hamlet  shades,  the< 
Catch  from  deep-kindling  heavens  their  earliest 
fire. 

Thee,  too,  that  hour  shall  Ueas,  the  balmy  dose    I 
Of  labour's  day,  the  herald  of  repose,  ^ 

Which  gathers  hearts  in  peace ;  while  social  mirth 
Basks  in  the  blaze  of  each  free  village  hearth ; 
While  peasant-songs  are  on  the  joyous  galesi. 
And  meny  England's  voice  floats  up  from  all  her 

vales. 
Yet  are  there  sweeter  sounds ;  and  thou  shalt  hear 
Such  as  to  Heaven's  immortal  host  are  dear. 
Oh !  if  there  still  be  mdody  on  earth 
Worthy  the  sacred  bowers  where  man  drew  Inrth, 
When  angd-stepe  their  paths  rejoicing  trode, 
And  the  air  trembled  with  the  breath  of  Qod ; 
It  lives  in  those  soft  accents,  to  the  siky^ 
Borne  from  the  lips  of  stainless  infimcy,  [sprmig, 
When  holy  strains,  from  life's  pure  fount  which 
Breathed  with  deep  reverence,  fidter  on  his  tongue. 


And  such  shall  be  thy  music,  when  the  odk* 
Where  Quilt^  the  child  of  hopdees  Misery,  dweUs, 
(And,  to  wild  strength  by  desperation  wrought, 
In  silence  broods  o'er  mapy  a  fearful  thou^t,) 
Resound  to  pity's  voice ;  and  childhood  thence, 
Ere  the  cold  blight  hath  reach'd  its  innocence. 
Ere  that  soft  rose-bloom  of  the  soid  be  fled, 
"VMiich  vice  but  breathes  on  and  its  hues  are  dead, 
Shall  at  the  call  press  forward,  to  be  made 
A  glorious  ofiering,  meet  for  Him  who  said, 
"  Mercy,  not  sacrifice  1 "  and,  when  of  old 
Clouds  of  rich  incense  from  his  altars  rolled. 
Dispersed  the  smoke  of  perfumes,  and  laid  bare 
The  heart's  deep  folds,  to  read  its  homage  there ! 


When  some  crown'd  conqueror,  o'er  a  trampled 
world 
His  banner,  shadowing  nations,  hath  unluil'd. 
And,  like  those  visitations  which  deform 
Nature  for  centuries,  hath  made  the  storm 
His  pathway  to  dominion's  londy  sphere. 
Silence  behind — before  him,  flight  and  fear ! 
When  kingdoms  rock  beneath  his  rudiing  idieek, 
Till  each  fiur  ide  the  mighty  impulse  feds^ 
And  earth  is  moulded  but  by  one  proud  will. 
And  sceptred  realms  wear  fetters,  and  are  still ; 
Shall  the  free  soul  of  song  bow  down  to  pqr. 
The  earthquake  homage  on  its  baleful  wajt 


1  In  aDndon  to  a  plan  for  the  flraekkm  of  a  gnat  national 
■dwol-liaDn  on  Dwtmoor,  wfatn  il  was  piopotid  to  i 
the  diiklrtn  of  conrlcta. 
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ShAll  the  glad  harp  send  up  ezultmg  straiiuB 
O'er  bomuig  cities  and  forsaken  plains? 
And  shall  no  harmony  of  softer  close 
Attend  the  stream  of  mercy  as  it  flows. 
And,  mingling  with  the  murmur  of  its  waye, 
Bless  the  green  shores  its  gentle  currents  lave  \ 

Oh !  there  are  loftier  themes,  for  him  whose  eyes 
Haye  search'd  the  depths  of  life's  realities. 
Than  the  red  battle,  9t  the  trophied  car. 
Wheeling  the  monarch-yictor  &st  and  far; 
There  aremore  ndble  strains  than  those  which  swell 
The  triimiphs  ruin  may  suffice  to  tell  I 

Te  prophet-bards,  who  sat  in  elder  dayB 
Beneath  the  palms  of  Judah  !  ye  whose  lays 
With  torrent  rapture,  firom  their  source  on  high. 
Burst  in  the  strength  of  immortality  1 


Oh  !  not  alone,  those  haunted  groyes  among, 

Of  conquering  hosts,  of  empires  cnish'd,  ye  sung. 

But  of  that  spirit  destined  to  explore. 

With  the  bright  day-spring,  eyery  distant  shore. 

To  dry  the  tear,  to  bind  the  broken  reed. 

To  make  the  home  of  peace  in  hearts  that  bleed; 

With  beams  of  hope  to  pierce  the  dungeon's  gloom. 

And  pour  eternal  star-light  o'er  the  tomb. 

And  bless'd  and  hallow'd  be  its  haunts  1  for  there 
Hath  man's  high  soul  been  rescued  from  despair ! 
There  hath  th'  immortal  spark  for  hoayen  been 

nursed; 
There  from  the  rock  the  springs  of  life  haye  burst 
Quenchless  and  pure !  and  holy  thoughts,  that  riso 
Warm  from  the  source  of  human  sympathies — 
Where'er  its  path  of  radiance  may  be  trace<l« 
I  Shall  find  their  temple  in  the  silent  waste 
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THE  HARP  OF  WALES. 

mmODUCTORT  STANZAS,  INSCRIBSD  TO  THS  RUTBJN 
WKL8H  LITKRARY  80CZXTY. 

Harp  of  th^  mountain-lxmd !  sound  forth  again 
As  when  the  foaming  Hirlas^  horn  was  crown'd, 

.\nd  warrior  hearts  beat  proudly  to  the  strain. 
And  the  bright  mead  at  0  wain's  feast  went  round : 

Wake  with  the  spirit  and  the  power  of  yore ! 

Harp  of  the  ancient  lulls !  be  heard  once  more  ! 

Thy  tones  are  not  to  cease  !  The  Roman  came 
O'er  the  blue  waters  with  his  thousand  oars : 

Through  Hona's  oaks  he  sent  the  wasting  flame ; 
The  Druid  shrines  lay  prostrate  on  our  shores: 

AH  gaye  their  ashes  to  the  wind  and  sea — 

Bing  out,  thou  harp !  he  could  not  silence  thee. 

Thy  tones  are  not  to  cease  !  The  Saxon  pass'd. 
His  banners  floated  on  Eryri's  gales ; ' 

fiat  thou  wert  heard  aboye  the  trumpet's  blast. 
E'en  when  his  towers  rose  loftiest  o'er  the  yales  ! 

ThinemA  the  yoice  that  cheer'd  the  braye  and  free ; 

They  had  their  hills,  their  chainless  hearts,  and  thee. 

Those  were  dark  years ! — ^They  saw  the  yaliant  fidl. 
The  rank  weeds  gathering  round  the  chieftain's 
board, 

1  HirlH,flraBi/U^,]ODg,  and  ^la#,  Una  or  smra. 
s  Eiyii,  tht  W«idi  nsine  for  tht  Snowdon  noimtaiiML 


The  hearth  left  lonely  in  the  ruin'd  hall — 

Yet  power  was  (hint — a  gift  in  eyery  chord  ! 
Call  back  that  spirit  to  the  days  of  peace. 
Thou  noble  harp  1  thy  tones  ore  not  to  cease  ! 


DRUID  CHORUS  ON  THE  LANDING  OF 

THE  ROMANa 

Bt  the  dread  and  yiewless  powers 

Whom  the  storms  and  seas  obey. 
From  the  Dork  Isle's^  mystic  bowerj, 

Romans !  o'er  the  deep  away  ! 
Think  ye,  'tis  but  nature's  gloom 

O'er  our  shadowy  coast  which  broods? 
By  the  altar  and  the  tomb. 

Shun  these  haunted  solitudes  ! 

Know  ye  Mona's  awful  spells? 

She  the  rolling  orbs  can  stay ! 
She  the  mighty  graye  compels 

Back  to  yield  its  fetter'd  prey  ! 
Fear  ye  not  the  lightning  stroke  1 

Mark  ye  not  the  fiery  sky  ] 
Hence  ! — around  our  central  oak 

Gods  are  gathering — Romans,  fly  ? 

s  Ynyt  lyywyU,  or  the  Diric  Uland— «n  ancient  name  tor 
Angle«y. 
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THE  GREEN  ISLES  OF  OCEAN.^ 

Where  arc  they,  those  green  fiury  islands,  reposing 
In  sunlight  and  beauty  on  ocean's  calm  breast  t 
What  spirit, the thingswhichare  hidden  disdoeing, 
SSiall  point  the  bright  way  to  their  dwellings  of  resti 

Oh  !  lovely  they  rose  on  the  dreams  of  past  ages. 
The  mighty  have  sought  them,  undaunted  in  faith; 
But  the  land  hath  been  sad  for  her  warriors  and 
sages,  [death. 

For  the  guide  to  those  realms  of  the  blessed  is 

Where  are  they,  the  high-minded  children  of  glory. 
Who  steered  for  those  distant  green  spots  on  the 

wavel 
To  the  winds  of  the  ocean  they  left  theirwildstory, 
In  the  fields  of  theircountxythey  foundnot  agraye. 

Perchance  they  repose  where  the  simmier-brecze 

gathers 
From  the  flowers  of  each  vale  immortality'sbreath; 
But  their  steps  shall  be  ne*er  on  the  hills  of  their 

fiithers —  [death. 

For  the  guide  to  those  realms  of  the  blessdd  is 


THE  SEA-SONG  OF  GAFRAN.* 

Watch  ye  well !    The  moon  is  shrouded 

On  her  bright  throne ; 
Storms  are  gathering,  stars  are  clouded. 

Waves  make  wild  moan. 
'Tis  no  night  of  hearth-fires  glowing, 
And  gay  songs  and  wine-cups  flowing ; 
But  of  winds,  in  darkness  blowing, 

O'er  seas  unknown ! 

In  the  dwellings  of  our  fathers, 

Round  the  glad  blaze. 
Now  the  festive  circle  gathers 

With  harps  and  lays ; 

1  Tlie  "  Green  lalandi  of  Ocean/'  or  **  Green  Spots  of 
(he  Floods,"  called  in  the  Triad$  "  Gwerddomm  LUon," 
(respecting  which  some  remarkable  soperatitions  have  been 
preserved  in  Wales,)  were  supposed  to  be  the  abode  of  the 
Fair  Family,  or  souls  of  the  virtuous  Druids,  who  could  not 
enter  the  Christian  heaven,  but  were  permitted  to  enjoy  this 
IMiradise  of  their  own.  Qafhin,  a  distinguished  British  chief- 
tain of  the  fifth  century,  went  on  a  voyage  with  his  fiunily  to 
discover  these  islands ;  but  they  were  nevtf  heard  of  after- 
wards. This  event,  the  voyage  of  Merddin  Emrys  with  his 
twdve  bards,  and  the  expedition  of  Madoc,  were  called  tiie 
three  losses  by  disappearance  of  the  island  of  Britain.— See 


/ 


Now  the  rush-strewn  halls  are  ringing* 
Steps  are  boimding,  bards  are  singing, 
— Ay  !  the  hour  to  all  is  bringing 
Peace,  joy,  or  praise. 

Save  to  us,  our  night-watch  keeping, 

Storm-winds  to  brave. 
While  the  very  sea-bird  sleeping 

Rests  in  its  cave  ! 
Think  of  us  when  hearths  are  beamings 
Think  of  us  when  mead  is  streaming, 
Te,  of  whom  our  souls  are  dreaming 

On  the  dark  wave ! 


THE  HIRLAS  HORN. 

Fill  high  the  blue  hirlas  that  shines  like  the  wave' 
When  sunbeams  are  bright  on  the  spray  of  the 
sea; 
And  bear  thou  the  rich  foaming  mead  to  the  brave. 

The  dragons  of  battle,  the  sons  of  the  free  ! 
To  those  from  whose  spears,  in  the  shock  of  the 
fight,  [the  field; 

A  beam,  like  heaven's  lightning,*  flash'd  over 
To  those  who  came  rushing  as  storms  in  their  nugfat^ 
Who  have  8hiver*d  the  helmet,  and  cloven  the 
shield ; 
The  soxmd  of  whose  strife  was  like  oceans  afiaur, 
When  Ixmces  were  red  from  the  harvest  of  war. 

Fill  high  the  blue  hirlas  !  0  cup-bearer,  fill 

For  the  lords  of  the  field  in  their  festival's  hour, 
And  let  the  mead  foam,  like  the  stream  of  the  hiU 

That  bursts  o'er  the  rock  in  the  pride  of  itspower : 
Praise,  praise  to  the  mighty,  fill  high  the  smooth 
horn 

Of  honour  and  mirth,'  for  the  conflict  is  o'er ; 
And  round  let  the  golden-tipp'd  hirlas  be  home 

To  the  lion-defenders  of  Gwynedd's  fidr  shore, 
Who  rush'd  to  the  field  where  the  glory  was  won, 
As  eagles  that  soar  from  their  clifik  to  the  sun. 

W.  O.  PvoRK*8  Cambrian  BiograjAy  ;  also  Qmbro-BrUon^ 
L124. 

*  See  note  to  the  *<  Green  Isles  of  Ocean.** 

s  **  Fetch  the  bom,  that  we  may  drink  tousthar.  wliese 
gloss  Is  like  the  waves  of  the  sea ;  whose  green  handles  diow 
the  skill  of  the  artist,  and  are  tipped  with  gold.**— From  the 
Hirlas  Horn  of  OwAiit  Cypciuoo. 

«  **  Heard  ye  in  Ifaelor  the  noise  of  war,  the  honld  din 
of  aims,  their  furious  onset,  loud  as  in  the  battle  of  Bangor, 
where  fire  flashed  out  of  their  spears  ?  *'— From  the  ^wmil 

i  **  FOl,  then,  the  yelk>w-lipped  bocn— faad^e  ot  teaonr 
and  Birth.'*— From  the  same. 
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Fill  higher  the  hirlas  !  forgetting  not  thoee 

Who  dured  its  bright  draught  in  the  days 
'whicharefled  t 
Though  cold  on  their  mountains  the  valiant  repose, 

Their  lot  shall  be  lorely — renown  to  the  dead ! 
While  hazps  in  the  hall  of  the  feast  shall  be  strung, 

While  regal  Eryri  with  snow  shall  be  crown'd — 
So  long  by  the  bards  shall  their  battles  be  sung, 

Andtheheartof  theheroshallbumat  the  sound. 
The  free  winds  of  Maelor^  shall  swell  with  their 

name, 
And  Owain's  rich  hirlas  be  fill'd  to  their  &me. 


THE  HALL  OF  CYNDDYLAN. 

Thi  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  gloomy  to-night ;' 
I  weep,  for  the  grave  has  extinguish  *d  its  light ; 
The  beam  of  the  lamp  from  its  summit  is  o'er. 
The  blaze  of  its  hearth  shall  give  welcome  no  more ! 

The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  voicelees  and  still. 
The  sound  of  its  harpings  hath  died  on  the  hill ! 
Be  silent  for  ever,  thou  desolate  scene, 
Kor  let  e'en  an  echo  recall  what  hath  been  ! 

The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  lonely  and  bare, 
Ko  banquet,  no  guest,  not  a  footstep  is  there ! 
Oh!  where  are  the  warriors  who  circled  its  board? 
— Tlie  grass  will  soon  wave  who)re  the  mead-cup 
waspour'd ! 

The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  loveless  to-night. 
Since  he  is  departed  whoso  smile  made  it  bright ! 
I  mourn;  but  the  sigh  of  my  soul  shall  be  brief. 
The  pathway  is  short  to  the  grave  of  my  chief ! 


,  part  of  tlie  counUet  of  Denbigh  and  Flint,  ac- 
to  Um  modern  division. 
I  «  The  HaU  of  Cynddylan  is  gloomy  this  night, 
Wttbout  fin,  without  bed— 
I  mut  ireep  awhile,  and  then  be  illent. 

The  HaU  of  Qynddyhui  b  i^oomy  thii  night, 
Wttbout  fire,  withont  being  lighted— 
Be  thoa  encircled  with  spreading  silence ! 


The  HaU  of  Cynddylan  is  without  love  this  night. 

Since  he  that  own'd  it  is  no  more — 

Ah  Death !  U  wOl  be  hot  a  short  thne  he  win  leave  me. 

The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  it  is  not  easy  this  night, 
OnthetopoftheroekofHydwyth,      [cling  feasts !  ** 
WtthoQt  its  hMd,  without  company,  without  the  dr- 
Owsif 's  HervU  EUgita  c/Ujfwardi  Hen. 
s  "  What  I  lored  when  I  was  a  youth  is  hatefhl  to  me 
now," 


THE  LAMENT  OF  LLYWARCH  HEN. 

[Llywarch  Hen,  or  Uywarch  the  Aged,  a  cdefarated  bard 
and  chief  of  the  times  of  Arthur,  was  prince  of  Argoed,  sup- 
posed to  be  a  part  of  the  present  Cumberland.  Havhig 
sustained  the  loss  ot  his  patilmony,  and  witnessed  the  fidi  of 
most  of  his  sons,  in  the  unequal  contest  maintained  by  the 
North  Britons  against  the  growing  power  of  the  Saxons, 
Llywardi  was  compelled  to  fly  firom  his  country,  and  seek 
nfoge  In  Walea.  He  there  found  an  aqrlmn  for  some  time 
in  the  rerfdence  of  Pynddyten,  Prince  of  Powys,  whose  ftU 
he  pathetically  laments  In  one  of  his  poems.  These  are  still 
extant ;  and  his  elegy  on  old  age  and  the  loss  of  his  sons,  is 
remarlnble  fbr  Its  simpUd^  and  beauty.— See  Cambrian 
Bioffraphyt  and  Owen's  HeroU  Et^pki  and  other  poema  ef 
UyvMTch  Hen.'} 

Thx  bright  hours  return,  and  the  blue  sky  is 

ringing 
With  song,  and  the  hills  are  all  mantled  with  bloom ; 
But  £urer  than  aught  which  the  summer  isbringing. 
The  beauty  and  youth  gone  to  people  the  tomb ! 
Oh !  why  should  I  live  to  hear  music  resounding, 
Which  cannot  awake  ye,  my  lovely,  my  brave  1 
Why  smile  the  waste  flowers,  my  sad  footsteps 

surrounding  1 
— ^My  sons !  they  but  clothe  the  green  turf  of 

your  grave  ! 

Alone  on  the  rocks  of  the  stranger  I  linger. 
My  spirit  all  wrapt  in  the  past  as  a  dream  ! 
Mine  ear  hath  no  joy  in  the  voice  of  the  singer,' 
Mine  eye  sparkles  not  to  the  sunlight's  glad  beam; 
Yet,  yet  I  live  on,  though  forsaken  and  weeping  1 
— 0  grave !  why  refuse  to  the  aged  thy  bed. 
When  valour's  high  heart  on  thy  bosom  is  sleeping. 
When  youth's  glorious  flower  is  gone  down  to  the 
dead! 

Fair  were  ye,  my  sons !  and  all  kingly  your  bearing. 
As  on  to  the  fields  of  your  glory  ye  trode  !  [ing, 
Eachprince  of  my  race  the  bright  golden  chain  wear- 
Each  eye  glancing  fire,  shrouded  now  by  the  sod  !* 
I  weep  when  the  blast  of  the  trumpet  is  sounding. 
Which  rouses  ye  not,  0  my  lovely  !  my  brave  ! 
When  warriors  and  chie&  to  their  proud  steeds 
are  bounding,  [grave!* 

I  turn  from  heaven's  light,  for  it  smiles  on  your 

4  <'  Four  and  twenty  sons  to  me  have  been 

Wearing  the  golden  chain,  and  leading  princes.** 

EkffUa  qfU]fU)ar(h  Hen. 
The  golden  chain,  as  a  badge  of  honour,  worn  by  heroes, 
is  frequently  alluded  to  in  the  worin  of  the  ancient  British 
bards. 

*  **  Hardly  has  the  snow  covered  the  Tale, 

AMien  the  warriors  are  hastening  to  tlie  battle ; 
I  do  not  go,  I  am  hinder'd  bj  infirmity.** 

EUffkmf  Ufmtrdk  Hen, 
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GRUFYDD'S  FEAST. 

C"  Gffa^rdd  ftb  Rhya  ab  Tewdwr,  baTing  verictad  th*  Eng- 
Inh  MoeMBfoDy  in  the  time  of  Stopheo,  and  altert  obtained 
from  than  an  honourable  peace,  made  a  great  feast  at  his 
palace  in  Ffdtul  3>i0j  to  celebrate  this  event.  Tb  this  foest, 
wiiich  was  continued  for  forty  days,  he  invited  aU  wtio  mmld 
come  in  peace  from  Owymedd,  PoMft,  tlie  JMbenborM,  Qlam- 
oigan,  and  tlie  merrhes.  Ageinst  the  appointed  time  he 
prepared  aD  Idnds  of  delidoos  Tian^  and  liqnots ;  withevoy 
entertainment  of  Tocel and  instmmental song;  thi»patroni»> 
ing  tlie  poets  and  mosicians.  He  encouraged,  too,  aD  sorts 
of  representations  and  manly  games,  and  afterwards  eent 
away  aU  tboee  who  had  excdled  in  them  with  honourable 
gifta."— Omfrrjoji  Bicgraphp,^ 

Let  the  yellow  mead  shine  for  the  sons  of  the  brave, 
By  the  bright  festal  torches  around  us  that  wave ! 
Set  open  the  gates  of  the  prince's  wide  hall. 
And  hang  up  the  chiefs  ruddy  spear  on  the  wall ! 
There  is  peace  in  theland  we  have  battled  to  save : 
Then  spread  ye  the  feast,  bid  the  wine-cup  foam 
hij^i 

That  those  may  rejoice  who  have  feai'd  not  to  die ! 

Let  the  horn  whose  loud  blast  gave  the  signal  for 

fight, 
With  the  bees  sunny  nectar  now  sparkle  in  lig^t  f 
Let  the  rich  draught  it  offers  with  gladness  be 

crown'd,  [sound ! 

For  the  strong  hearts  in  combat  that  lcap*d  at  its 

Like  the  billows*  dark  swell  was  the  path  of 

their  might, 
Red,  red  as  their  blood,  fill  the  wine-cup  on  high. 
That  those  may  rejoice  who  have  fear'd  not  to  die ! 

And  wake  ye  the  children  of  songfirom  their  dreams. 
On  Maelor*s  wild  hills  and  by  Dyfed's  fiur  streams ! ' 
Bid  them  haste  with  those  strains  of  the  lofty  and 

free, 
Which  shall  flow  down  the  waves  of  long  ages  to  be. 
Sheath  the  sword  which  hath  given  them  im- 

perishing  themes,  [high. 

And  pour  the  bright  mead :  let  the  wine-cup  foam 
That  those  may  rejoice  who  have  feared  not  to  die ! 


THE  CAMBMAN  IN  AMERICA. 

When  the  last  flush  of  eve  is  dying 

On  boundless  lakes  a&r  that  shine ; 

>  Wine,  as  wdl  as  mead,  is  frequently  mentioned  in  the 
poems  of  the  ancient  British  bards. 

*  The  horn  was  used  for  two  pmposse    to  aoond  the  alarm 
in  war,  and  to  drink  the  mead  at  feasta. 

*  Dyfed,  (mid  to  signify  a  bnd  abounding  with  streams  of 
water,)  the  modem  Pembrokeshire. 


When  winds  amidst  the  palms  are  sighing, 
And  fragrance  breathes  from  every  pine  :* 

When  stars  through  cypreo-boug^are  g^eamin^ 
And  fire-flies  wander  bri^t  and  free. 

Still  of  thy  harps,  thy  mountains  dreaming. 
My  thoughts,  wild  Cambria  !  dwell  with  thee ! 

Alone  o*er  green  savannas  roving. 

Where  some  broad  stream  in  silence  flows. 
Or  through  th'  eternal  forests  moving, 

One  only  home  my  spirit  knows  ! 
Sweet  land,  whence  memory  ne'er  hath  parted  I 

To  thee  on  sleep's  light  wing  I  fly ; 
But  happier  could  the  weary-hearted 

Look  on  his  own  blue  hills  and  die  I 


TALIESiyS  PROPHECY. 

[A  prophecy  of  TaUesin  relating  to  the  ancient  Britoae  is 
Sim  extant,  and  has  been  striking^  verified.  It  is  to  the 
ft^wlng  effact  :— 

"  TlMlr  God  tbcy  OmU  wonhfp, 
TiMir  tonguf  ikmj  ■kail  ratafn, 
Tbdr  land  thqr  ■haU  Iom, 

ExeeptwUdWalM.'n 

A  VOICE  from  time  departed  yet  floats  thy  hills 
among,  [sung : 

0  Cambria  !  thus  thy  prophet  bard,  thy  Taliesin 
"  The  path  of  unborn  ages  is  traced  upon  my  sool. 
The  clouds  which  mantle  things  unseen   away 

before  me  roU,  [p«BB*d, 

A  light  the  depths  revealing  hath  o'er  my  spirit 
A  rushing  sound  from  days  to  be  swells  fitful  in 

the  blast,  [tongue 

And  tells  me  that  for  ever  shall  live  the  lofty 
To  which  the  harp  of  Mona's  woods  by  freedom's 

hand  was  stnmg. 

"  Green  island  of  the  mighty  l'^  I  see  thine  ancient 

race 
Driven  from  their  fathers*  realm  to  make  the  rocks 

their  dwelling-place  ! 

1  see  frt>m  Uthyr's^  kingdom  the  sceptre  pass  away. 
And  many  a  line  of  bards  and  chiefs  and  princely 

men  decay. 
But  long  as  Arvon's  mountains  shall  lift  their 

sovereign  forms. 
And  wear  the  crown  to  which  is  given  dominion 

o'er  the  storms, 

*  The  aromatic  odour  of  the  pine  has  fireqnently  been  men- 
tioned by  traTeUers. 

'  Tnps  y  CedHm,  or  Isle  of  the  ICIglity— an  andent  name 
giTen  to  Britain. 

•  Uthyr  Pendngon,  king  of  Britain,  eoppoeed  to  hawebecn 
the  &ther  of  Arthur. 
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80  long,  their  qmpire  sharing;  shall  live  the  lofty 

tongue 
To  which  the  harp  of  Mona*s  woods  by  freedom's 

hand  was  strong !" 


OWEN  GLYNDWR'S  WAR-SONG. 

Saw  ye  the  blazing  star  1  ^ 

The  heavens  look'd  down  on  freedom's  war. 

And  lit  her  torch  on  high  ! 
Bright  on  the  dragon  crest  ^ 
It  tells  that  glory's  wing  shall  rest. 

When  warriors  meet  to  die  ! 
Let  earth's  pale  tyrants  read  despair 

And  vengeance  in  its  flame ; 
Hail  ye,  my  bards  1  the  omen  £edr 

Of  conquest  and  of  fame, 
And  swell  the  rushing  mountain  air 

With  songs  to  Glendwr's  name. 

At  the  dead  hour  of  night, 

Mark'd  ye  how  each  majestic  height 

Bum'd  in  its  awful  beams  1 
Bed  shone  th'  eternal  snows. 
And  all  the  land,  as  bright  it  rose. 

Was  full  of  glorious  dreams  1 
0  eagles  of  the  batUe, '  rise ! 

The  hope  of  Gwynedd  wakes  !^ 
It  is  your  banner  in  the  skies 

Through  each  dark  doud  which  breaks, 
And  mantles  with  triumphal  dyes 

Tour  thousand  hills  and  lakes  ! 

A  sound  is  on  the  breeze, 

A  murmur  as  of  swelling  seas  ! 

The  Saxon  on  his  way  ! 
Lo  !  spear  and  shield  and  lance, 
BVom  Deva's  waves,  with  lightning  glance, 

Beflectedto  the  day ! 
But  who  the  torrent-wave  compels 

A  conqueror's  chain  to  bear  1 


^  Tbe  year  1402  waa  ushered  in  with  a  comot  or  bUoIng 
Star,  which  the  bards  Interpreted  aa  ^  omen  fkYourable  to 
the  eanae  of  Olendwr.  It  lenred  to  inftue  iphit  into  the 
ninda  of  a  taperatitioaa  people^;  the  ftnt  aacceaB  of  their 
cfaiaftain  confirmed  this  belief,  and  gare  new  vigour  to  their 
aciiona. — PsmrAirT. 

s  Owen  Gkttdwr  ityled  himaelf  the  J>r€igon  i  a  name  he 
aamntd  in  Imitation  of  Utbjr,  whoae  Tlotoriea  over  the 
fiaanma  were  foretold  bj  the  appearanoea  of  a  star  with  a  dragon 
beniaath,  which  Uthyraaad  aa  hia  badge ;  and  on  that  account 
it  beeam*  a  fliYonrfte  ooa  with  the  Welsh.— PsirirAirT. 


Let  those  who  wake  the  soul  that  dwells 
On  our  free  winds,  beware  ! 

The  greenest  and  the  loveliest  dells 
May  be  the  lion's  lair  I 

Of  us  they  told,  the  seers, 

And  monarch  bards  of  elder  years. 

Who  walk'd  on  earth  as  powers  1 
And  in  their  burning  strains, 
A  spell  of  might  and  mystery  reigns. 

To  guard  our  mountain-towers  I 
— In  Snowdon's  caves  a  prophet  lay  :* 

Before  his  gifted  sight. 
The  march  of  ages  pass'd  away 

With  hero-footsteps  bright  ; 
But  proudest  in  that  long  array. 

Was  Glendwr's  path  of  light ! 


PRINCE  MADOCS  FAREWELL. 

Wht  lingers  my  gaze  where  the  last  hues  of  day 
On  the  hills  of  my  coimtry  in  loveliness  sleep  ] 

Too  fair  is  the  sight  for  a  wand'rer,  whose  way 
Lies  hr  o'er  the  measureless  worlds  of  the  deep  ! 

Fall,  shadows  of  twilight !  and  veil  the  green  shore. 

That  the  heart  ofthe  mighty  may  waver  no  more  ! 

Why  rise  on  my  thoughtsi,  ye  free  songs  of  the  land 
Where  the  harp's  lofty  soul  on  each  wild  wind 
is  borne  1 
Be  hush'd,  be  forgotten  !  for  ne'er  shall  the  hand 

Of  minstrel  with  melody  greet  my  return. 
— No !  no ! — letyourechoesstillfloatonthebreeze. 
And  my  heart  shall  be  strong  for  the  conquest  of 
seas  ! 

'Tis  not  for  the  land  of  my  sires  to  give  birth 
Unto  bosoms  that  shrink  when  their  trial  is  nigh ; 

Away  !  we  will  bear  over  ocean  and  earth 
A  name  and  a  spirit  that  never  shall  die. 


»  "  Bring  the  horn  to  Tudwron,  the  EagU  of  BatOa."— 
See  the  Hirlai  Horn  of  Owaih  Cypxilioo.  The  eagle  iB  a 
Yery  &Tonrite  Image  with  the  andent  Welsh  poets. 

«  Gwynedd,  (pronounced  Gwyneth,)  North  Wales. 

«  Iferlin,  or  Merddin  Emrys,  is  said  to  hare  compoeed  his 
prophedea  on  the  future  lot  of  the  Britons,  amongst  the 
monntalna  of  Snowdon.  Many  of  these,  and  other  ancient 
proi^iecies,  were  wpfXiaA  by  Glyndwr  to  his  own  cause, 
and  assisted  him  gnittly  hi  anhnating  the  spirit  of  his  liiil- 
lowen. 


ISO 
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My  courae  to  the  winds,  to  the  stars,  I  resign ; 
But  my  soul's  quenchless  fire,  O  my  country  !  is 

thine. 


CASWALLON'S  TRIUMPH. 

£CuwaQon  (or  GMriTahanm)  naadltcied  to  the  nqvenoe 
oomnuuid  of  tht  Britona,  (as  reoordsd  in  the  TMads,)  for  the 
purpcM  of  oppodng  Ccaar,  ander  the  title  of  Elected  Chief  of 
Battle.  MThaleTerhnpreMiontbediadpBnedlegioiisorRome 
might  heve  made  on  the  Britoaa  in  the  flnt  imianoe,  the 
sabaequent  dqnrture  of  Canr  thej  oonaidared  aa  A  eanae  of 
triomirii ;  and  it  is  stated  that  Gaawallon  prodaimed  an  a»- 
aembly  of  the  Tarioos  states  <rf  the  island,  fior  the  pDipoee  of 
celebrating  that  event  by  feasting  and  poblic  i^oidng. — 
Cbm&riafi  Biogr<xpKif^'\ 

From  the  glowing  southern  regions. 
Where  the  sim-god  makes  his  dwelling, 

CJame  the  Roman's  crested  legions 
0*er  the  deep,  round  Britain  swelling. 

The  wave  grew  darling  as  he  pass'd. 

With  light  &om  spear  and  helmet  cast ; 

And  sounds  in  every  rushing  blast 
Of  a  conqueror^s  march  wore  telling. 

But  his  eagle's  royal  pinion. 

Bowing  earth  beneath  its  glory, 
C!ould  not  shadow  with  dominion 

Our  wild  seas  and  mountains  hoary  ! 
Back  from  their  cloudy  realm  it  flies. 
To  float  in  light  through  softer  skies ; 
Oh  !  chainless  winds  of  heaven  arise  I 

Bear  a  vanquish'd  world  the  story  ! 

Lords  of  earth  !  to  Rome  returning, 

Tell  how  Britain  combat  wages. 
How  C!aswallon's  soul  is  burning 

When  the  storm  of  battle  rages ! 
And  ye  that  shrine  high  deeds  in  song, 

0  holy  and  immortal  throng  1 

The  brightness  of  his  name  prolong, 
As  a  torch  to  stream  through  ages  ! 

1  "  I  bare  rode  bard,  mounted  on  a  fine  higfa*b««d  steed, 
npon  thy  aoconnt,  O  thoa  with  the  countenance  of  ebeny- 
flower  bloom.  The  speed  was  with  eagerness,  and  the  strong 
long-hamm'd  steed  of  Alban  reached  the  summit  of  the  high 
land  of  Brin.** 

s  <*  My  loTing  heart  sinks  with  pisf  withont  thy  sop. 
port,  O  thoa  that  haat  the  whiteness  of  the  cnrling  waves  1 

I  know  that  this  pain  will  avaQ  me  nothing 

towards  obtaining  thy  love,  O  tho«  whose  conntenance  is 
hrigfat  as  the  flowen  of  the  hawthorn !  "^Howkl's  Od€  to 


BOWEL'S  SONG. 

[HowsL  ah  Efaiton  Uygliw  was  a  dtstingnUied  bud  of 
the  fourteenth  century.  A  beautifal  poem,  addiassed  lif 
hfan  to  My&nwy  Tychan,  a  celebrated  beauty  oi  thoae  times, 
b  stin  prceorved  amongst  the  remains  of  the  Wdsh  bards. 
The  ruins  of  Hyfanwy's  residence.  Castle  Dinas  Brin,  maf 
yet  be  traced  on  a  Ugh  hOI  near  UangoDen.] 

Press  on,  my  steed  !  I  hear  the  swell^ 
Of  Yalle  Oruds*  vesper-bell. 
Sweet  floating  fix>m  the  holy  dell 

O'er  woods  and  waters  round. 
Perchance  the  maid  I  love,  e'en  now. 
From  Dinas  BrAn's  miyestic  brow. 
Looks  o'er  the  £ury  world  below. 

And  listens  to  the  sound  ! 

I  feel  her  presence  on  the  scene  ! 

The  sunmier  air  is  more  serene, 

The  deep  woods  wave  in  richer  gre^n^ 

The  wave  more  gently  flows ! 
0  fiur  as  ocean's  curling  foam  ! ' 
Lo  !  with  the  balmy  hour  I  come — 
The  hour  that  brings  the  wanderer  home^ 

The  wcaiy  to  repose  I 

Haste  !  on  each  mountain's  darkening  crest 
The  glow  hath  died,  the  shadows  rest. 
The  twilight  star  on  Deva's  breast 

Gleams  tremulously  bright ; 
Speed  for  Myfonwy's  bower  on  high ! 
Though  scorn  may  wound  me  fin>m  her  eye^ 
Oh  1  better  by  the  sun  to  die. 

Than  live  in  rayleas  night  t 


THE  MOUNTAIN  FIREa 


["  The  custom  retainedin  Wales  of  lighting  fires  (CbetoertM) 
on  NoTember  ere,  is  said  to  be  a  traditional  memorial  of  the 
massacre  of  the  British  diieb  by  Hengist,  on  Saiisbaiy 
pbdn.  The  practice  is,  however,  of  older  date,  and  bed 
reference  originally  to  the  Atban  J^ved^  or  new-yaar."— 
Cambro-BrUan. 

When  these  fires  are  Idndled  on  the  mountains,  nod  saaa 
through  the  darkness  of  a  stormy  night,  casting  a  red  aai 
fitful  i^are  over  heath  and  rock,  their  efiiBCt  Is  strikSng|j  pie- 
turssque.] 

LiQHT  the  hills  I  till  heaven  is  glowing 
As  with  8ome  red  meteor^s  rays  I 

Winds  of  night,  though  rudely  blowing. 
Shall  but  fSan  the  beacon4)]aEe. 
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Light  the  hills  I  till  flames  are  streaming 
From  Yr  Wyddfa's  sovereign  steep,^ 

To  the  "wuves  round  Mona  gleaming, 
Where  the  Roman  traek'd  the  deep ! 

Be  the  mountain  watch-fires  heig^ten'd. 

Pile  them  to  the  stormy  sky  I 
TiU  each  torrent-wave  is  brighten*dy 

Kindling  as  it  rushes  by. 
Now  each  rock,  the  mist's  high  dwelling, 

Towera  in  reddening  light  sublime ; 
Heap  the  flames  !  around  them  telling 

Tales  of  Cambria's  elder  time. 

Thus  our  sires,  the  fearless-hearted. 

Many  a  solemn  vigU  kept, 
When,  in  ages  long  departed, 

O'er  the  noble  dead  they  wept. 
In  the  winds  we  hear  their  voices — 

"Sons  !  though  yours  a  brighter  lot, 
When  the  mountain-land  rejoices. 

Be  her  mighty  unforgot ! " 


ERYRI  WEN. 

["  Snowdon  was  held  as  sacred  by  the  ancient  Britons,  as 
PkmasRis  was  by  the  Greeks,  and  Ida  by  the  Cretans.  It  is 
MD  said,  that  wbosoeTer  slept  upon  Snowdon  would  wake 
ioipired,  aa  much  as  if  he  had  taken  a  nap  on  the  hill  of 
ApoOOi  The  Welsh  had  always  the  strongest  attachment  to 
tbt  traet  (tf  Snowdon.  Our  princes  had,  in  addition  to  their 
tttle,  tliat  of  Lord  of  Snowdon.'*— PnnrAifT.] 

Theibs  was  no  dream,  0  monarch  hill. 
With  heaven's  own  azure  crown'd  ! 

Who  call'd  thee — what  thou  shalt  be  still, 
White  Snowdon  1 — holy  ground. 

They  fabled  not,  thy  sons  who  told 

Of  the  dread  power  enshrined 
Within  thy  cloudy  mantle's  fold, 

And  on  thy  rushing  wind  ! 

^  Tr  WjddCs,  the  Welsh  name  of  Snowdon,  said  to  mean 
the  donipteiMMa  place,  or  olt^ifd: 

s  Dinaa  Eauys,  (the  fortress  of  Ambrose,)  a  celebrated 
radc  amongst  the  mountains  of  Snowdon,  is  said  to  be  so 
called  from  baring  been  the  residenge  of  Morddin  Emiys, 
cillad  hf  the  Latin  Merlinus  Ambroefais,  the  celebrated 
pnphti  and  magician :  and  there,  tradition  says,  he  wrote 
his  pfopbeeiae  eoncaming  the  fotore  state  of  the  Britona. 

Tbcre  is  another  curious  tradition  respecting  a  large  stone, 
•B  the  aseenft  of  Saowdoo,  called  Mam  Ou  pr  Arddu,  the 
blade  atona  of  Arddu.  It  la  aaid,  that  if  two  peraoos  were  to 
sleep  a  night  on  this  stone,  in  the  morning  one  would  find 


It  shadow'd  o'er  thy  silent  height^ 

It  fill'd  thy  chainless  air. 
Deep  thoughts  of  migesty  and  might 

For  ever  breathing  there. 

Nor  hath  it  fled  !  the  awfiil  spell 

Tet  holds  imbroken  sway, 
As  when  on  that  wild  rock  it  fell 

Where  Merddin  Emrys  lay  I' 

Though  from  their  stormy  haunts  of  yore 

Thine  eagles  long  have  flown,^ 
As  proud  a  flight  the  soul  shall  soar 

Yet  £rom  thy  mountain-throne  ! 

Pierce  then  the  heavens,  thou  hill  of  streams  1 

And  make  the  snows  thy  crest ! 
The  sunlight  of  immortal  dreams 

Aroimd  thee  still  shall  rest 

Eryii !  temple  of  the  bard ! 

And  fortress  of  the  free  ! 
Midst  rocks  which  heroes  died  to  guard. 

Their  spirit  dwells  with  thee  ! 


CHANT  OF  THE  BARDS  BEFORE  THEIR 
MASSACRE  BY  EDWARD  I.* 

Raise  ye  the  sword !  let  the  death-stroke  be  given; 
Oh  1  swift  may  it  fall  as  the  lightning  of  heaven ! 
So  shall  our  spirits  bo  free  as  our  strains — 
The  children  of  song  may  not  languish  in  chains ! 

Have  ye  not  trampled  our  country's  bright  crest] 
Are  heroes  reposing  in  death  on  her  breast  1 
Red  with  their  blood  do  her  mountain-streams  flow. 
And  think  ye  that  still  we  wotdd  linger  below  1 

Rest,  ye  brave  dead  !  midst  the  hills  of  your  sires. 
Oh !  who  would  not  slumberwhen  freedom  expires  1 
Lonely  and  voiceless  your  halls  must  remain — 
The  children  of  song  may  not  breathe  in  the  chain ! 

himself  endowed  wKh  the  gift  of  poetry,  and  the  other  would 
become  insane.— Williams's  ObaervaiUm*  on  the  Sitowdon 
Mountains. 

s  It  is  believed  am(nigst  the  inhabitants  of  these  moun- 
tains, that  eagles  have  heretofore  bred  in  the  lofty  clefts  of 
their  rocks.  Some  wandering  ones  are  stfll  seen  at  times, 
though  very  rarely,  amongst  the  prec^rfoes.— Williams's 
ObtervatUmt  on  the  Snowdon  Mouniaint, 

*  This  sanguinary  deed  is  not  attested  by  any  historian  of 
credit  And  it  Jessiies  to  be  alao  notieed,  that  none  of  the 
bardie  productions  since  the  time  of  Edward  make  any  alhi- 
sion  to  sodi  an  erenl — CambnhBHton,  voL  L,  p.  195. 
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WELSH  MELODIES. 


THE  DYIXQ  BARDS  PROPHECY.^ 

The  hall  of  harps  is  lone  to-night. 

And  cold  the  chieftain's  hearth : 
It  hath  no  mead,  it  hath  no  light ; 

No  voice  of  melody,  no  sound  of  mirth. 

The  bow  lies  broken  on  the  floor 

Whence  the  free  step  is  gone ; 
The  pilgrim  turns  him  £rom  the  door         [stone. 

AVhere  minstrel-blood  hath  stain'd  the  threshold 

"And  I,  too,  go :  my  wound  is  deep. 

My  brethren  long  have  died ; 
Tet,  ere  my  soul  grow  dark  with  sleep, 

Winds !  bear  the  spoiler  one  more  tone  of  pride ! 


tt 


Bear  it  where,  on  his  battle-plain, 
Beneath  the  setting  sun. 
He  ooimts  my  country's  noble  slain — 
Say  to  him — Saxon,  think  not  aU  is  won. 

"  Thou  hast  laid  low  the  wairior's  head. 

The  minstrel's  chainless  hand : 
Dreamer !  that  numberest  with  the  dead 

The  burning  spirit  of  the  mountain-land ! 

"  Think'st  thou,  because  the  song  hath  ceased. 

The  soul  of  song  is  flown  ? 
Think'st  thou  it  woke  to  crown  the  feast. 

It  lived  beside  the  ruddy  hearth  alone  ? 

"  No !  by  our  wrongs,  and  by  our  blood  I 

We  leave  it  pure  and  free ; 
Though  hush'd  awhile,  that  sounding  flood 

Shall  roll  in  joy  through  ages  yet  to  be. 

"  We  leave  it  midst  our  country's  woe— < 

The  birthright  of  her  breast ; 
We  leave  it  as  we  leave  the  snow 

Bright  and  eternal  on  Eryri's  crest 

We  leave  it  with  oiir  fame  to  dwell 

Upon  our  children's  breath ; 
Our  voice  in  theirs  through  time  shall  swell — 

The  bard  hath  gifts  of  prophecy  from  death. 

He  dies ;  but  yet  the  mountains  stand, 

Tet  sweeps  the  torrent's  tide ; 
And  this  is  yet  Ancurin*s'  land — 

Winds !  bear  the  spoiler  one  more  tone  of  pride ! 

>  AttbetimtofttMaDppoMdmaancraortiMWebhbaidi 
ky  Edward  the  Fint 
s  Aneurin,  oneofthenoblMtoftlM  Wdahbardi. 


THE  FAIR  ISLK» 


FOR  TBS  MXU)I>Y  CAULSO  TBK  "  WSLSH  GBOUIIO. 

[The  Bftrd  of  the  Palaoe,  nndcr  the  andent  Welsh  ptinea, 
alwBji  ecoompenied  the  anny  when  it  mardied  into  aa 
enemy's  countiy ;  and,  while  it  was  prqiaring  tat  battle  or 
dividiiig  the  qwOs,  he  perfonned  an  ancient  song,  called 
Unbtfmatth  Prpdain,  the  Monarchy  of  Britain.  It  has  been 
eoi^ectuied  that  this  poem  reCened  to  the  tradition  of  the 
Wdsfa,  that  the  whole  island  had  once  been  poasnsed  ^tbeir 
ancestors,  wbio  were  driren  into  a  oomsr  (tf  it  by  their  flaxon 
inTaders.  When  the  prince  bad  receired  bis  share  of  the 
qwQs,  the  bard,  for  the  performance  of  this  song,  was  rewarded 
with  the  most  raluaUe  beast  that  remained.— JoKsala  Bis- 
tarieal  AeeomU  qfthe  Wdth  Bardt.} 


Sons  of  the  Fair  Isle  !  foiget  not  the  time 
Ere  spoilers  had  breathed  the  free  air  of  your  dime ; 
All  that  its  eagles  behold  in  their  flight    [height 
Was  yours,  fr^m  the  deep  to  each  storm-mantled 
Though  from  your  race  that  proud  birthri^t  be 

torn, 
Unquench'd  is  the  spirit  for  monarchy  bom. 

CHORUS. 

Darkly  though  clouds  may  hang  o*er  us  awhile* 
The  crown  shall  not  pass  from  the  Beautiful  Isle. 

n. 
Ages  may  roll  ere  your  children  regain 
The  land  for  which  heroes  have  perish'd  in  vain ; 
Yet,  in  the  sound  of  your  names  shall  be  power, 
Around  her  still  gathering  in  glory's  fiill  hour. 
Strong  in  the  fame  of  the  mighty  that  sleep, 
Your  Britain  shall  sit  ou  the  throne  of  the  deep. 

CHORUS. 

Then  shall  their  spirits  rejoice  in  her  smile. 
Who  died  for  the  crown  of  the  Beautiful  Isle. 


THE  ROCK  OF  CADER  IDRIS. 

[It  is  an  old  tradition  of  the  Welsh  bards,  that  on  the 
summit  of  the  mountain  Cader  Idris,  is  an  excavation  rasoa- 
bling  a  coach ;  and  that  whoever  should  pass  a  night  in  tiiat 
hoUow,  would  be  found  in  the  morning  either  dead,  in  a 
a  frenxy,  or  endowed  with  the  lugliest  poetical  InqiinitioB.] 

I  LAT  on  that  rock  where  the  storms  have  tli«r 

dwelling,  doud; 

The  birthplace  of  phantoms,  the  home  of  the 

*  Ynys  Prydain  was  the  ancient  Welsh  name  of  Britaia. 
and  signifies /btr  or  beauti/id  ide. 
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Around  it  for  ever  deep  music  is  swelling. 
The  Toice  of  the  mountain-wind,  solemn  and  loud. 

Twas  a  midnight  of  shadows  all  fitfully  streaming. 

Of  wild  waves  and  breezes,  that  mingled  their 

moan ;  [ing ; 

Of  dim  shrouded  stars,  as  from  gul&  fiedntly  gleam- 
Andl  met  the  dread  gloom  of  itsgrandeur  alone. 

I  lay  there  in  silence — a  spirit  came  o*er  me ; 

Kan's  tongue  hath  no  language  to  speak  what 

I  saw ;  [me. 

Things  glorious,  unearthly,  pass'd  floating  before 

And  my  heart  almost  £unted  with  rapture  and 
awe. 
I  viewed  the  dread  beings  around  us  that  hover, 

Thomg^veil'd  by  the  mists  of  mortality's  breath ; 
And  I  call'd  upon  darkness  the  vision  to  cover. 

For  a  strife  was  within  me  of  madness  and  death. 

I  saw  them — ^the  powers  of  the  wind  and  the  ocean. 
The  rush  of  whose  pinion  bears  onward  the 
storms; 


["  The  Webh  Melodies,  which  first  Introdaced  Mrs 
BomiM  to  the  public  as  a  song-writer,  had  already  made 
tiidr  ^peaimnee.  Some  of  them  are  remarkable  for  the 
Bsiodjr  of  th^  nombere— in  particular,  the  song  to  the  well- 
kaown  air,  "  Ar  byd  y  dos."  Her  fine  feeling  for  music,  in 
vbidi,  as  also  In  drawing,  she  would  have  signally  excelled, 
eoald  ihi  have  bestowed  the  time  and  patient  labour  requisite 
far  oMaining  mastery  orer  the  mechanical  difBcultiee  of  these 
sfts,  awiifed  her  not  only  in  her  choice  of  measures,  but  also 
of  her  words ;  and,  although  in  speaJdng  of  her  songs,  it 
nasi  be  remarlrad  that  some  of  the  later  ones  are  almost  too 
ftiQ  of  meaning  to  require  the  further  clothing  of  sweet  sound. 


Like  the  sweep  of  the  white-rolling  wave  was  their 
motion — 
\feU  their  dim  presenee,  but  knew  not  their 
forms! 
I  saw  them — the  mighty  of  ages  departed — 

The  dead  were  around  me  that  night  on  the  hill : 
From  their  eyes,  as  they  pass'd,  a  cold  radiance 
they  darted, — 
There  was  light  on  my  sotil,  but  my  heart's 
blood  was  chill. 

I  saw  what  man  looks  on,  and  dies — ^but  my  spirit 
Was  strong,  and  triumphantly  lived  through 
that  hour ; 
And,  as  from  the  grave,  I  awoke  to  inherit 

A  flame  all  immortal,  a  voice,  and  a  power ! 
Day  burst  on  that  rock  with  the  purple  cloud 
crested. 
And  high  Cader  Idris  rejoiced  in  the  sun  ;— 
But  oh  !  what  new  glory  all  nature  invested. 
When  the  sense  which  gives  sotiI  to  her  beauty 
was  won )} 


instead  of  their  being  I^,  as  in  outline,  waiting  for  the 
musician's  colouring  hand,  they  must  be  all  praised  as  flowing 
and  expressive ;  and  it  is  needless  to  remind  the  reader  how 
many  of  them,  united  with  her  sister's  music,  have  obtained 
the  utmost  popularity.  She  had  well  studied  the  national 
character  of  the  Welsh  airs,  and  the  allusions  to  the  legen- 
dary history  of  the  ancient  Britons,  which  her  songs  con- 
tain, are  happily  chosen.  But  it  was  an  instinct  with  Mrs 
Honans  to  catch  the  picturesque  points  of  national  char- 
acter, as  wen  as  of  national  music  :  in  the  latter  she 
always  delighted."— Chorlkt's  Memorials  </  Mrs  Hematu, 
p.  80-1.] 


THE  VESPERS  OF  PALERMO. 

A  TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACTS. 

(•'  Mis  Bemaot  was  at  this  tune  (1821)  occupied  in  the  composition  of  her  tragedy,  *  The  Tespen  of  Palermo,*  which  she 
«%lnal]ty  wrote  without  any  idea  of  oflTering  it  for  the  stage.  Tlie  sanguine  recommendations,  however,  of  Mr  Reginald 
JUbtTf  and  the  equally  kind  encouragement  of  Mr  Mifanan,  (to  whose  correqwndenoe  she  was  introduced  through  the  medium 
0f  amntnal  friend,  though  she  had  never  the  advantage  of  his  personal  acquaintance,)  induced  her  to  venture  upon  a  step 
wUdi  her  own  diflldence  wouM  have  withheld  her  from  contemplating,  but  for  the  support  of  such  high  literary  authorities. 
Indeed,  notwithstanding  the  flattering  encomiums  which  were  bestowed  upon  the  tm^y  by  all  who  read  it,  and  meet  espe- 
cUly  by  the  critics  of  the  green-room,  whose  imprimatur  might  have  been  supposed  a  sufficiently  safe  guarantee  of  success, 
hm  own  anticipations,  throughout  the  long  period  of  suq)ense  which  intervened  between  its  acceptance  and  repreeentation, 
««•  ter  mora  modifled  than  thoee  of  her  friends.  In  this  subdued  tone  of  fseling  she  thus  wrote  to  Mr  Ifilman  :—*  As  I 
CHUOt  lMh»  looking  ibrwaid  to  the  day  of  trial  with  much  more  of  drsad  than  of  sanguine  expeetatton,  I  meet  willingly 
aeqnieeoe  in  your  recommendations  of  delay,  and  shall  rejoice  in  having  the  respite  as  much  prolonged  as  poesible.  I  begin 
almost  to  shudder  at  my  own  presumption,  and,  if  it  were  not  for  the  Idnd  encouragement  I  have  received  frx>m  you  and  Mr 
SegbMld  Heber.rfioald  bemochmore  anxiously  occupied  in  searching  for  any  outlet  of  escape,  than  in  attempting  to  overcome 
the  *i«r*!*i—  widek  wmn  to  obetmet  my  onward  path.*  **— If Ano<r,  p.  81-S.] 
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DRAXATIB  FEBSONA. 


CbVXT  DI  PROCIDA. 

Raixond  oi  Procida,  Kit  Son. 
Eribskt,  Vicerojf. 
Dm  Cocci. 

•MOHTAIAA. 
GVIDO. 


AjtULiMOt  a  MctQu 

VlTTORIA. 

Con  STAMCJB,  SUUr  to  Eribart 


Nobla,  Scidiertt  Mesta^ert^  Va*$als,  Peatantt,  Ac  &c    Sciut%— Palermo. 


ACTI. 

ScEiHE  L — A  VaUey,  vith  vineyards  and  cotiaga. 

Gnmpt  of  PecuanU — ^Procida,  diaguiied  at 
a  PUgrim,  among  them. 

lit  Pea.  Ay,  this  wbb  wont  to  be  a  feetal  timo 
In  days  gone  by  !    I  can  remember  well 
The  old  familiar  melodies  that  rose 
At  break  of  mom,  from  all  our  purple  hillfly 
To  welcome  in  the  Tintage.    Never  since 
Hath  music  scem'd  so  sweet    But  the  light  hearts 
Which  to  those  measures  beat  so  joyously. 
Are  tamed  to  stillness  now.    There  is  no  Toioe 
Of  joy  throu^  all  the  land. 

2d  Pea.  Tes  t  there  are  sounds 
Of  reyelry  within  the  palaces. 
And  the  fair  castles  of  our  ancient  lords. 
Where  now  the  stranger  banquets.    Te  may  hear 
From  thence  the  peals  of  song  and  laughter  rise 
At  midnight's  deepest  hour. 

2d  Pea.  Alas  !  we  sat. 
In  happier  days,  so  peacefully  beneath 
The  olives  and  the  vines  our  fathers  reared. 
Encircled  by  our  children,  whose  quick  steps 
Flew  by  us  in  the  dance  !     The  time  hath  been 
When  peace  was  in  the  hamlet,  wheresoe'er 
The  storm  might  gather.   But  this  yoke  of  France 
Falls  on  the  peasant^s  neck  as  heavily 
As  on  the  crested  chieftain's.    We  are  bow'd 
Ken  to  the  earth. 

Pea,*8  ChUd.  My  father,  tell  me  when 
Shall  the  gay  dance  and  song  again  resound 
Amidst  our  chestnut-woods,  as  in  those  days 
Of  which  thou  'rt  wont  to  tell  the  joyous  tale  1 

let  Pea.  When  there   are  light  and  reckless 
hearts  onoe  more 
In  Sicily's  green  vales.    Alas,  my  boy ! 
Men  meet  not  now  to  quaff  the  flowing  bowl. 
To  hear  the  mirthful  song,  and  cast  aside 
The  weight  of  work-day  care :  they  meet  to  ^>eak 
Of  wrongs  and  sorrows,  and  to  whisper  thoughts 
They  dare  not  breathe  aloud. 

Pro.  (from  the  had:ground.)  Ay,  it  is  well 


So  to  relieve  th*  o*erburthen*d  heart,  which  panta 
Beneath  its  weight  of  wrongs ;  but  better  far 
In  silence  to  avenge  ihem. ! 

An  Old  Pea.  What  deep  voice 
Came  with  that  startling  tone  1 

lit  Pea.  It  was  our  guest's, 
The  stranger  pilgrim  who  hath  sojoom'd  here 
Since  yester-mom.    Gk>od  neighbours^  mark  him 

well: 
He  hath  a  stately  bearing,  and  an  eye       [acoords 
Whose  glance  looks  thxough  the  heart   His  mien 
111  with  such  vestments.  Howhe  folds  around  him 
His  pOgrim-cloak,  e'en  as  it  were  a  robe 
Of  knightly  ermine  !     That  commanding  step 
Should  have  been  used  in  courts  and  camps  to 

move. 
Mark  him ! 

Old  Pea.  Nay,  rather  mark  him  not ;  the  timss 
Are  fearful,  and  they  teach  the  boldest  hearts 
A  cautious  lesson.   What  should  bring  him  here  I 

A  Youth.  He  spoke  of  vengeance  1 

Old  Pea.  Peace  !  we  are  beset 
By  snares  on  every  side,  and  we  must  leam 
In  silence  and  in  patience  to  endure. 
Talk  not  of  vengeance,  for  the  word  is  death. 

Pro.  (coming  forward  indignantly.) 
The  word  is  death  !    And  what  hath  life  for  thee, 
That  thou  shouldst  cling  to  it  thus  1  thou  abject 

thing! 
Whose  very  soul  is  moulded  to  the  yoke. 
And  stamp'd  with  servitude.    What !  is  it  life 
Thus  at  a  breeze  to  start,  to  school  thy  voice 
Into  low  fcarfiil  whispers,  and  to  cast 
Palo  jealous  looks  aroimd  thee,  lest,  e'en  then. 
Strangers  should  catch  its  echol — ^Is  there  ao^^ 
In  this  so  predous,  that  thy  furrowed  cheek 
Is  blanch'd  with  terror  at  the  passing  though 
Of  hazarding  some  few  and  evil  daya^ 
Which  drag  thus  poorly  on  1 

Some  of  the  Peat.  Away,  away  ! 
Leave  us,  for  there  is  danger  in  thy  preeenoe. 

Pro.  Why,  what  is  danger?    Are  there  deeper 
ills 
Than  those  ye  bear  thus  calmly  1  Te  have  dxdn*d 
The  cup  of  bitterness  till  naught  remaiii» 
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r  or  Bhrink  from — ^therefore,  be  ye  strong  1 

dwelleth  with  despair.    Why  start  ye  thus 
rds  which  are  but  echoes  of  the  thou^ts 
Linyour  secret  souls  1    Full  well  I  know 
is  not  one  among  you  but  hath  nuned 
proud  indignant  feeliiigi  which  doth  make 
>nflict  of  his  life.    I  know  thy  wrongs — 
line — and  thine;  but  if  within  your  breast 
is  no  chord  that  vibrates  to  my  voice, 
Geu«  ye  well.  [say  on  ! 

Touih  (coming  forward)  No,  no !   say  on, 
are  still  firee  and  fiery  hearts  e'en  here, 
dndle  at  thy  words. 
.  If  that  indeed 

hast  a  hope  to  give  us 

.  There  is  hope 

I  who  suffer  with  indignant  thoughts 
.  work  in  silent  strength.    Whtit !  think  ye 
heaven 

>k8  the  oppressor,  if  he  bear  awhile 
estcd  head  on  high  1    I  tell  you,  no  t 
enger  will  not  sleep.    It  was  an  hour 
imph  to  the  conqueror,  when  our  king, 
>ung  brave  Conradin,  in  life's  fiEur  mom 
)  red  scaffold  died.    Yet  not  the  less 
ace  throned  above ;  and  her  good  time 

rushing  on  in  storms :  that  royal  blood 
ifted  an  accusing  voice  from  earth, 
ath  been  heard.    The  traces  of  the  past 
n  mairii  heart,  but  ne'er  doth  heaven  foiiget 

Had  we  but  arms  and  leaders,  we  are  men 
light  earn  vengeance  yet;  but  wanting  these, 
wouldst  thou  have  us  do  1 

Be  vigilant ; 

hen  the  signal  wakes  the  land,  arise  ! 
>asant*s  arm  is  strong,  and  there  shall  bo 
and  noble  harvest.    Fare  ye  well. 

[£rt^  Procida. 
Pea,  This  man  should  be  a  prophet :  how 
he  8oem*d 

d  our  hearts  with  his  dark  searching  glance 
spect  of  command  !  and  yet  lua  garb 
in  as  ours. 

^eo.  Speak  low ;  I  know  him  well, 
t  his  voice  disturbed  me,  like  a  dream 
cr  days ;  but  I  remember  now 
rm,  seen  oft  when  in  my  youth  I  served 
Ji  the  banners  of  our  kings  !    'Tis  he 
laih  been  exiled  and  proscribed  so  long, 
ount  di  Procida. 
.  And  18  this  hel 

beaven  protect  him  I  fororound  his  steps 
lany  snares  be  set. 
Pea.  He  comes  not  thus 


But  with  some  mighty  purpose — doubt  it  not ; 
Perchance  to  bring  us  freedom.    He  is  one 
Whose  faith,  through  manyatrial,  hath  been  proved 
True  to  our  native  princes.    But  away  ! 
The  noontide  heat  is  past,  and  from  the  seas 
Light  gales  are  wandering  through  the  vineyards ; 

now 
Wo  may  resume  our  toiL  Exeunt  Peasants, 


ScENB  II. — Tke  Terrace  of  a  Castle, 
Eribert,  Vittobia. 

Vit  Have  I  not  told  thee,  that  I  bear  a  heart 
Blighted  and  cold  1 — Th'  affections  of  my  youth 
Lie  sltmibering  in  the  grave ;  their  fount  is  dosed. 
And  all  the  soft  and  playful  tenderness 
Which  hath  its  home  in  woman's  breast,  ere  yet 
Deep  wrongs  have  sear'd  it — all  is  fled  from  mine. 
Uige  me  no  more. 

JBru  0  lady  t  doth  the  flower 
That  sleeps  entomb'd  through  the  long  wintry 

storms, 
Unfold  its  b^uty  to  the  breath  of  spring. 
And  shall  not  woman's  heart,  frt>m  chill  despair. 
Woke  at  love's  voice  ? 

ViL  Lovo  I — ^make  hv^s  name  thy  ipeU, 
And  I  am  strong  ! — ^the  very  word  calls  up 
From  the  dark  past,  thoughts,  feelings,  powers, 

axray'd 
In  arms  against  thee !    Kn  o  w'st  thou  uhom  1  loved. 
While  my  soul's  dwelling-place  was  still  on  earth  i 
One  who  was  bom  for  empire,  and  endow'd 
With  such  high  gifts  of  princely  majesty. 
As  bow'd  all  hearts  before  tdm  !    Was  he  not 
Brave,  royal,  beautiful  ]    And  such  he  died ; 
He  died  1 — hast  thou  forgotten  ? — ^And  thou'rt  here. 
Thou  meet'st  my  glance  with  eyes  which  coldly 

look'd, 
— Coldly  ! — ^nay,  rather  with  triumphant  gaze. 
Upon  his  murder  I    Desolate  as  I  am. 
Yet  in  the  mien  of  thine  affianced  bride, 
0  my  lost  Conradin  !  there  shotdd  be  still 
Somewhat  of  loftiness,  which  might  o'erawe 
The  hearts  of  thine  assassins. 

Eri,  Haughty  dame  ! 
If  thy  proud  heart  to  tenderness  be  dosed, 
Enow  danger  is  around  thee  :  thou  hast  foes 
That  seek  thy  ruin,  and  my  power  alone 
Can  shidd  thee  from  their  arts. 

Vit.  Provencal,  tell 
Thy  tale  of  danger  to  some  happy  heart 
Which  hath  its  little  world  of  loved  ones  round. 
For  whom  to  tremble ;  and  its  tranquil  joys 
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That  moke  earth  Paradiso.    I  stand  alone  ; 
— They  that  are  blesfc  may  fear. 

Eri,  Is  there  not  one 
Who  ne'er  commands  in  Tain  1    Proud  lady,  bend 
Thy  spirit  to  thy  £iLte ;  for  know  that  he. 
Whose  car  of  triumph  in  its  earthquake  path. 
O'er  the  bow'd  neck  of  prostrate  Sicily, 
Hath  borne  him  to  dominion ;  he,  my  king, 
Charles  of  Anjou,  decrees  thy  hand  the  boon 
My  deeds  have  well  deserved ;  and  who  hath  power 
Against  his  mandates  ? 

Vit,  Viceroy,  tell  thy  lord 
That,  e'en  where  chains  lie  heaviest  on  the  land. 
Souls  may  not  all  be  fetter'd.    Oft,  ere  now, 
Conquerors  have  rock'd  the  earth,  yet  fail'dto  tame 
Unto  their  purposes  that  restless  fire 
Inhabiting  man's  breast    A  spark  bursts  forth. 
And  so  they  perish  !    'Tis  the  fiite  of  those 
Who  sport  with  lightning — and  it  may  be  his. 
Tell  him  I  fear  him  not,  and  thus  am  firee. 

Eri,  Tis  welL    Then  nerve  that  lofty  heart  to 
bear 
The  wrath  which  is  not  powerless.    Yet  again 
Bethink  thee,  lady  1     Love  may  change — haih 

changed 
To  vigilant  hatred  oft,  whose  sleepless  eye 
Still  finds  what  most  it  seeks  for.  Fare  thee  welL 
— Look  to  it  yet ! — ^To-morrow  I  return. 

\Ex%t  Eribert. 

Yit.  To-morrow  ! — Some  cro  now  have  slept 
and  dreamt 
Of  morrows  which  ne'er  dawn'd — or  no'crforthem; 
So  silently  their  deep  and  still  repose 
Hath  melted  into  death  !    Are  there  not  balms 
In  nature's  boundless  realm,  to  poiir  out  sleep 
Like  this  on  me  1    Yet  should  my  spirit  still 
Endure  its  earthly  bonds,  till  it  could  bear 
To  Atf  a  glorious  tale  of  his  own  isle,  [work. 

Free  and  avenged. — Thau  shouldst  be  now  at 
In  wrath,  my  native  Etna  !  who  dost  lift 
Thy  spiry  pillar  of  dark  smoke  so  high,        [still. 
Through  the  red  heaven  of  sunset . — sleep'st  thou 
With  all  thy  founts  of  fire,  while  spoilers  tread 
The  glowing  vales  beneath  1 

[Pbogida  enfen,  difgumd. 
Ha  !  who  art  thou. 
Unbidden  guest,  that  with  so  mute  a  step 
Dost  steal  upon  me? 

Pro,  One  o'er  whom  hath  pass'd 
All  that  can  change  man's  aspect !    Yet  not  long 
Shalt  thou  find  safety  in  fotgctfulness. 
I  am  he,  to  breathe  whose  name  is  perilous. 
Unless  thy  wealth  could  bribe  the  winds  to  silenoe. 
— Know'st  thou  ihu,  kdy  ?  \Ht  ikawg  a  ring. 


VU.  Bighteous  hea%'en  !  the  pledge 
Amidst  his  people  from  the  scaffold  thrown 
By  him  who  p^ish'd,  and  whose  kingly  blood 
E'en  yet  is  unatoned.    My  heart  beats  high — 
— Oh,  welcome,  welcome  1  thou  art  Procida, 
Th'  Avenger,  the  Deliverer  1 

Pro,  Call  me  so. 
When  my  great  task  is  done.    Yet  who  can  tell 
If  the  retum'd  be  welcome  1    Many  a  heart 
Is  changed  since  last  we  met. 

ViL  Why  dost  thou  gaze. 
With  such  a  still  and  solemn  oamestnese^ 
Upon  my  altered  mien  1 

Pro.  That  I  may  read 
If  to  the  widow'd  love  of  Conradin, 
Or  the  proud  Eribert's  triumphant  bride, 
I  now  intrust  my  fate. 

Vit,  Tho%Procida! 
That  thou  shouldst  wrong  me    thus! — ^prolong 

thy  gaze 
Till  it  hath  found  an  answer. 

Pro.  'Tis  enough. 
I  find  it  in  thy  cheek,  whose  rapid  change 
Is  from  death's  hue  to  fever's ;  in  the  wild 
Unsettled  brightness  of  thy  proud  dark  eye. 
And  in  thy  wasted  form.    Ay,  'tis  a  deep 
And  solemn  joy,  thus  in  thy  looks  to  trace, 
Instead  of  youth's  gay  bloom,  the  characters 
Of  noble  suffering :  on  thy  brow  the  same 
Commanding  spirit  holds  its  native  state, 
Which  could  not  stoop  to  vileness.    Yet  the  voice 
Of  Fame  hath  told  afar,  that  thou  shouldst  wed 
This  tyrant  Eribert. 

Vit.  And  told  it  not 
A  tale  of  insolent  love  repell'd  with  scorn — 
Of  stem  conmiands  and  fearful  menaces 
Met  with  indignant  courage  1    Prodda  ! 
It  was  but  now  that  haughtily  I  braved 
His  sovereign's  mandate,  which  decrees  my  hand, 
With  its  fiiir  appanage  of  wide  domains 
And  wealthy  vassals,  a  most  fitting  boon, 
To  recompense  his  crimes. — Ismiled — ay,Biniled-' 
In  proud  security ;  for  the  high  of  heart 
Have  still  a  pathway  to  escape  disgrace, 
Though  it  bo  dark  and  lone. 

Pro.  Thou  shalt  not  need 
To  tread  its  shadowy  mazes.    Trust  my  woids: 
I  tell  thee  that  a  spirit  is  abroad 
Which  will  not  slumber,  till  its  path  be  tnoed 
By  deeds  of  fearful  fSune.    Yittoria,  live  1 
It  is  most  meet  that  thou  ikauidtt  live,  to  see 
The  mi^ty  expiation ;  for  thy  heart 
(Foigive  me  that  I  wrong'd  its  £uth  1)  hath  nnrsed 
A  high,  msgestic  grief,  whoso  seal  is  set 
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on  thy  marblo  brow. 
',  Then  thou  easue  tell 
kzing  on  the  withered  rose,  that  there 
,  or  the  blight^  hath  work'd  !    Ay,  this  is  in 
nsion'B  scope :  but  oh  I  the  things  unseen. 
Id,  undreamt  of,  which  like  shadows  pass 
ly  o'er  that  mysterious  world,  a  mind 
in  struck  by  grief !    Yet  doth  my  soul, 
lidst  its  darkness,  nuise  one  soaring  hope, 
«in  is  bright  vitality.    Tis  to  see 
lood  avenged,  and  his  fiur  heritage, 
oautiful  native  land,  in  gloiy  risen, 
a  warrior  from  his  slumbers  ! 
>.  Hcar^st  thou  not 

what  a  deep  and  ominous  moan  the  voice 
r  great  mountain  swells  ]    There  wUl  be  soon 
rfiil  burst  1    Vittoria  !  brood  no  moro 
ence  o'er  thy  sorrows,  but  go  forth 
st  thy  vassals,  (yet  be  secret  stUl,) 
et  thy  breath  give  nurture  to  the  spark 
It  find  already  kindled.    I  move  on 
idow,  yet  awakening  in  my  path 
which  shall  startle  nations.    Fare  thee  welL 
.  When  shall  wo  meet  again  1 — ^Are  we  not 
those  [not 

a  most  he  loved  on  earth,  and  think'st  thou 
love  e'en  yet  shall  bring  his  spirit  near, 
)  thus  we  hold  communion  ] 
>.  Yes>  I  feel 

eathing  influence  whilst  I  look  on  thee, 
wcrt  its  light  in  Ufa    Yet  will  we  not 
womanish  tears  our  offering  on  his  tomb ; 
all  have  nobler  tribute  ! — I  must  hence, 
iou  shalt  soon  hear  more.    Await  the  time. 

\Exewni  aeparatdy. 

Scene  III. — The  Sea-ahon, 

Badiond  di  Pbocida,  Constance. 

iw  There  is  a  shadow  &r  within  your  eye, 
1  hath  of  late  been  deepening.    You  were 

wont, 

the  clearness  of  your  open  brow, 

;ar  a  brighter  spuit,  shedding  round 

ke  our  southern  sun.    It  is  not  well, 

ic  dark  thought  be  gathering  o'er  your  soul, 

ie  it  from  affection.    Why  is  thisi 

eumond,  why  is  thisi 

m.  Oh  !  from  the  dreams 

ith,  sweet  Constance,  hath  not  manhood  still 

i  and  stormy  wakening  1    They  depart — 

after  light,  our  glorious  visions  finde, 
aguely  beautiful !  till  earth,  uoveil'd. 


Lies  pale  around ;  and  life's  realities 

Press  on  the  soul,  from  its  {Infathom'd  depth 

Rousing  the  fiery  feelings,  and  proud  thoughts. 

In  all  their  fearfrd  strength !    'Tis  ever  thus. 

And  doubly  so  with  me ;  for  I  awoke 

With  high  aspirings,  making  it  a  curse 

To  breathe  where  noble  minds  are  bow'd,  as  hera 

— To  breathe ! — It  is  not  breath ! 

Con.  I  know  thy  grief, 
— ^And  is 't  not  mine  1 — ^for  those  devoted  men 
Doom'd  with  their  life  to  expiate  some  wild  word. 
Bom  of  the  social  hour.    Oh !  I  have  knelt, 
£  en  at  my  brother's  feet,  with  fruitless  tears, 
Imploring  him  to  spare.    His  heart  ia  shut 
Against  my  voice ;  yet  will  I  not  forsake 
The  cause  of  mercy. 

JUUm.  Waste  not  thou  thy  prayers, 
0  gentle  love !  for  them.    There's  little  need 
For  pity,  though  the  galling  chain  be  worn 
By  some  few  slaves  the  less.    Let  them  depart ! 
There  is  a  world  beyond  the  oppressor's  reach. 
And  thither  lies  their  way. 

Con.  Alas !  I  see 
That  some  new  wrong  hath  pierced  you  to  the  soul. 

Jtaim,  F&rdon,  belovdd  Constance,  if  my  words, 
Fromfeelingshourly  stung,  have  caught,  perchance, 
A  tone  of  bitterness.    Oh !  when  thine  eyes, 
With  their  sweet  eloquent  thoughtfulness,  arc  fix'd 
Thus  tenderly  on  mine,  I  should  forget 
All  else  in  their  soft  beams ;  and  yet  I  came 
To  tell  thee 

Con.  What )  What  wouldst  thou  say  1  Oh  speak ! 
Thou  wouldst  not  leave  me  1 

JUUtn.  1  have  cast  a  doud. 
The  shadow  of  dark  thoughts  and  ruin'd  fortunes. 
O'er  thy  bright  spirit.    Haply,  were  I  gone. 
Thou  wouldst  resume  thyself,  and  dwell  once  more 
In  the  clear  sunny  light  of  youth  and  joy. 
E'en  as  before  we  met — before  we  loved  ! 

Con.  This  is  but  mockery.    Well  thou  know'st 
thy  love 
Hath  given  me  nobler  being ;  made  my  heart 
A  home  for  all  the  deep  sublimities 
Of  strong  affection ;  and  I  would  not  chaago 
Th'  exalted  life  I  draw  from  that  pure  source. 
With  all  its  checkcr'd  hues  of  hope  and  fear. 
E'en  for  the  brightest  calm.    Thou  most  unkind  1 
Have  I  deserved  this? 

Baim,  Oh  !  thou  hast  deserved 
A  love  less  fiital  to  thy  peace  than  mine. 
Think  not  'tis  mockery !    But  I  cannot  rest 
To  be  the  scom'd  and  trampled  thing  I  am 
In  this  degraded  land.    Its  very  skies, 
That  smile  as  if  but  festivals  were  held 
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Beneath  their  cloudless  azure,  wci(^  me  down 
With  a  dull  sense  of  bondage,  and  I  pine 
For  freedom's  charter'd  air.    I  would  go  forth 
To  seek  my  noble  &ther :  he  hath  been 
Too  long  a  lonely  exile,  and  his  name 
Seems  fading  in  the  dim  obecuritj 
Which  gathers  round  my  fortunes. 

Con.  Must  we  partY 
And  is  it  come  to  thisi    Oh !  I  have  Btill 
Dcem'd  it  enough  of  joy  with  Out  to  share 
E'en  grief  itseH    And  now !    But  this  is  vain. 
Alas  !  too  deep,  too  fond,  is  woman's  loTe : 
Too  full  of  hope,  she  casts  on  troubled  wares 
The  treasures  of  her  soul  I 

Baim,  Oh,  speak  not  thus  ! 
Thy  gentle  and  desponding  tones  fidl  oold 
Upon  my  inmost  heart    I  leave  thee  but 
To  be  more  worthy  of  a  love  like  thine; 
For  I  have  dreamt  of  fame  !    A  few  short  yearsi, 
And  we  may  yet  be  blest 

Con.  A  few  short  years ! 
Lees  time  may  well  suffice  for  death  and  fate 
To  woriL  all  change  on  earth;  to  break  the  ties 
Which  early  love  had  form'd ;  and  to  bow  down 
Th'  elastic  spirit,  and  to  blight  each  flower 
Strewn  in  life's  crowded  path  !    But  be  it  so  ! 
Be  it  enough  to  know  that  hi^piness 
Meets  thee  on  other  shores. 

Jiaim.  Where'er  I  roam. 
Thou  shalt  be  with  my  soul !     Thy  soft  low  voice 
Shall  rise  upon  remembrance,  like  a  strain 
Of  music  heard  in  boyhood,  bringing  back 
Life's  morning  freshness.  Oh  !  that  there  should  be 
Things  which  we  love  with  such  deep  tenderness. 
But,  through  that  love,  to  learn  how  much  of  woe 
Dwells  in  one  hour  like  this  !     Tet  weep  thou  not ! 
We  shall  meet  soon ;  and  many  days,  dear  love ! 
Ere  I  depart 

Con.  Then  there's  a  respite  still. 
Days  ! — not  a  day  but  in  its  course  may  bring 
Some  strange  vicissitude  to  turn  aside 
Th'  impending  blow  we  shrink  from.    Fare  thee 

wclL  (JUiuming.) 

— Oh,  Baimond  !  this  is  not  our  latt  fiueweU  ! 
Tliou  wouldst  not  so  deceive  me  ? 

JRaim.  Doubt  me  not. 
Gentlest  and  best  beloved  !  we  meet  again. 

[Exit  CONSTAKCE. 

Jtaim.  (after  a  patue.)    When  shall  I  breathe  in 
freedom,  and  give  scope 
To  those  untameable  and  burning  thoughts. 
And  restless  aspirations,  which  consume 
My  heart  i'  th'  land  of  bondage  1    Oh  !  with  you, 
Ye  everlasting  images  of  power 


And  of  infinity  1  thou  blue-rolling  deep. 
And  you,  ye  stars  !  whose  beams  are  diaxactezs 
Wherewith  the  oracles  of  &te  are  traced — 
With  you  my  soul  finds  room,  and  casta  asidA 
The  wei£^t  that  doth   oppress  her.    But  my 

thoughts 
Are  wandering  fiir ;  there  should  be  one  to  share 
This  awful  and  msgestic  solitude 
Of  sea  and  heaven  with  me. 

[Pbocida  entara  wMib$er9ed. 
It  is  the  hour 
He  named,  and  yet  he  comes  not 

Pro.  {coming  fonoard^  He  is  here. 

Raim,  Now,  thou  mysterious  stnagsr — thou, 
whose  glance 
Doth  fix  itself  on  memory,  and  pursue 
Thou£^t  like  a  spirit,  haunting  its  lone  honzB— 
Reveal  thyself;  what  art  thoul 

Pro.  One  whose  life 
Hath  been  a  troubled  stream,  and  made  its  way 
Through  rocks  and  darknasi^  and  a  thonauid 

storms, 
With  still  a  mighty  aim.    But  now  the  shades 
Of  eve  are  gathering  round  me,  and  I  oome 
To  thiai,  my  native  land,  that  I  may  rest 
Beneath  its  vines  in  peace. 

Bairn.  Seek'st  thou  for  peace  1 
This  is  no  land  of  peace :  unless  that  deep 
And  voiceless  terror,  which  doth  freese  men's 

thoughts 
Back  to  their  source,  and  mantle  its  pale  mien 
With  a  dull  hollow  semblance  of  reposei. 
May  so  be  call'd. 

Pro.  There  are  such  calms  full  oft 
Preceding  earthquakes.    But  I  have  not  been 
So  vainly  school'd  by  fortune,  and  inured 
To  shape  my  course  on  peril's  dizzy  brink. 
That  it  should  irk  my  spirit  to  put  on 
Such  guise  of  hush'd  submissiveness  as  best 
May  suit  the  troubled  aspect  of  the  times. 

i2atn».  Why,  then,  thou'rt  welcome,  strsoger, 
to  the  land 
Where  most  disguise  is  needfuL    He  were  bold 
Who  now  should  wear  his  thoughts  upon  his  brow 
Beneath  Sicilian  skies.    The  brothel's  eyo 
Doth  search  distrustfully  the  brother^s  &oe ; 
And  friends,  whose  undivided  lives  have  dxmwn 
From  the  same  past  their  long  remembranoes^ 
Now  meet  in  terror,  or  no  more ;  le^  hearts 
Full  to  o'erflowing,  in  their  social  hour,      [winds 
Should  pour  out  some  rash  word,  which  xoring 
Might  whisper  to  our  conquercrs.    This  it  1% 
To  wear  a  foreign  yoke. 

Pro.  It  matters  not 
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lio  holds  the  mastery  o'er  his  spirit, 
uppress  its  workings,  till  enduranco 
us  nature.    We  can  tame  ourselves 
remesj  and  there  is  that  in  life 
we  cling  with  most  tenacious  grasp, 
a  its  lofty  aims  are  all  reduced 
yt  common  privilege  of  breathing, 
st  thou  turn  awayf 
^That  wouldst  thou  with  me  ? 
hee,  by  th'  ascendant  soul  which  lived 
its  throne  on  thy  commanding  brow, 
3vereign  nature,  which  would  scorn 
e  its  high  capacities 
on  earth.    But  thou  art  like  the  rest. 
Idst  thou  with  me  1 
rould  counsel  thee. 

;  do  that  which  men — ay,  valiant  men — 
bmit  to  do ;  in  the  proud  court, 
}  stately  camp,  and  at  the  board 
it  revellers,  whose  fiush'd  mirth  is  all 
on  hardly.    Where  is  he  whose  heart 
through  all  its  foldings,  to  the  gaze 
eye  1    If  vengeance  wait  the  foe, 
oppressor,  'tis  in  depths  conceal'd 
smiling  surface. — ^Youth,  I  say, 
}Oul  down  !     Put  on  a  mask ! — ^'tis  worn 
ower  and  weakness,  and  the  smooth 
)us  intercourse  of  life  requires 
jvery  scene. 
Lway,  dissembler ! 
ts  high  and  its  ignoble  tasks, 
$vcry  nature.     Will  the  free 
eagle  stoop  to  learn  the  arts 
:he  serpent  wins  his  spell-bound  prey  1 
so  I  wUX  not  clothe  myself 
eorb  of  coward  semblances, 
e'en  now,  I  struggle  with  my  heart, 
at  most  I  love  a  long  farewell, 
ny  country  on  some  distant  shore, 
;h  things  are  unknown ! 
'ultingly.)  Why,  this  is  joy: 
ig  conflict  with  the  doubts  and  fears, 
oor  subtleties,  of  meaner  minds, 
spirit,  whose  bold  elastic  wing 
ihathnotcrush'd.    High-hearted  youth, 
',  should  his  footsteps  e'er  again 

( shores 

ly  father  I  what  of  him* 

IS  ho  known  to  thee  1 

distant  lands 

I've  traversed  many  a  wild,  and  look'd 

I  danger ;  and  the  thought  that  thou 

ing  then  in  peace,  a  happy  boy, 

:h  the  storm  hath  cheer'd  him. 


Maim.  Dost  thou  deem 
That  still  he  livest    Oh  !  if  it  be  in  chains, 
In  woo,  in  poverty's  obscurest  cell. 
Say  but  he  lirea—  and  I  will  track  his  steps 
E'en  to  earth's  verge  I 

Pro.  It  may  be  tiiat  he  lives. 
Though  long  his  name  hath  ceased  to  be  a  word 
Familiar  in  man's  dwellings.    But  its  sound 
Hay  yet  be  heard  !    Baimond  di  Procida, 
Rememberest  thou  thy  father? 

Saim.  From  my  mind 
His  form  hath  fkded  long,  for  years  have  pass'd 
Since  he  went  forth  to  exile :  but  a  vague, 
Yet  powerftil  image  of  deep  majesty. 
Still  dimly  gathering  round  each  thought  of  him^ 
Both  claim  instinctive  reverence ;  and  my  love 
For  his  in^iring  name  hath  long  become 
Part  of  my  being. 

Pro.  Baimond  !  doth  no  voice 
Speak  to  thy  soul,  and  tell  thee  whose  the  arms 
That  would  enfold  thee  now  t    My  son  !  my  son ! 

Raim.  Father  I    Oh  God  !— my  fether  !    Now 
I  know 
Why  my  heart  woke  before  thee  ! 

Pro.  Oh  !  this  hour 
Makes  hope  reality ;  for  thou  art  all 
My  dreams  had  pictured  thee  ! 

JRaim.  Yet  why  so  long 
E'en  as  a  stranger  hast  thou  oross'd  my  paths. 
One  nameless  and  unknown  1 — and  yet  I  felt 
Each  pulse  within  me  thrilling  to  thy  voice. 

Pro.  Because  I  would  not  link  thy  fsAe  with 
mine, 
Till  I  could  hail  the  dayspring  of  that  hope 
Which  now  is  gathering  roimd  us.     Listen,  youth ! 
Thou  hast  told  me  of  a  subdued  and  scom*d 
And  trampled  land,  whose  very  soul  is  bow'd 
And  fiuahion'd  to  her  chains  : — ^but  I  tell  tliee 
Of  a  most  generous  and  devoted  land, 
A  land  of  kindling  energies ;  a  land 
Of  glorious  recollections  ! — proudly  true 
To  the  high  memory  of  her  ancient  kings. 
And  rising,  in  majestic  scorn,  to  cast 
Her  alien  bondage  off ! 

Maim.  And  where  is  thist 

Pro.  Here,  in  our  isle,  our  own  &ir  Sicily  t 
Her  spirit  is  awake,  and  moving  on. 
In  its  deep  silence  mightier,  to  regain 
Her  place  amongst  the  nations ;  and  the  hour 
Of  that  tremendous  effort  is  at  hand.  [life 

Maim.  Can  it  be  thus  indeed]    Thou  pour'st  now 
Through  all  my  burning  veins  1     I  am  as  one 
Awakening  from  a  chill  and  deathlike  sleep 
To  the  full  glorious  day. 
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Pro.  Thou  shalt  hear  more ! 
Thou  shalt  hear  things  which  would — ^which  will, 

arouse 
The  proud  free  spirits  of  our  ancestors 
Ken  from  their  marble  rest.    Yet  mark  me  well ! 
Be  secret ! — for  along  my  destined  path 
I  yet  must  daridy  move.    Now,  follow  me, 
And  join  a  band  of  men,  in  whose  high  hearts 
There  lies  a  nation's  strength. 

JRaim.  My  noble  father  t 
Thy  words  have  given  me  all  for  which  I  pined — 
An  aim,  a  hope,  a  purpose  I    And  the  blood 
Doth  rush  in  warmer  currents  through  my  veins. 
As  a  bright  foimtain  from  its  icy  bonds 
By  the  quick  sun-stroke  freed. 

Pro.  Ay,  this  is  well !.. 
Such  natures  burst  men'schains ! — ^NowfoUowme. 

[Sxewnt, 


ACT  XL 
Scene  L — Apctrtment  in  a  Palace. 

EbIBEBT,  Ck>XSTANCE. 

Con.  Will   you  not  hear  me  ?      Oh  !  that  they 

who  need 
Hourly  foigiveness — ^they  who  do  but  live 

j    While  mercy's  voice,  beyond  th*  eternal  stars. 
Wins  the  great  Judge  to  listen,  should  be  thus, 
In  their  vain  exercise  of  pageant  power. 
Hard  and  relentless  !    Gentle  brother !  yet 
Tis  in  your  choice  to  imitate  that  heaven. 
Whose  noblest  joy  is  pardon. 

Eri.  Tis  too  late. 
You  have  a  soft  and  moving  voice,  which  pleads 
With  eloquent  melody — but  they  niust  die. 
Con.  What !— die  ! — for  words! — ^for  breath 
which  leaves  no  trace 
To  sully  the  pure  air  wherewith  it  blends. 
And  is,  being  utter*d,  gone  ?    Why,  'twere  enou^ 
For  such  a  venial  &ult  to  be  deprived 
One  little  day  of  man's  free  heritage,  [deem 

Heaven's  warm  and  sunny  light !     Oh  !  if  you 

'    That  cvU  harbours  in  their  souls,  at  least 
Belay  the  stroke,  till  guilt,  made  manifest, 

'    Shall  bid  stem  justice  wake. 

'        Eri.  I  am  not  one 

Of  those  weak  spirits  that  timorously  keep  watch 
For  fair  occasions,  thence  to  borrow  hues 
Of  virtue  for  their  deeds.    My  school  bath  been 
Where  power  sits  crown'd  and  arm*d.    And,  mark 

me^  sister  1 
To  a  distrustful  nature  it  might  seem 


Strange,  that  your  lips  thus  earnestly  should  plead 
For  these  Sicilian  rebels.    O'er  my  being 
Suspicion  holds  no  power.    And  yet,  take  note^ 
I  have  said,  and  they  must  die. 

Con.  Have  you  no  fear  1 

Eru  Of  what  1 — ^that  heaven  should  fall  1 

Con.  No  !— But  that  earth 
Should  arm  in  madness.    Brother  t  I  have  seen 
Dark  eyes  bent  on  you,  e'en  midst  festal  throogB^ 
With  such  deep  hatred  settled  in  their  g^anoe^ 
My  heart  hath  died  within  me. 

Eri.  Am  I  then 
To  pause,  and  doubt,  and  shrink,  because  a  giriy 
A  dreaming  girl,  hath  trembled  at  a  look  t 

Con.  Oh  !  looks  are  no  illusions^  when  the  sool, 
Which  may  not  speak  in  words,  can  find  no  way 
But  theirs  to  Hberty  !    Have  not  these  men 
Brave  sons  or  noble  brothers  t 

ErL  Yes  !  whose  name 
It  rests  with  me  to  make  a  word  of  fear — 
A  sound  forbidden  midst  the  haunts  of  men. 

Con.  But  not  foigotten !    Ah !  beware,  beware ! 
— Nay,  look  not  sternly  on  me.    There  is  one 
Of  that  devoted  band,  who  yet  will  need 
Years  40  be  ripe  for  death.    He  is  a  youtli^ 
A  very  boy,  on  whose  unshaded  cheek 
The  spring-time  glow  is  lingering.   *Twam  but  now 
His  mother  left  me,  with  a  timid  hope 
Just  dawning  in  her  breast :  and  I — I  dared 
To  foster  its  faint  spark.    You  smile  ! — Oh  *  theo 
He  will  be  saved  1 

Eri.  Nay,  I  but  smiled  to  think 
What  a  fond  fool  is  Hope !    She  may  be  tanght 
To  deem  that  the  great  sun  will  change  his  coarse 
To  work  her  pleasure,  or  the  tomb  give  Imm^ 
Its  inmates  to  her  arms.    In  sooth,  *tis  strange  1 
Yet,  with  your  pitying  hearty  you  should  not  thnr 
Have  mock'd  the  boy's  sad  mother :  I  have  said— 
You  should  not  thus  have  mocied  her ! — ^Nov, 
&rewell !    •  [Exit  Eribeit. 

Con.  0  brother!  hard  of  heart! — ^fbr  deeds  like 
these 
There  must  be  fearful  chastening,  if  on  high 
Justice  doth  hold  her  state.    And  I  must  tell 
Yon  desolate  mother  that  her  £ur  young  woa 
Is  thus  to  perish  !    Haply  the  dread  tale 
May  slay  her  too — for  heaven  is  merdfiiL 
—Twill  be  a  bitter  task!  [£xi^  Cobbiaxce. 


Scene  U. — A  ruined  Tower  tummnded  by  voo^ 

PrOCIDA,  VlTTOBIA. 

i 

Pro,  Thy  vassals  are  prepared,  then  1 
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YiU  Tee;  they  wait 
Thy  summoDS  to  their  task. 

iVo.  Keep  the  flame  bright, 
BothiddentillthiBhour.    Wouldst  thou  dare,  lady. 
To  join  oar  councils  at  the  night's  mid  watch, 
Ib  the  kme  carem  by  the  rock-hewn  cross  1 

Yii,  What  should  I  shrink  from? 

Pro,  Oh  1  the  forest-paths 
Are  dim  and  wild,  e'en  when  the  simahine  streams 
Throng^  their  high  arches ;  but  when  powerful 

night 
Comei^  with  her  cloudy  phantoms,  and  hor  palo 
Uneertaan  moonbeams,  and  the  hollow  sounds 
Of  her  mysterious  winds ;  their  aspect  (Aen 
Is  of  another  and  more  fearful  world — 
A  leahn  of  indistinct  and  shadowy  forms,  [this — 
Waking  strange  thoughts  almost  too  much  for 
Our  frail  terrestrial  nature. 

FtC  Woll  I  know  [abodes 

AH  this,  and  more.    Such  scenes  have  been  th' 
Where  through  the  silence  of  my  soul  have  pass'd 
y<Hce8  and  visions  from  the  sphere  of  those 
Hist  hare  to  die  no  more  !    Nay,  doubt  it  not ! 
If  sndi  unearthly  intercourse  hath  e'er 
Been  granted  to  our  nature,  'tis  to  hearts 
Whoee  love  is  with  the  dead.    They,  they  alone, 
Uxmiadden'd  could  sustain  the  fearful  joy 
And  glory  of  its  trances  !    At  the  hour 
Whieh  makes  guilt  tremulous,  and  peoples  earth 
And  air  with  infinite  viewless  multitudes, 
I  viU  be  with  thee,  Procida. 

Win  kindle  nobler  thoughts,  and,  in  the  souls 
Of  mflering  and  indignant  men,  arouse 
Hut  which  may  strengthen  our  majestic  cause 
Wi&  yet  a  deeper  power.    Enow'st  thou  the  spot  ? 
yU,  Full  wolL    There  is  no  scene  so  wild  and 
lofM, 
la  tibeBe  dim  woods,  but  I  have  Visited 
Its  tugled  shades. 
Pro.  At  midni^t)  then,  we  meet 

[^ri^  Pbocioa. 
YiL  Why  should  I  fear  1    Thou  wilt  be  with 
me—thou, 
Th*  iBimortal  dream  and  shadow  of  my  soul, 
Spirit  of  him  I  love  1  that  meet'st  me  still 
la  loneliness  and  silence ;  in  the  noon 
Of  tlia  wild  night,  and  in  the  forest  depths. 
Known  but  to  me ;  for  whom  thou  giVst  the  winds 
And  sig^iing  leaves  a  cadence  of  thy  voice, 
¥01  my  heart  fiunts  with  that  o'erthrilling  joy ! 
^Thoa  wilt  be  vrith  me  there,  and  lend  my  lips 
Word^fleiy  words,  toflushdark  cheeks  with  shame 
Vkmk  thoa  art  unavenged  I  [£rie  YrrroBU. 


ScsNS  III. — A  Chapelf  with  a  monument  on  tohick 
w  laid  a  ttoord, — Moonlight, 

Pbocida,  Radcond,  Montalba. 

Mon,  And  know  you  not  my  story  % 

Pro,  In  the  lands 
Where  I  have  been  a  wanderer,  your  deep  wrongs 
Were  number'd  with  our  country's ;  but  their  talo 
Came  only  in  £aint  echoes  to  mine  ear. 
I  would  fun  hear  it  now. 

ifofi.  Hark  1  while  you  spoke. 
There  was  a  voice-like  murmur  in  the  breeze. 
Which  even  like  death  came  o'er  me.  'Twas  a  night 
Like  this,  of  clouds  contending  with  the  moon, 
A  night  of  sweeping  winds,  of  rustling  leaves. 
And  swift  wild  shadows  floating  Skr  the  earth. 
Clothed  with  a  phantom  life,  when,  after  years 
Of  battle  and  ci^ptivity,  I  spurr'd  [dreams 

My  good  steed  homewards.  Oh  !  what  lovely 
Rose  on  my  spirit !  There  were  tears  and  smiles. 
But  all  of  joy  !  And  there  were  bounding  steps. 
And  clinging  arms,  whose  passionate  clasp  of  love 
Doth  twine  so  fondly  round  the  warrior's  neck 
When  lus  plumed  helm  is  doff'd. — Hence,  feeble 
thoughts  !  [mine ! 

— ^I  am  sterner  now,  yet  once  such  dreams  were 

Raim,  And  were  they  realised  1 

Mon,  Youth  !  ask  mo  not. 
But  listen  1    I  drew  near  my  own  Mr  home — 
There  was  no  light  along  its  walls,  no  sound 
Of  bugle  pealing  from  the  watch-tower's  height 
At  my  approach,  although  my  trampling  steed 
Made  the  earth  ring,  yetthewide  gates  were  thrown 
All  open.    Then  my  heart  misgave  me  first, 
And  on  the  threshold  of  my  silent  hall 
I  paused  a  moment,  and  the  wind  swept  by 
With  the  same  deep  and  dirge-like  tone  which 

pierced 
My  soul  e'en  now  1    I  coll'd — ^my  struggling  voico 
Qave  utterance  to  my  wife's,  my  children's  names. 
They  answer'd  not  I  roused  my  failing  strength. 
And  wildly  rush'd  within. — ^And  they  were  there. 

Raim,  And  was  all  well  ? 

Mon,  Ay,  well ! — for  death  is  well; 
And  they  were  all  at  rest !    I  see  them  yet, 
Pale  in  their  innocent  beauty,  which  had  fiiil'd 
To  stay  the  assassin's  arm  ! 

Raim,  Oh,  righteous  Heaven ! 
Who  had  done  this] 

Mm,  Who  I 

Pro,  Canst  thou  question,  whot 
Whom  hath  the  earth  to  peipetrate  such  deeds, 
In  the  cold-blooded  revelry  of  crime. 
But  those  whose  yoke  is  on  us  ? 
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JteUm,  Man  of  woe  1 
What  words  hath  pity  for  despair  like  thine  1 

3f<nL  Pity  I — ^fond  youth  . — ^My  Mul  <^iaHiiinH 
the  grief 
Which  doth  unbosom  its  deep  secrecies 
To  ask  a  vain  companionship  of  tears, 
And  so  to  be  relieved  ! 

Pro.  For  woes  like  these 
There  is  no  sympathy  but  yengcance. 

Mon,  None  ! 
Therefore  I  brought  you  hither,  that  3rour  hearts 
Might  catch  the  spirit  of  the  scene  1    Look  round! 
We  are  in  th*  awful  presence  of  the  dead ; 
Within  yon  tomb  tkejf  sleep  whose  gentle  blood 
Weighs  down  the  murderer^s  souL    Theif  sleep ! — 

but  I 
Am  wakefdl  o*er  their  dust !    I  laid  my  sword. 
Without  its  sheath,  on  their  sepulchral  stone. 
As  on  an  altar ;  and  the  eternal  stars. 
And  heayen,  and  night,  bore  witness  to  my  tow. 
No  more  to  wield  it  sare  in  one  great  cause — 
The  Teugeance  of  the  grare  !    And  now  the  hour 
Of  that  atonement  comes  ! 

[ffe  tahet  the  Bwordfrom  the  tomb. 

Raim.  My  spirit  bums  1 
And  my  full  heart  almost  to  bursting  swells. 
— Oh,  for  the  day  of  battle  ! 

Pro.  Raimond,  they 
Whose  souls  are  dark  with  guiltless  blood  must  die, 
— But  not  in  battle. 

Raim.  How,  my  father] 

Pro.  No! 
Look  on  that  sepulchre,  and  it  will  teach 
Another  lesson.    But  the  appointed  hour 
Advances.    Thou  wilt  join  our  chosen  band. 
Noble  Montalba  1 

Mon.  Leave  me  for  a  time, 
That  I  may  calm  my  soul  by  intercourse 
With  the  still  dead,  before  I  mix  with  men 
And  with  their  passions.    I  have  nursed  for  years. 
In  silence  and  in  solitude,  the  flame 
Which  doth  consume  me ;  and  it  is  not  used 
Thus  to  be  look'd  or  breathed  on.    IVocida  I 
I  would  be  tranquil — or  appear  so — ere 
I  join  your  brave  confederates.  Through  my  heart 
There  struck  a  pang — ^but  it  will  soon  have  pass'd. 

Pro.  Remember  ! — in  the  cavern  by  the  cross. 
Now  follow  mo,  my  son. 

[Exeunt  Pbocida  and  Radiokd. 
3fon.  {after  a  pause,  leaning  on  the  tomb.)  [life 

Said  he, "  My  ton  t "  Now,  why  should  this  man's 
Qo  down  in  hope,  thus  resting  on  a  son. 
And  I  be  desolate  1    How  strange  a  sound 
Was  that — "my  ton/"    I  had  a  boy,  who  might 


Have  worn  as  free  a  soul  upon  his  brow        \kim 
As  doth  this  youth.    Why  should  the  thought  of 
Thus  haunt  me  1  When  I  tread  the  peopled  ways 
Of  life  again,  I  shall  bo  pass'd  each  hour 
By  fathers  with  their  duldrcn,  and  I  mnst 
Leam  calmly  to  look  on.    Methinks  'twere  now 
A  gloomy  consolation  to  behold 
All  men  bereft  as  I  am  t    But  away,         [hearts^ 
Vain  thoughts  ! — One  task  is  left  for  blig^^ted 
And  it  shall  be  fulfilled.  JExU  Hostaua. 

ScEfB  lY.— 'Entrance  of  a  Ckuwe, 
roekt  andfifrtttt,      A  rude  Orou 
therodet. 

Pbocida,  Radiokd. 

Pro.  And  is  it  thus,  beneath  the  solemn  ikiis 
Of  midnight,  and  in  solitary  caves, 
Where  the  wild  forest  creatures  make  their  lair— 
Is't  thus  the  chiefe  of  Sicily  must  hold 
The  councils  of  their  ooontry  1 

Raim.  Why,  such  scenes 
In  their  primeval  majesty,  b^eld 
Thus  by  £ednt  starlight  and  the  partial  glare 
Of  the  red-streaming  lava,  wUl  inspire 
Far  deeper  thoughts  than  pillared  haUa^  wheraiB 
Statesmen  hold  weaiy  vigils.    Are  we  not 
O'crshadow'd  by  that  Etna,  which  of  old 
With  its  dread  prophecies  hath  struck  dism^ 
Through  tyrants*  hearts,  and  bade  them  seek  i 
home  [now, 

In  other  climes  ?    Hark  !   from  its  depths^  e*en 
What  hollow  moans  are  sent  1 


Enter  Moktalba,  Quido,  and  other  Sieili 


Pro.  Welcome,  my  brave  assodatee  I    We  cm 
share  [bnnt 

The  wolTs  wild  freedom  here  I    Th*  oppressor's 
Is  not  midst  rocks  and  caves.    Are  we  all  met ) 

Siciliant.  All,  all  1 

Pro.  The  torchlight,  sway'd  by  eveiy  gust, 
But  dimly  shoe's  your  features. — ^Where  is  he 
Who  from  his  battles  had  retum'd  to  breathe 
Once  more  without  a  corslet,  and  to  meet 
Tho  v<nccs  and  the  footsteps  and  the  taoSkm 
Blent  with  his  dreams  of  home  ?    Of  that  daik  Ids 
The  rest  is  known  to  vengeance  I    Art  thoahoe^ 
With  thy  deep  wrongs  and  resolnte  deqpair. 
Childless  Montalba  t 

Mon.  {advancing.)  He  is  at  thy  side. 
Call  on  that  desolate  &ther  in  the  hoar 
When  his  revenge  is  nigh. 

Pro.  Thou,  too,  come  forth. 
From  thine  own  haUs  an  exile  1    Dost  thou  imka 
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Hie  mountain-fiustnosses  thy  dweUing  stiU* 
Wliile  hostile  baimeiB  o'er  thy  mnport  willi 
Wave  their  proud  bhusoxiry  1 

1j<  iSiciZian.  Etoxi  so.    I  itood 
Last  night  before  my  own  ancestral  towers 
An  unknown  outcast,  while  the  tempest  beat 
Onmybaxehead.  Whittreck'dit?  There  was  joy 
Within,  and  revelry ;  the  festive  lamps 
Were  streaming  from  each  turret^  and  gay  songs 
r  ih'  stranger's  tongue,  made  mirth.    They  little 

deem'd 
Who  heard  their  melodies!  But  thereare  thoughts 

\    Beat  nurtured  in  the  wild ;  there  are  dread  vows 
Knoiwn  to  the  mountain  echoes.    Prodda  ! 
CSiJl  on  the  outcast^  when  revenge  is  nigh. 

I       A10.  I  knew  a  young  Sicilian — one  whose  heart 
Should  be  all  fire.    On  that  most  guilty  day 
When,  with  our  martyred  Conradin,  the  flower 
Of  the  land's  knighthood  perish'd;  he  of  whom 
I  qpeak,  a  weeping  boy,  whose  innocent  tears 
Halted  a  thousand  hearts  that  dared  not  aid, 
Stood  by  the  scaffold  with  extended  arms, 
Ctdhng  upon  his  fiither,  whose  last  look 
Tom'd  lull  on  him  its  parting  agony. 
The  other's  blood  gush'd  o'er  him  !  and  the  boy 
Then  dried  his  tears,  and  with  a  kindling  eye, 
And  a  proud  flush  on  his  young  cheek,  look'd  up 
To  the  blight  heaven. — Doth  he  remember  still 
That  Utter  hour? 

Sd  Sioiiiam,  He  bears  a  sbeathless  sword  I 
— GaU  on  the  oiphan  when  revenge  is  nigh,  [men 
Au  Our  band  shows  gallantly — but  there  are 
Who  should  be  with  us  now,  had  they  not  dared 
In  some  wild  moment  of  festivity 
To  give  their  full  hearts  way,  and  breathe  a  wish 
For  freedom  I — and  some  traitor — ^it  might  be 
A  linew  perdiance — ^bore  the  forbidden  sound 
lb  Eribert:  so  they  must  die — unless 
AAe  (who  at  times  is  wayward)  should  select 
Some  other  victim  first  1    But  have  they  not 
Brothers  or  scms  among  usf 

6WL  IxxAonme  I 
I  have  a  brother — a  young  high-eoul'd  boy. 
And  btfintiful  as  a  sculptor's  dream,  with  brow 
Ihat  wean  amidst  its  dark  rich  curls,  the  stamp 
Of  inborn  nobleness.    In  truth,  he  is 
A  glorious  creature  1    But  his  doom  is  seal'd 
inth  iheiiB  of  whom  ye  spoke;  and  I  have  knelt — 
Ay,  toom  me  not !  'twas  for  his  life — I  knelt 
ETen  at  the  viceroy's  fiset^  and  he  put  on 
That  heartless  laugh  of  cold  malignity 
We  know  so  widl,  and  ^um'd  me.    But  the  stain 
Of  sliame  fika  this  takes  blood  to  wash  it  ofl; 
AndflteitdiaUbeeaneeirdl    GaUonme, 


When  the  stem  moment  of  revenge  is  nigh, 

Pn^  I  call  upon  thee  now/    The  land's  high  soul 
Is  roused,  and  moving  onward,  like  a  breeae 
Or  a  swift  sunbeam,  HnHling  nature's  hues 
To  deeper  life  before  it    In  his  chains, 
The  peasant  dreams  of  freedom  ! — ^Aj,  'tis  thus 
Oppression  fans  th'  imperishable  flame 
With  most  unconscious  hands.    No  praise  be  hers 
For  what  she  blindly  works  I    When  slaveiys  cup 
O'erflows  its  bounds,  the  creeping  poison,  meant 
To  dull  our  senses,  through  each  burning  vein 
Pours  fever,  lending  a  delirious  strength 
To  burst  man's  fetters.  And  they  ukaJiX  be  burst  I 
I  have  hoped,  when  hope  seem'd  frenzy ;  but  a 

power 
Abides  in  human  will,  when  bent  with  strong 
Unswerving  energy  on  one  great  aim. 
To  make  and  rule  its  fortunes  1    I  have  been 
A  wanderer  in  the  fulness  of  my  years^ 
A  restless  pilgrim  of  the  earth  and  seas, 
Gathering  the  generous  thoughts  of  other  lands. 
To  aid  our  holy  cause.    And  aid  is  near : 
But  we  must  give  the  signal    Now,  before 
The  majesty  of  yon  pure  heaven,  whose  eye 
Is  on  our  hearts — ^whose  righteous  arm  befriends 
Tho  arm  that  strikes  for  freedom — speak !  decree 
The  fiite  of  our  oppressors. 

i/iem.  Let  them  fall 
When  dreaming  least  of  peril  \ — when  the  heart. 
Basking  in  sunny  pleasure,  doth  foiget       [sword 
That  hate  may  smile,  but  sleeps  not.    Hide  the 
With  a  thick  veil  of  myrtle;  and  in  halls 
Of  banqueting,  where  the  fiiU  wine-cup  shines 
Red  in  the  festal  torchlight,  meet  we  there. 
And  bid  them  welcome  to  the  feast  of  death. 

Pro.  Thyvoice  is  low  and  broken,and  thy  words 
Scarce  meet  our  ears. 

M&ii,  Why,  then,  I  must  repeat 
Their  import    Let  th'  avenging  sword  burst  forth 
In  some  free  festal  hour — and  woe  to  him 
Who  first  shall  spore  ! 

Bairn,  Must  innocence  and  guilt 
Perish  alike  1 

Mwi,  Who  talks  of  innocence  1 
When  hath  thexr  hand  been  stay'd  for  innooenoel 
Lot  them  all  perish ! — Heaven  will  choose  its  own. 
Why  should  thdr  children  live?    The  earthquake 

whelms 
Its  undistinguish'd  thousands,  making  graves 
Of  peopled  cities  in  its  path — and  this 
Is  heaven's  dread  justice — ay,  and  it  is  well  f 
Why  then  should  we  be  tender,  when  the  skies 
Deal  thus  with  man  1    What  if  the  infimt  bleed  7 
Is  there  not  power  to  hush  the  mothers  pongs  1 
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What  if  the  youthful  bride  perchance  should  £b11 
In  her  triumphant  beauty?    Should  we  pause  \ 
As  if  death  were  not  mercy  to  the  pangs 
Which  make  our  lives  the  records  of  our  woes ) 
Let  them  all  perish  1    And  if  one  be  found 
Amidst  our  band  to  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  pity,  or  remorse,  or  boyish  love. 
Then  be  his  doom  as  theirs  1  \A  pause. 

Why  gaze  ye  thus  1 
Brethren,  what  means  your  silence  ! 

SicUiana.  Be  it  so  ! 
If  one  among  us  stay  th'  avenging  steel 
For  love  or  pity,  be  his  doom  as  theirs ! 
Pledge  we  our  fedth  to  this  !  [to  this  ! 

Maim,  i^rtuihing  forward  indignantly.)  Our  faith 
No  !  I  but  drtaaU  I  heard  it !    Can  it  be  ? 
My  countrymen,  my  father ! — ^is  it  thus 
That  freedom  should  be  won  1    Awake! — awake 
To  loftier  thoughts !    Lift  up  exultingly. 
On  the  crown'd  heights  and  to  the  sweeping  winds. 
Your  glorious  banner !    Let  your  trumpet's  blast 
Hake  the  tombs  thrill  with  echoes !    Call  aloud. 
Proclaim  from  all  your  hills,  the  land  shall  bear 
The  stianger^s  yoke  no  longer !    What  is  he 
Who  carries  on  his  j^ractised  lip  a  smile. 
Beneath  his  vest  a  dagger,  which  but  waits 
Till  the  heart  bounds  with  joy,  to  still  itsbeatingsl 
That  which  our  nature's  instinct  doth  recoil  from. 
And  our  blood  curdle  at — ay,  yours  and  mine — 
A  murderer  1    Heard  yc  ?    Shall  that  name  with 

ours 
Go  down  to  after  da}'s1    0  friends  !  a  cause 
Like  that  for  which  wo  rise,  hath  made  bright 
'  names 

Of  th'  elder  time  as  rallying-words  to  men — 
Sounds  full  of  might  and  immortality  ! 
And  shall  not  ours  be  such  1 

Mom,  Fond  dreamer,  peace  ! 
Fame  !  What  is  fame  ]    Will  our  unconscious  dust 
Start  into  thrilling  rapture  frt>m  the  grave ! 
At  the  vain  breath  of  praise  ?    I  tell  thee,  youth 
Our  souls  are  parch'd  with  agonising  thirst, 
\Miich  must  be  queuch'd,  though  death  were  in 

the  draught : 
We  must  have  vengeance,  for  our  foes  have  left 
No  other  joy  unblighted. 

Pro.  0  my  son  ! 
The  time  is  past  for  such  high  dreams  as  thine. 
Thou  know'st  not  whom  wedeal  with :  knightlyfaith 
And  chivalrous  honour  are  but  things  whereon 
They  cast  disdainful  pity.    We  must  meet 
Falsehood  with  wiles,  and  insult  with  revenge. 
And,  for  our  names — ^whate'er  the  deeds  by  which 
We  burst  our  bondage — ^is  it  not  enough 


That  in  the  chronicle  of  days  to  come. 

We,  through  a  bright  "For  Ever,"  shall  be  caU'd 

The  men  who  saved  their  country ) 

Raim,  Many  a  land 
Hath  bow'd  beneath  the  yoke,  and  then  arisen 
As  a  strong  lion  rending  silken  bonds, 
And  on  the  open  field,  before  high  heaven. 
Won  such  nugestic  vengeance  as  hath  made 
Its  name  a  power  on  earth.    Ay,  nations  own 
It  is  enough  of  glory  to  be  call'd 
The  children  of  the  mighty,  who  redeem'd 
Their  native  soil — ^but  not  by  means  Uko  these. 

Mo%,  I  have  no  children.    Of  Montalba's  blood 
Not  one  red  drop  doth  circle  through  the  veins 
Of  aught  that  breathes  1    Wliy,  what  have  /  to  do 
With  fiu:  futurity]    My  spirit  lives 
But  in  the  past.    Away  !  when  thou  dost  stand 
On  this  £ur  earth  as  doth  a  blasted  tree 
Which  the  warm  sun  revives  not>  then  return. 
Strong  in  thy  desolation :  but  till  then. 
Thou  art  not  for  our  purpose ;  we  have  need 
Of  more  unshrinking  hearts. 

Raim,  Montalba!  know 
I  shrink  from  crime  alone.    Oh  !  if  my  voice 
Might  yet  have  power  among  you,  I  would  say, 
Associates,  leaders,  he  avenged !  but  yet 
As  knights,  as  warriors  ! 

Mon,  Peace  !  have  we  not  borne 
Th'  indelible  taint  of  contumely  and  chains  1 
Wo  are  not  knights  and  warriors.    Our  bright 

crests 
Have  been  defiled  and  trampled  to  the  earth. 
Boy  !  we  are  slaves — and  our  revenge  shall  be 
Deep  as  a  slave's  disgrace. 

Baiin,  Why,  then,  £urewell : 
I  leave  you  to  your  counsels.    He  that  still 
Would  hold  his  lofty  nature  undebased^ 
And  his  name  pure,  were  but  a  loiterer  here. 

Pro,  And  is  it  thus  indeed  \ — dost  thou  forsake 
Our  cause,  my  son  ! 

Raim.  0  father !  what  proud  hopes 
This  hour  hath  blighted  !    Yet,  whato'er  betidci 
It  is  a  noble  privilege  to  look  up 
Fearless  in  heaven's  bright  face — and  this  is  mine^ 
And  shall  be  stilL  [ExU  Baim osix 

Pro.  He's  gone!    Why,  let  it  be  I 
I  trust  our  Sicily  hath  many  a  son 
Valiant  as  mine.    Associates  !  'tis  decreed 
Our  foes  shall  perish.    We  have  but  to  name 
The  hour,  the  scene,  the  signaL 

Mon,  It  should  be 
In  the  full  city,  when  some  festival 
Hath  gathered  throngs,  and  lull'd  in&tuate  heaita 
To  brief  security.    Haik !  is  there  not 
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A  sound  of  hnrryixig  footsteps  on  the  breeze  1 
We  are  betray'd. — ^Who  art  thou  \ 

ViTTOBiA  tnitn. 

Pro.  One  alone 
Shofold  be  thus  daring.    Lady,  lift  the  yeil 
That  shades  thy  noble  brow. 

[Ske  rmtet  her  veil — the  SicQicms  draw  back 
withretpect, 

SieUiame.  Th'  affianced  bride 
Of  our  lost  king ! 

Pro.  And  more,  Montalba;  know 
Tl^thin  this  form  there  dwells  a  soul  as  high 
As  warriors  in  their  battles  e*er  have  proved. 
Or  patriots  on  the  scaffold. 

ViL  Taliant  men ! 
I  oome  to  ask  your  aid.    Tou  see  me,  one 
Whose  widowed  youth  hath  all  been  consecrate 
To  a  pnmd  sorrow,  and  whose  life  is  held 
In  token  and  memorial  of  the  dead. 
Say,  is  it  meet  that  lingering  thus  on  earth, 
Bat  to  behold  one  great  atonement  made. 
And  keep  one  name  firom  fading  in  men's  hearts, 
A  tyraatTs  will  should  force  me  to  profime 
Heaven's  altar  with  unhallow'd  vows — and  live 
Stong  by  the  keen  unutterable  scorn 
Of  my  own  bosom,  live — another's  bride  1  [lady  ! 

Sieilia$u.  Never!  oh,  never  1    Fear  not,  noble 
Worthy  of  Conradin  I 

ViL  Tet  hear  me  still — 
Hit  bride,  that  Eribert's,  who  notes  our  tears 
With  his  insulting  eye  of  cold  derision,     [works, 
And,  could  he  pierce  the  depths  where  feeling 
Would  number  e*en  our  agonies  as  crimes. 
— fiay^  is  this  meet  7 

GwL  We  deem'd  these  nuptials,  lady. 
Thy  willing  choice ;  but  *tis  a  joy  to  find 
Thou'rt  noble  still.    Fear  not ;  by  all  our  wrongs, 
This  shall  not  be. 

Pro.  Yittorisy  thou  art  come 
To  adc  our  tad — ^but  we  have  need  of  thine. 
Know,  the  completion  of  our  high  designs 
Rcquiree— a  festival ;  and  it  must  be 
I  Thy  bridal! 
I       ViL  Procida  I 
I      Pro.  Nay,  start  not  thus. 
Tis  no  hard  task  to  bind  your  raven  hair 
With  festal  garlands,  and  to  bid  the  song 
Rise,  and  the  wine-cup  mantle.    No— nor  yet 
To  meet  your  suitor  at  the  glittering  shrine, 
Where  death,  not  love,  awaits  him  t 

ViL  Can  my  soul 
Dissemble  thus] 

Pro.  We  have  no  other  means 


Of  winning  our  great  birthright  back  from  those 
Who  have  usurp'd  it,  than  so  lulling  them 
Into  vain  confidence,  that  they  may  deem 
All  wrongs  forgot ;  and  this  may  be  best  done 
By  what  I  ask  of  thee. 

Mon.  Then  we  will  mix 
With  the  flushed  revellers,  making  their  gay  feast 
The  harvest  of  the  grave. 

ViL  A  bridal  day  1 
— Must  it  be  so  ?    Then,  chiefs  of  Sicily, 
I  bid  you  to  my  nuptials  1  but  be  there       [alone 
With  your  bright  swords  unsheathed,  for  thus 
My  guests  should  be  adom'd. 

Pro.  And  let  thy  banquet 
Be  soon  announced ;  for  there  are  noble  men 
Sentenced  to  die,  for  whom  we  &in  would  pur* 

chase 
Reprieve  with  other  blood. 

Vit.  Be  it  then  the  day 
Preceding  that  appointed  for  their  doom,    [boasts 

Gui.  My  brother !  thou  shalt  live  !    Oppression 
No  gift  of  prophecy  ! — ^It  but  remains 
To  name  our  signal,  chiefs  ! 

MoTL  The  Vesper-bell ! 

Pro.    Even  so — the  Vesper-bell,  whose  deep* 
toned  peal 
Is  heard  o'er  land  and  wave.     Part  of  our  band. 
Wearing  the  guise  of  antic  revelry. 
Shall  enter,  as  in  some  fimtastic  pageant^ 
The  halls  of  Eribert ;  and  at  the  hour 
Devoted  to  the  sword's  tremendous  task, 
I  follow  with  the  rest.    The  Vesper-bell ! 
That  soimd  shall  wake  th'  avenger ;  for  'tis  come. 
The  time  when  power  is  in  a  voice,  a  breath. 
To  burst  the  spell  which  bound  us.    But  the  night 
Is  waning,  with  her  stars,  which  one  by  one 
Warn  us  to  part    Friends  to  your  homes ! — ^your 

komeaf 
1%<U  name  is  yet  to  win.    Away !  prepare 
For  our  next  meeting  in  Palermo's  walls. 
The  Vesper-bell  I  Remember ! 

Sicilian.  Fear  us  not. 
The  Vesper-bell !  [Exeunt  omnet. 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I. — Apartment  in  a  Palace. 

Eribert,  Vittoria. 

Vit.  Speak  not  of  love — ^it  is  a  word  with  deep 
Strange  magic  in  its  melancholy  sound. 
To  summon  up  the  dead ;  and  they  should  rest. 
At  such  an  hour,  forgotten.    There  are  things 
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We  must  throw  from  lu,  when  the  heart  woul4 

nther 
strength  to  fulfil  its  settled  poipoaee; 
Therefore,  no  more  of  lore  !    But  if  to  robe 
This  form  in  bridal  ornaments — to  smile 
(I  can  smile  yet)  at  thy  gay  fesst^  and  stand 
At  th'  altar  by  thy  side ; — if  this  be  deem'd 
Enough,  it  shall  be  done. 

ErL  My  fortune's  star  [loTe, 

Doth  rule  th'  ascendant  still !  {Apmrty-UnxA  oP 
Then  pardon,  lady,  that  I  qpeak  of  joy. 
And  with  exalting  heart 

VU.  There  u  no  joy  ! 
— ^Who  shall  look  through  the  &r  futurity. 
And,  as  the  shadowy  Tisions  of  events 
Develop  on  his  gase,  nddst  their  dim  throng. 
Dare,  with  oracular  mien,  to  point,  and  say, 
''This  will  bring  happiness  r    Who  shall  do  this  1 
Who,  thou  and  I,  and  all !    T1iere*s  One,  who  sits 
In  EUs  own  bri^t  tranquillity  enthroned. 
High  o'er  all  storms*  and  looking  fiir  beyond 
Their  thickeat  clouds  !  but  we,  finom  whose  dull 

eyes 
A  grain  of  dust  hides  the  great  sun — e*en  we 
Usurp  hjs  attributes,  and  talk,  as  seers. 
Of  future  joy  and  grief !  • 

En.  Thy  words  are  strange. 
Yet  will  I  hope  that  peace  at  length  diall  settle 
Upon  thy  troubled  heart,  and  add  soft  grace 
To  thy  majestic  beauty.    Fair  Yittoria ! 
Oh  !  if  my  cares 

VU,  I  know  a  day  shall  come 
Of  peace  to  alL    Ev*n  finom  my  darken'd  spirit 
Soon  shall  each  restless  wish  be  exorcised. 
Which  haunts  it  now,  and  I  shall  then  lie  down 
Serenely  to  repose.    Of  this  no  more. 
I  have  a  boon  to  ask. 

ErL  Command  my  power. 
And  deem  it  thus  moat  honoui'd. 

ViL  Have  I  then 
Soared  such  an  eagle  pitdi,  as  to  command 
The  mighty  Eribert  1 — ^And  yet  tis  meet  ; 
For  I  bethink  me  now,  I  should  have  worn 
A  crown  upon  this  forehead.  Qcnerous  lord  ! 
Since  thus  you  give  mo  freedom,  know,  there  is 
An  hour  I  have  loved  firom  childhood,  and  a  sound 
Whose  tones,  o'er  earth  and  ocean  sweetly  bearing 
A  sense  of  deep  repose,  have  lulFd  me  oft 
To  peace — ^which  is  foigetfiilness ;  I  moan 
The  Yesper-belL    I  pray  you  let  it  bo 
The  summons  to  our  bridaL    Hear  you  not? 
To  our  &ir  bridal ! 

Bri.  Lady,  let  your  will 
Appoint  each  drcumstanee.    I  am  too  bless'd, 


Proving  my  homage  thus. 

ViL  Why,  then,  tis  mine 
To  rule  the  glorious  fortunes  of  the  day, 
And  I  may  be  content    Yet  much  remains 
For  thought  to  brood  on,  and  I  would  be  left 
Alone  with  my  resolves.    Kind  Eribert ! 
(Whom  I  command  so  absolutely,)  now 
Part  we  a  few  brief  hours ;  and  doubt  not,  wheu 
Fm  at  thy  side  once  more,  but  I  shall  stand 
There— to  the  last! 

Eri.  Your  smiles  are  troubled,  lady — 
May  they  ere  long  bo  brighter !     Time  will  seeo 
Slow  till  the  Yesper-belL 

ViL  Tis  lovers*  phrase 
To  say — ^Time  lags ;  and  therefore  meet  for  you 
But  with  an  equal  pace  the  hours  move  on. 
Whether  they  bear,  on  their  swift  sUont  win^ 
Pleasure  or — fiite. 

ErL  Be  not  so  full  of  thought 
On  such  a  day.    Behold,  the  skies  themsdves 
Look  on  my  joy  with  a  triumphant  smile 
Unshadow'd  by  a  doud. 

ViL  Tis  very  meet 
That  heaven  (which  loves  the  just)  should  weai 

aamile 
In  honour  of  his  fortunes.    Kow,  my  lord. 
Forgive  me  if  I  say  fiurewell  until 
Th*  appointed  hour. 

ErL  Lady,  a  brief  fiurewelL 

yExtftnit  wjKMVWjf 

Scene  IL — T%e  Seortkort. 
pROdDA,  Raimoxd. 

Pro.  And  dost  thou  still  refuse  to  diare  tibc 
gloiy 
Of  this,  our  daring  enterprise? 

/2cRM.  O  father ! 
I,  too,  have  dreamt  of  glory,  and  the  word 
Hath  to  my  soul  been  as  a  trumpet's  voice, 
Mftlring  my  nature  sleepless.    But  the  deeds 
Whereby  'twas  won — the  high  exploits,  whose  tak 
Bids  the  heart  bum,  were  of  another  cast 
Than  such  as  thou  requircst 

Pro.  Every  deed 
Hath  sanctity,  if  bearing  for  its  aim 
The  freedom  of  our  country ;  and  the  sword 
Alike  is  honour'd  in  the  patriot's  hand,         [gavi 
Searching,  midst  warrior  hosts,  the  heart  wbid 
Oppression  birUi,  or  flashing  through  the  gloom 
Of  the  still  chamber,  o'er  its  troubled  oouch. 
At  dead  of  night 

Eaim.  (turning  away.)  There  is  no  path  but  aot 
For  noble  natures. 


THE  VESPERS  OF  PALERMO. 


167 


Pro.  Wouldst  thou  ask  the  man 
Who  to  the  earth  hath  dash'd  a  nation's  chains. 
Rent  as  withheaven'sown  Ughtningi  by  what  mcaiM 
The  glorious  end  was  won  1    Gk>,  swell  th'  acdaim ! 
Bid  the  deliverer,  hail !  and  if  his  path. 
To  that  mo8i  bright  and  aovereign  destiny, 
Hath  led  o'er  trampled  thousands,  be  it  call'd. 
A  flfcem  necessity,  but  not  a  crime  I 

Ba^f^,  Father !  my  soul  yet  kindleeat  the  thought 
Of  nobler  lessons,  in  my  boyhood  leam'd, 
EVn  fsxmk  thy  voice.    The  high  remembrances 
Qfother  days  are  stirring  in  the  heart  [men 

Where  tAou  didst  pknt  them ;  and  they  speak  of 
Who  needed  no  vain  sophistiy  to  gild        [mine ! 
Aflte  that  would  bear  heaven's  light — and  such  be 
Ofiitherl  is  it  yet  too  late  to  draw 
Tlie  praise  and  blessuag  of  all  valiant  hearts 
On  our  most  righteous  cause  1 
Pro.  What  wouldst  thou  do? 
Ami.  I  would  go  forth,  and  rouse  th' indignant 
land 
To  generous  combat.  Why  should  freedom  strike 
¥antled  with  darknessl   Is  Uiere  not  more  strength 
Bv'n  in  the  waving  of  her  single  arm 
Than  hosts  can  wield  against  her)    /would  rouse 
That  i^lrit  whose  fire  doth  press  resLstless  on 
To  its  pfood  sphere — ^the  stormy  field  of  fight ! 

iVo.  Ay  !  and  give  time  and  warning  to  the  foe 
To  gather  all  his  might !    It  tf  too  late. 
There  is  a  work  to  be  this  eve  begun 
When  rings  the  Vesper-bell ;  and,  long  before 
TMnorrow'ssun  hathreach'd  i'th'  noonday  heaven 
His  throne  of  burning  glory,  every  sound 
Of  the  Ftoven^  tongue  within  our  walls. 
As  by  one  thunderstroke — (you  are  pale,  my  son) — 
flhall  be  for  ever  silenced  I 

Ami.  What  1  such  sounds 
As  fiiltcr  on  the  lip  of  infiincy, 
hi  its  imperfect  utterance  ?  or  are  breathed 
By  the  fond'mother  as  she  lulls  her  babe  ? 
Or  IB  sweet  hymns,  upon  the  twili^t  air 
Pooi'd  by  the  timid  maid  ?    Must  all  alike 
Bestiird  in  deathi  and  wouldst  thou  tell  my  heart 
There  is  no  crime  in  thiz  t 

Pro.  Since  thou  dost  feel 
Such  horror  of  our  purpose,  in  thy  power 
Aie  means  that  mi^t  avert  it 
Baim,  Speak  I  oh  epcek  I 
•Pro.  How  would  those  rescued  thousands  bless 
thy  name 
flbonldrt  thoa  betray  us ! 

Amu.  Father  I  I  can  bear- 
Ay,  proudly  woo — the  keenest  questioning 
Of  thy  Boul-g^Aed  eye;,  which  almost  seems 


To  claim  a  part  of  heaven's  dread  royalty, 
— ^Tho  power  that  searches  thought. 

Pro.  {after  a  patue.)  Thou  hast  a  brow 
Clear  as  the  day — and  yet  I  doubt  thee,  Raimond  1 
Whether  it  be  that  I  have  leam'd  distrust 
From  a  long  look  through  man's  deep-folded  heart ; 
Whether  my  paths  have  been  so  seldom  cross'd 
By  honour  and  fair  mercy,  that  they  seem 
But  beautifol  deceptions,  meeting  thus 
My  unaccustom'd  gaze  :  howe'er  it  be — 
I  doubt  thee  t    See  thou  waver  not — take  heed. 
Time  lifts  the  veil  firom  all  things !  [Exit  Pbooida. 

Maim,  And  'tis  thus 
Youth  fiules  from  off  our  spirit ;  and  the  robes 
Of  beauty  and  of  nugesty,  wherewith 
We  clothed  our  idols,  drop  !    Oh,  bitter  dsy  ! 
When,  at  the  crushing  of  our  glorious  world. 
We  start,  and  find  men  thus  !    Yet  be  it  so  I 
Is  not  my  soul  stiU  powerful  in  iUe^f 
To  realise  its  dreams  )    Ay,  shrinking  not 
From  the  piire  eye  of  heaven,  my  brow  may  weU 
Undaimted  meet  my  father's.    But,  away  !     [yet 
Thou  shalt  be  saved,  sweet  Constance  ! — ^Love  is 
Mightier  than  vengeance.  [Exit  Raimovd, 

Scene  III. — Oardens  of  a  Palace. 
CoKSTAncB  alone. 

Con.   There  was  a  time  when  my  thoughts 
wander'dnot 
Beyond  these  fiury  scenes  ! — ^when  but  to  catch 
The  languid  fragrance  of  the  southern  breeae 
From  the  rich  flowering  citrons,  or  to  rest^ 
Dreaming  of  some  wild  legend,  in  the  shade 
Of  the  dark  laurel  foliage,  was  enough 
Of  happiness.    How  have  these  calm  delights 
Fled  firom  before  one  passion,  as  the  dews, 
The  delicate  gems  of  morning,  are  exhaled 
By  the  great  sun  I  [RAiMOin)  enieit. 

Baimond  I  oh !  now  thou'rt  come — 
I  read  it  in  thy  look — ^to  say  farewell 
For  the  last  time — the  last  I 

Radm.  No,  best  beloved  I 
I  come  to  tell  thee  there  is  now  no  power 
To  part  us  but  in  death. 

Con.  I  have  dreamt  of  joy, 
But  never  aught  like  this.    Speak  yet  again  ! 
Say  we  shall  part  no  more  ! 

Jtaim.  No  more — ^if  love 
Can  strive  with  darker  spirits ;  and  ho  is  strong 
In  his  immortal  nature  !    All  is  changed 
Since  last  we  met.    My  father — ^keep  the  tale 
Secret  from  all,  ahd  most  of  all,  my  Constance, 


1 68 


THE  VESPERS  OF  PALERMO. 


FVom  Eribert — my  father  is  retum'd : 
I  leave  thee  not. 

Om.  Thy  &ther !  bleesM  Bound  ! 
Good  angels  be  his  guard !    Oh  !  if  he  knew 
How  my  soul  dings  to  thine,  he  could  not  hate 
Even  a  Provencal  maid  1    Thy  fiither ! — ^now 
Thy  soul  will  be  at  peace,  and  I  shall  see 
The  sunny  hi4>pine88  of  earlier  days 
Look  from  thy  brow  once  more !    But  how  is  this  ? 
Thine  eye  reflects  not  the  glad  soul  of  mine ; 
And  in  thy  look  is  that  which  ill  befits 
A  tale  of  joy. 

jRaim.  A  dream  is  on  my  soul.  |lng 

I  see  a  slumberer,  crown*d  with  flowers,  and  smil- 
As  in  delighted  visions,  on  the  brink 
Of  a  dread  chasm ;  and  this  strange  &ntasy 
Hath  cast  so  deep  a  shadow  o*er  my  thoughts^ 
I  cannot  but  be  sad. 

Cofk  Why,  let  me  sing 
One  of  the  sweet  wild  strains  you  love  so  well. 
And  this  will  banish  it. 

i^atm.  It  may  not  be. 
O  gentle  ^nstance  !  go  not  forth  to-day : 
Such  dreamis  are  ominous. 

Con.  Have  you  then  forgot 
My  brother  8  nuptial  feast  ?    I  must  be  one 
Of  the  gay  train  attending  to  the  shrine 
His  stately  bride.  In  sooth,  my  step  of  joy  povo? 
Will  print  earth  lightly  now.    What  fcar'st  thou. 
Look  all  around  1  the  blue  transparent  skies. 
And  sunbeams  pouring  a  more  buoyant  life 
Through  each  glad  thrilling  vein,  will  brightly  chase 
All  thought  of  evil.     Why,  the  very  air    [realms 
Breathes  of  delight !    Through  all  its  glowing 
Doth  music  blend  with  fragrance ;  and  e'en  here 
The  city's  voice  of  jubilee  is  heard. 
Till  each  light  leaf  seems  trembling  unto  sounds 
Of  human  joy ! 

BjaXm,  There  lie  fiir  deeper  things — 
Things  that  may  darken  thought  for  life,  beneath 
That  city's  festive  semblance.    I  have  pass'd 
Through  the  glad  multitudes,  and  I  have  nuuk*d 
A  stem  intelligence  in  meeting  eyes, 
Which  deem'd  their  flash  unnoticed,  and  a  quick, 
Suspicious  vigilance,  too  intent  to  clothe 
Its  mien  with  carelessness ;  and  now  and  then, 
A  hurrying  start,  a  whisper,  or  a  hand 
Pointing  by  stealth  to  some  one,  singled  out 
Amidst  the  reckless  throng.    O'er  all  is  spread 
A  mantling  flush  of  revelry,  which  may  hide 
Much  from  unpractised  eyes ;  but  lighter  signs 
Have  been  prophetic  oft 

Cbn.  I  tremble  1 — Raimond  ! 
Wliat  may  these  things  portend  ! 


Bmm,  It  was  a  day 
Of  festival  like  this ;  the  city  sent 
Up  through  her  sunny  firmament  a  voice 
Joyous  as  now ;  when,  scarcely  heralded 
By  one  deep  moan,  forth  from  his  cavernous  depths 
The  earthquake  burst;  andthewidesplendid  scene 
Became  one  diaoe  of  all  fearful  things, 
Till  the  brain  whirl'd,  partaking  the  sick  motioa 
Of  rocking  palaces. 

Con.  And  then  didst  thou. 
My  noble  Raimond  1  through  the  dreadful  paths 
Laid  open  by  destruction,  past  the  chasmSy  [give& 
Whose  &thomlees  defts,  a  moment's  work,  had 
One  burial  unto,  thousands,  rush  to  save 
Thy  trembling  Constance  !  she  who  Uves  to  ble» 
Thy  generous  love,  that  still  the  breath  of  hes;fen 
Wafts  gladness  to  her  soul  1 

Baxm.  Heaven  ! — ^heaven  is  just ! 
And  being  so,  must  guard  thee,  sweet  one  1  stifl. 
Trust  none  beside.    Oh  !  the  omnipotent 
Make  their  wroth  manifest,  but  insidious 
Doth  compass  those  he  hates  with  secret 
Wherein  lies  &te.    Know,  danger  walks  abroad, 
Mask'd  as  a  reveller.    Constance  I  oh,  by  all 
Our  tried  affection,  all  the  vows  which  bind 
Our  hearts  together,  meet  me  in  these  bowen^ 
Here,  I  adjure  thee,  meet  me,  when  the  bell 
Doth  sound  for  vesper  prayer  ! 

C\m.  And  know'st  thou  not 
TVill  be  the  bridal  hour? 

RoLxm.  It  will  not,  love  ! 
That  hour  will  bring  no  bridal !    Kanght  of  this 
To  human  ear ;  but  speed  thou  hither — ^fly. 
When  eveningbrings that  signaL    Dost  thoa  heed^ 
This  is  no  meeting  by  a  lover  sought 
To  breathe  fond  talcs,  and  make  the  twili§^t  grofvi 
And  stars  attest  his  vows ;  deem  thou  not  so^ 
Therefore  denying  it !    I  tell  thee,  Conatuioe ! 
If  thou  wouldst  save  mo  from  such  fierce  deipair 
As  falls  on  man,  beholding  all  he  loves 
Perish  before  him,  while  his  strength  can  but 
Strive  with  his  agony — thoult  meet  me  then. 
Look  on  me,  love  I — I  am  not  oft  so  moved — 
Thoult  meet  me  1 

Ckm,  Oh  !  what  mean  thy  wordsT    If  then 
My  steps  are  6*60, — I  wilL    Be  thou  but  calm. 

Rnim,  Be  calm ! — there  is  a  cold  and  suUen  cslov 
And,  wore  my  wild  fears  made  realitiefl^ 
It  might  be  mine;  but,  in  this  dread  suspense— 
This  conflict  of  all  terrible  fantasies, 
There  is  no  calm.    Tet  fear  thou  not,  dear  lore  \ 
I  will  watch  o'er  thee  stilL     Anfl  now,  ftuwweQ 
UntU  that  hour! 

Con.  My  Raimond,  fare  thee  well.         [EaonA 


THE  VESPERS  OF  PALERMO.                                     169 

I IV. — Room  in  the  Citadel  of  Palermo, 

ScENB  V. — A  Banqueting  Hall — Proven^  NolUt 

astemhled. 

Albebti,  Db  Ck>uci. 

1st  Noble,  Joy  bo  to  this  feiir  meeting  t    Who 

m.  Saidst  thou  this  night  1 

hath  seen 

This  Teiy  night — and  lo  ! 

The  viceroy's  bride  I 

w  the  sun  declines. 

2d  Noble.  I  saw  her  as  she  pass'd 

nt.  What !  are  they  arm'dl 

The  gazing  throngs  assembled  in  the  city. 

All  ami'd,  and  strong  in  vengeance  and 

'Tis  said  she  hath  not  left  for  years,  till  now. 

lespcur. 

Her  castle's  wood-girt  solitude.    'Twill  gall 

m.  Doubtful  and  strange  the  tale  !    Why 

These  proud  Sicilians  that  her  wide  domains 

?as  not  this  revealed  before  1 

Should  be  the  conqueror's  guerdon. 

Blistrust  me  not,  my  lord  1 

Zd  Noble.  'Twas  their  boast 

iTD.  and  jealous  Procida  hath  kept 

With  what  fond  faith  she  worshipp'd  still  the  name 

my  steps  (as  though  he  did  suspect 

Of  the  boy  Conradin.    How  will  the  slaves 

•poses,  which  oft  his  eye  hath  sought 

Brook  this  new  triumph  of  their  lords  1 

in  mine)  a  watch  so  vigilant 

2d  Noble.  In  sooth. 

not  how  to  warn  thee,  though  for  this 

It  stings  them  to  the  quick.    In  the  full  streets 

mingled  with  his  bands — ^to  learn 

They  mix  with  our  Provencals,  and  assume 

rojects  and  their  strength.    Thou  know'st 

A  guise  of  mirth,  but  it  sits  hardly  on  them. 

ay  £uth 

'Twere  worth  a  thousand  festivals  to  see 

»u's  house  full  well. 

With  what  a  bitter  and  unnatural  effort 

m.  How  may  we  now 

They  strive  to  smile  I 

le  gathering  storm  ?    The  viceroy  holds 

lit  Noble.  Is  this  Yittoria  &ir1 

[al  feast,  and  all  is  revelry. 

2d  Noble.  Of  a  most  noble  mien ;  but  yet  her 

true-boding  heaviness  of  heart 

beauty 

cept  me  from  these  nuptials. 

Is  wild  and  awful,  and  her  large  dark  eye. 

rhou  thyself 

In  its  unsettled  glances,  hath  strange  power. 

'et  escape,  and  haply  of  thy  bands 

From  which  thou'lt  shrink  as  I  did. 

&  part,  ere  long  to  wreak  fiill  vengeance 

1st  Noble.  Hush  I  they  come. 

lese  rebels.    Tis  too  late  to  dream 

g  Eribert.    E'en  shouldst  thou  rush 

Enter  Eribebt,  Yittoria,  Constance,  and  others. 

dm  with  the  tidings,  in  his  pride 

ifidence  of  soul,  he  would  but  laugh 

Eri,  Welcome,  my  noble  friends  ! — ^there  must 

i  to  scorn. 

not  lower 

m.  He  must  not  die  unwam'd. 

One  clouded  brow  to-day  in  Sicily  I 

it  be  all  in  vain.    But  thou.  Alberta, 

— ^Behold  my  bride  I 

hy  comrades,  lest  thine  absence  wake 

Nobles.  Beceive  our  homage,  lady  ! 

n  in  their  hearts.    Thou  hast  done  well. 

Vit.  1  bid  all  welcome.    May  the  feast  we  offer 

lit  not  pass  imguerdon*d,  should  I  live 

Prove  worthy  of  such  guests  ! 

1  the  deep  horrors  of  th'  approaching 

Eri.  Look  on  her,  friends  I 

light 

And  say  if  that  majestic  brow  is  not 

S^oble  De  Couci,  trust  me  stilL    Aryou 

Meet  for  a  diadem  ] 

ids  no  heart  more  faithful  than  Alberti's. 

Vit.  'Tis  well,  my  lord  I 

[Exit  Alberti. 

When  memory's  pictures  fade — 'tis  kindly  done 

ou.  The  grovelling  slave  I — ^And  yet  he 

To  brighten  their  dimm'd  hues  1 

poke  too  true  1 

1st  Noble  (apart.)  Mark'd  you  her  glance  ? 

Dert,  in  blind  elated  joy. 

2d  Noble  {apart.)  What  eloquent  scorn  was  therat 

3m  the  warning  voice.     The  day  wanes 

Yet  he,  th'  elate 

ASt, 

Of  heart,  perceives  it  not. 

■ough  the  city,  recklessly  dispersed. 

ErL  Now  to  the  feast ! 

1  and  unprepared,  my  soldiers  revel, 

Constance,  you  look  not  joyous.    I  have  said 

the  brink  of  fate.    I  must  away. 

That  all  should  smile  to-day. 

[Exit  Db  Coucl 

Con,  Forgive  me,  brother; 
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The  heArt  is  wajrvmrd,  and  its  garb  of  pomp 
At  times  oppresses  it. 

JSH.  Why,  how  is  this  ? 

Con.  Voices  of  woe,  and  prayen  of  agon j. 
Unto  my  soul  have  risen,  and  left  sad  sounds 
There  echoing  stilL    Tet  would  I  Sain  be  gay. 
Since  'tis  your  wish.    In  truth,  I  should  hare  been 
A  village  maid. 

Eri.  But  being  as  you  are. 
Not  thus  ignobly  finee,  command  your  looks 
(They  may  bo  taught  obedience)  to  reflect 
The  aspect  of  the  time. 

Vit.  And  know,  fidr  maid  ! 
That,  if  in  this  unakUl'd,  you  stand  alone 
Amidst  our  court  of  pleasure. 

Eri.  To  the  feast ! 
Kowletthe  red  wine  foam ! — There  shouldbomirth 
When  conquerors  revel !    Lords  of  this  box  isle  ! 
Your  good  swords'  heritage,  crown  each  bowl,  and 

pledge 
The  present  and  the  future  !  for  they  both 
Look  brightly  on  us.    Dost  thou  smile,  my  bridel 

YiL  Yes,  Eribert  \ — ^thy  prophecies  of  joy 
Have  taught  e'en  mt  to  smile. 

Eri.  Tis  wefl.    To^y 
I  have  won  a  fidr  and  almost  niyal  bride ; 
To-morrow  let  the  bright  sun  speed  his  course, 
To  waft  me  hi^pineas  ! — ^my  proudest  foes 
Must  die ;  and  then  my  slumber  shall  be  laid 
On  rose-leaves,  with  no  en'V'ious  fold  to  mar 
The  luxury  of  its  visions  ! — ^Fair  Vittoria, 
Your  looks  are  troubled  ! 

Yii.  It  is  strange — but  oft, 
Midst  festal  songs  and  gariands,  o'er  my  soul 
Death  comes,  with  some  dull  image !  As  you  spoke 
Of  those  whose  blood  is  claim'd,  I  thought  for  them 
Who,  in  a  darknftfw  thicker  than  the  night 
E'er  wove  with  all  her  clouds,  have  pined  so  long. 
How  blessed  were  the  stroke  which  makes  them 

things 
Of  that  invisible  world,  wherein,  we  trust. 
There  is  at  least  no  bondage  ?    But  should  i0«, 
From  such  a  scene  as  this,  where  all  earth's  joys 
Contend  for  mastery,  and  the  very  sense 
Of  life  is  rapture — should  vt  pais,  I  say. 
At  once  from  such  excitements  to  the  void 
And  silent  gloom  of  that  which  doth  await  us — 
Were  it  not  dreadful  t 

Eri.  Banish  such  dark  thoughts  ! 
1     They  iU  beseem  the  hour. 

Vit.  There  is  no  hour 
Of  this  mysterious  world,  in  joy  or  woe, 
But  they  beseem  it  well !    Why,  what  a  slight 
Impalpable  boimd  is  that,  th'  unseen,  which  severs 


Being  from  death  !    And  who  can  tell  how  near 
Its  misty  brink  he  standst 
\9t  NdbU  (adde.)  What  mean  her  words  1 
2d  Noble.  There's  some  dark  mysteiy  here. 
Eri.  No  more  of  this ! 
Pour  the  bright  juice,  which  Etna's  glowing  Tines 
Yield  to  the  conquerors  1    And  let  music'to  Toice 
Dispel  these  ominous  dreams ! — Wake,  harp  and 

song! 
Swell  out  your  triumph  ! 

A  Menenger  eniert,  bearing  a  letter. 

Mes.  Pardon,  my  good  lord  i 
But  this  demands 

Eri,  What  means  thy  breathless  haste, 
And  that  ill-boding  mien  1    Away!  such  looks 
Befit  not  hours  like  these. 

Mei.  The  Lord  De  Oouci 
Bade  me  bear  this,  and  say,  tis  fraught  with  tadn^ 
Of  life  and  death. 

Vit.  (hurriedly.)  Is  this  a  time  for  aug^t 
But  revelry?    My  lord,  these  dull  intrusioiis 
Mar  the  bright  spirit  of  the  festal  scene  ! 

BrL  (to  the  Memenffer.)  Henoe !    Tell  the  Lord 
De  Coud,  we  will  talk 
Of  life  and  death  to-morrow.        [Exit  Memmger. 

Leitheirebe 
Around  me  none  but  joyous  looks  to-day. 
And  strains  whose  very  echoes  wake  to  mirth ! 


I 


A  band  qf  the  cofupircUon  enter,  to  the  mmmd  of 
mutie,  diaguited  oi  thqtherds,  bacchanalM,  Se.        I 


Eri.  What  forms  are  these  t    What  means 

antic  triumph  Y 
Vit.  'Tis  but  a  rustic  pageant,  by  my  ^MWilii 
Prepared  to  grace  our  bridaL    Will  you  not 
Hear  their  wild  music  1    Our  Sicilian  vales 
Have  many  a  sweets  and  mirthful  melody. 
To  which  the  glad  heart  bounds,    ^leaths  y 

some  strain 
Meet  for  the  time,  ye  sous  of  Sicily  ! 

One  of  the  Masquert  tinge. 

The  festal  eve,  o'er  earth  and  sky. 

In  her  sunset  robe  looks  bright. 
And  the  purple  hills  of  ^dly 

With  their  vineyards  laugh  in  light ; 
From  the  marble  cities  of  her  plains, 

Glad  voices  mingling  swell ; 
— But  with  yet  more  loud  and  lofty 

They  shall  hail  the  Vesper-bell ! 


Oh  !  sweet  its  tones,  when  the  summer 
Their  cadence  wafts  afar, 
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To  float  o'er  the  blue  Sicilian  seas. 

As  they  g^eam  to  the  first  pale  star ! 
The  shcphcard  greets  them  on  his  bei^t, 

The  hermit  in  his  cell; 
—But  a  deeper  voice  shall  breathe  to-night» 
In  the  sound  of  the  Vesper-bell ! 

\Tkt  hdl  rings. 
Eri,  It  is  the  hour  !    Hark,  hsik ! — ^my  bride, 
our  summons ! 
The  altar  is  prepared  and  crown'd  with  flowers, 

That  wait 

ViL  The  victim ! 

[A  tummU  kdord  wUhoui. 

Pbocida  and  Momtalba  enter,  vrith  others,  armed. 

Pro,  Strike  !  the  hour  is  came  1 
ViL  Wdcome,  avengers !  welcome  I    Now,  be 
strong! 

{T%e  eontpirators  throw  offHieir  dieguite,  and  ruth 
with  their  tworde  drawn  upon  the  Provencals.  Eri- 
BEBT  is  iffownded,  and  falls.) 

Pro,  Now  hath  finte  reach'd  thee,  in  thy  mid 
career, 
ThoQ  reveller  in  a  nation's  agonies  ! 

{The  Pronengdls  are  driven  off,  pursued  by  the 

*  Sicilians.) 

Ckm,  (^wpparting  Ebibebt.)    My  brother  1  oh, 

my  brother  t 
Bri,  Have  I  stood 
A  leader  in  the  battle-fields  of  kings, 
To  perish  thus  at  last  ?    Ay,  by  these  pangs. 
And  this  strange  chill,  that  heavily  doth  creep, 
like  a  slow  poison,  through  my  curdling  veins. 
This  should  be — death!  In  sooth,  a  dull  exchange 
For  the  gay  bridal  feast ! 
Foieef  (without.)  Bemember  Conradin  1 — spare 

none  ! — spare  none  ! 
ViL  {throwing  off  her  bridal  wreath  and  orna- 
ments.) This  is  proud  freedom !    Kow  my 
soul  may  cast, 
In  generous  scorn,  her  mantle  of  dissembling 
To  earth  for  ever !    And  it  is  such  joy. 
As  if  a  captive  from  his  dull  cold  cell 
m^t  soar  at  once,  on  chartered  wing,  to  range 
The  realms  of  starred  infinity  !    Away  ! 
Vain  mockery  of  a  bridal  wreath  1    The  hour 
For  which  stem  patience  ne'er  kept  watch  in  vain 
Is  come ;  and  I  may  give  my  bursting  heart 
Full  and  indignant  scope.    Now,  Eribert  I 
Believe  in  retribution  !    What !  proud  man  ! 
Prince,   nder,    conqueror!    didst    thou    deem 
heaven  slept? 


"  Or  that  the  unseen,  immortal  ministers, 
Ranging  the  world  to  note  e'en  purposed  crime 
In  burning  characters,  had  laid  aside 
Their  everlasting  attributes  for  theet" 
0  blind  security  !    He  in  whose  dread  hand 
The  lightnings  vibrate,  holds  them  back,  until 
The  trampler  of  this  goodly  earth  hath  reach'd 
His  pyramid  hei^t  of  power ;  that  so  his  &11 
May  with  more  fearful  oracles  make  pale 
Man's  crown'd  oppreKors  I 

Con.  Oh !  reproach  him  not ! 
His  soul  is  trembling  on  the  dizzy  brink 
Of  that  dim  world  where  passion  may  not  enter. 
Leave  him  in  peace.  [the  rescue  ! 

Voices  (without.)  Anjou !  Aigou ! — ^Do  Coud,  to 

Eri.  {half  raising  himself)  My  brave  Provencals ! 
do  ye  combat  still  1 
And  I  your  chief  am  here  I    Now,  now  I  feel 
That  death  indeed  is  bitter  i 

ViL  Fare  thee  well ! 
Thine  eyes  so  oft  with  their  insulting  smile  '  [thisj, 
Have  look'd  on  man's  last  pangs,  thou  shouldst  by 
Be  perfect  how  to  die  !  Exit  Yittobia. 

RAiMOin)  enters. 

Bairn,  Away,  my  Constance  I 
Now  is  the  time  for  flight   Our  slaughtering  bands 
Are  scattered  far  and  wide.    A  little  while 
And  thou  shalt  be  in  safety.    Enow'st  thou  not 
That  low  sweet  vale,  where  dwells  the  holy  man 
Anselmo  1 — ^he  whose  hermitage  is  rear'd 
Mid  some  old  temple's  ruins  %    Hoimd  the  spot 
His  name  hath  spread  so  pure  and  deep  a  charm, 
'Tis  hallow'd  as  a  sanctuary  wherein 
Thou  shalt  securely  bide,  till  this  wild  storm 
Have  spent  its  fiiry.    Haste  ! 

Can,  I  will  not  fly  ! 
While  in  his  heart  there  is  one  throb  of  life. 
One  spark  in  his  dim  eyes,  I  will  not  leave 
The  brother  of  my  youth  to  perish  thus. 
Without  one  kindly  bosom  to  sustain 
His  dying  head. 

Eru  The  clouds  are  darkening  rotmd. 
There  are  strange  voices  ringing  in  mine  car 
That  summon  me— to  what  t    But  I  have  been 
Used  to  command  ! — ^Away  !  I  will  not  die. 
But  on  the  fidd [He  dies. 

Con.  {knedingbphim.)  O  Heaven  I  be  mereifrd 
As  thou  art  just ! — ^for  he  is  now  where  naught 
But  mercy  can  avail  him. — It  is  past  1 

Gumo  enters  with  his  sword  drawn. 

Qui.  (to  RADCoin).)  Fve  sought  thee  long — ^why 
art  thou  lingering  here  ? 
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Haste,  follow  me !     Suspicion  with  thy  name 
Joins  that  word — Trailor  I 

Jtaim,  Tndtor  ! — Guido  1 

Gui.  Yes  ! 
Hast  thou  not  heard  that,  with  his  mon-at-armsy 
After  Tain  conflict  with  a  people's  wrath, 
De  Couci  hath  escaped  t    And  there  are  those 
Who  murmur  that  from  ih»  the  warning  came 
Which  saved  him  from  our  yengeanoe.  Bute*enyet» 
In  the  red  current  of  Provengal  blood. 
That  doubt  may  be  eflbced.  Draw  thy  good  sword, 
And  follow  me  ! 

Raim,  And  thtm  oouldst  doubt  me,  Guido  ! 
Tis  come  to  this  . — ^Away !  mistrust  me  stilL 
I  will  not  stain  my  sword  with  deeds  like  thine. 
Thou  knowst  me  not ! 

QuL  Raimond  di  Prodda  ! — 
If  thou  art  he  whom  once  I  decm*d  so  noble — 
Call  me  thy  friend  no  more  1  [ExU  Guido. 

Bairn,  {after  a  pause.)  Rise,  dearest,  rise  ! 
Thy  duty's  task  hath  nobly  been  fulfill'd. 
E'en  in  the  feuce  of  death ;  but  all  is  o'er. 
And  this  is  now  no  place  where  nature's  tears 
In  quiet  sanctity  may  freely  flow. 
— Hark !  the  wild  sounds  that  wait  on  fearful  deeds 
Are  swelling  on  the  winds,  as  the  deep  roar 
Of  fiust^ulYancing  billows ;  and  for  thee 
1  shame  not  thus  to  tremble. — Speed  !  oh,  speed ! 

Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  L — A  Street  in  Palermo, 

Procida  enters. 

Pro.  How  strange  and  deep  a  stillness  loads  the 

air. 
As  with  the  power  of  midnight  I    Ay,  where  death 
Hath  pass'd,  there  should  be  silence.    But  thishush 
Of  nature's  heart,  this  breathlessness  of  all  things, 
Doth  press  on  thought  too  heavily,  and  the  sky. 
With  its  dark  robe  of  purple  thundeiK^ouds, 
Brooding  in  sullen  masses  o'er  my  spirit, 
Weighs  like  an  omen !    Wherefore  should  this  be  ? 
Is  not  our  task  achieved — ^the  mighty  work 
Of  our  deliverance  !    Yes ;  I  should  be  joyous : 
But  this  our  feeble  nature,  with  its  quick 
Instinctive  superstitions,  will  drag  down 
Th'  ascending  souL    And  I  have  fearful  bodings 
That  treachery  lurks  amongst  us.  —  Baimond  ! 

Raimond  ! 
Oh,  guilt  ne'er  made  a  mien  like  his  its  garb  ! 
It  cannot  be ! 


MoNTALBA,  Guido,  and  other  Siciiian*  enter. 

Pro,  Welcome  !  we  meet  in  joy  1 
Now  may  we  bear  ourselves  erects  resoming 
The  kingly  port  of  freemen  1    Who  shall  dare, 
After  this  proof  of  slavery's  dread  recoil. 
To  weave  us  chains  again  1    Ye  have  done  well 

Mon.  WeAotvdonewelL  There  needs  no  choral 
song, 
No  shouting  multitudes,  to  blacon  forth 
Our  stem  exploits.    The  silence  of  our  foes 
Doth  vouch  enough,  and  they  are  laid  to  rest^ 
Deep  as  the  sword  could  make  it.    Yet  our  task 
Is  still  but  half  achieved,  since  with  his  bands 
De  Coud  hath  escaped,  and  doubtless  leads 
Their  footsteps  to  Messina,  where  our  fbes 
Will  gather  all  their  strength.   Determined  hearts 
And  deeds  to  startle  earth,  are  yet  required 
To  make  the  mighty  sacrifice  complete. — 
Where  is  thy  son  1 

Pro.  I  know  not.    Once  last  night 
He  cross'd  my  path,  and  with  one  stroke  beat  down 
A  sword  just  raised  to  smite  me,  and  restored 
My  own,  which  in  that  deadly  strife  had  been 
Wrench'd  from  my  grasp ;  but  when  I  would  have 

press'd  him 
To  my  exulting  bosom,  ho  drew  back. 
And  with  a  sad,  and  yet  a  scornful  smile, 
Full  of  strange  meaning,  left  me.    Since  that  hoor 
I  have  not  seen  him.    Wherefore  didst  thou  ask ! 

Mon.  It  matters  not.    We  have  deep  thing?  to 
speak  of. 
Know'st  thou  that  we  have  traitors  in  our  coundbl 

Pro.  I  know  some  voice  in  secret  must  have 
wam'd 
De  Coud,  or  lus  scatter  d  bands  had  ne'er 
So  soon  been  marshall'd,  and  in  close  array 
Led  hence  as  from  the  field.    Hast  thou  heard 

aught 
That  may  develop  this  1 

Mon.  The  guards  we  set 
To  watch  the  dty  gates,  have  seized,  this  mom. 
One  whose  quick  fearful  glance,  and  hurried  step^ 
Betray'd  his  guilty  purpose.    Mark  !  he  bore 
(Amidst  the  tumult,  deeming  that  his  fli^t 
flight  all  unnoticed  pass)  these  ecroUs  to  him — 
The  fugitive  Proven^aL    Read  and  judge  1 

Pro.  Where  is  this  messenger? 

Mon.  Where  should  he  be  1 — 
They  slew  him  in  their  wrath. 

Pro.  Unwisely  done ! 
Give  me  the  scrolls.  [J7e  readti 

Now,  if  there  be  such  things 
As  may  to  death  add  sharpness,  yet  delay 
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v^hich  gives  release;  if  there  be  power 

ion,  to  call  down  the  fires 

snging  heaven,  whose  rapid  shafts 

ch  guilt  were  aimless ;  bo  they  heaped 

traitor's  head  ! — Scorn  make  his  name 

for  ever ! 

L  our  passionate  blindness, 

orth  curses,  whose  deep  stings  recoil 

selves. 

bate'er  fate  hath  of  ruin 

\  house  !    What !  to  resign  again 

om  for  whose  sake  our  souls  have  now 

themselves  in  blood  !    Wliy,  who  is  ho 

devised  this  treachery  1    To  the  scroll 

he  not  his  name,  so  stamping  it 

amortal  infamy,  whose  brand       [vile  ^ 

D  men  from  him  ]    Who  should  be  so 

In  his  eye  is  that  which  ever         [race 

:>m  encountering  mine  ! — ^But  no  !  his 

loblest    Oh  !  he  could  not  shame 

descent !     Urbino ! — Conti  ? — No  I 

00  deeply  pledged.    There's  one  name 
re! 

;  utter  it !     Now  shall  I  read 

with  cold  suspicion,  which  doth  blot 

's  high  mien  its  native  royalty, 

is  noble  forehead  with  the  impress 

nlo  imaginings  !    Speak  your  thoughts, 

Guide  ! — ^Who  should  this  man  be  ? 
liy,  what  Sicilian  youth  imsheathed  last 
it 
to  aid  our  foes,  and  tum'd  its  edge 

1  coimtry's  chiefs! — He  that  did  (Af>, 
X)  dccm'd  for  guiltier  treason  ripe. 

id  who  is  he  ? 
ay,  ask  thy  son. 
'  son ! 

dd  he  know  of  such  a  recreant  heart  ] 
ido  !  thou'rt  his  friend  ! 
r'ould  not  wear 
of  such  a  name  1 
iw  ]  what  means  this  ] 
light  breaks  in  upon  my  soul ! 
at  me  ?    Yet  the  fearful  doubt      [fore, 
b  in  darkness  through  my  thoughts  be* 
flung  from  them.    Silence  I — Speak  not 

■ 

)  calm  and  meet  the  thunder-burst 
ong  heart  [A  pause. 

Now,  what  have  I  to  hear  ? 
gsl 

lefly,  'twas  your  son  did  thus  I 
isgraced  your  name. 
r  son  did  thus  ! 


Are  thy  words  oracles,  that  I  should  search 
Their  hidden  meaning  out  ?     What  did  my  son  ? 
I  have  fbigot  the  tale.    Hepeat  it>  quick  !       [we 

CfuL  'Twill  burst  upon  thee  all  too  soon.  While 
Were  busy  at  the  dark  and  solenm  rites 
Of  retribution ;  while  we  bathed  the  earth 
In  red  libations,  which  will  consecrate 
The  soil  thej  mingled  with  to  freedom's  step 
Through  the  long  march  of  ages :  'twas  his  task 
To  shield  from  danger  a  Proven9al  maid. 
Sister  of  him  whose  cold  oppression  stung 
Our  hearts  to  madness. 

MoTu  What  1  should  she  be  spared 
To  keep  that  name  from  perishing  on  earth  1 
— I  cross'd  them  in  their  path,  and  raised  my 

sword 
To  smite  her  in  her  champion's  arms.  We  fought 
The  boy  disarm'd  me  !    And  I  live  to  tell 
My  shame,  and  wreak  my  vengeance  ! 

Ouu  Who  but  he 
Could  warn  De  Couci,  or  devise  the  guilt 
These  scrolls  reveal  ?    Hath  not  the  traitor  still 
Sought,  with  his  fsur  and  specious  eloquence. 
To  win  us  from  our  purpose  1    All  things  seem 

Leagued  to  nnmAt^lr  Viim. 

ifon.  Know  you  not  there  came, 
E'en  in  the  banquet's  hour,  from  this  De  Couci, 
One,  bearing  unto  Kribert  the  tidings 
Of  all  our  purposed  deeds  ?    And  have  we  not 
Proof,  as  the  noon-day  clear,  that  Baimond  loves 
The  sister  of  that  tyrant  ? 

Pro,  There  was  one 
Who  moum'd  for  being  childless  !    Let  him  now 
Feast  o'er  his  children's  graves,  and  I  will  join 
The  revelry ! 

Mon,  (apart.)    You  shall  be  childless  too  ! 

Pro,  Was't  you,  Montalba ! — Now  rejoice,  I  say! 
There  is  no  name  so  near  you  that  its  stains 
Should  call  the  fever'd  and  indignant  blood 
To  your  dark  cheek  1    But  I  will  dash  to  earth 
The  weight  that  presses  on  my  heart,  and  then 
Bo  glad  as  thou  art 

Mon,  What  means  this,  my  lord } 
Who  hath  seen  gladness  on  Montalba's  mien ) 

Pro.  Why,  should  not  all  be  glad  who  have  no 
iona 
To  tarnish  their  bright  name  1 

Mon,  I  am  not  used 
To  bear  with  mockery. 

Pro.  Friend  1    ^y  yon  high  heaven, 
I  mock  thee  not  1    'Tis  a  proud  faJte  to  live 
Alone  and  unallied.    Why,  what's  alone  t 
A  word  whose  sense  is— /rw  /—Ay,  free  from  all 
The  venom'd  Btings  implanted  in  the  heart 
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By  those  it  loves.    Oh  !  I  could  laugh  to  think 
0'  th'  joy  that  riots  in  baronial  halls. 
When  the  word  comes — "A  son  is  bom !" — ^A  ma/ 
They  should  say  thus — **  He  that  shall  knit  your 

brow 
To  fiirrowB,  not  of  years — and  Ind  your  eye 
Quail  its  proud  glance  to  tell  the  earth  its  shame, 
Is  bom,  and  so  rejoice  !"    Tkok  might  we  feast, 
And  know  the  cause  1    Were  it  not  excellent  1 

ifim.  This  is  all  idle.     There  are  deeds  to  do : 
Arouse  thee,  Prodda  I 

Pro.  Why,  am  I  not 
Calm  as  immortal  justice  !    She  can  strike, 
And  yet  be  passionleaB — and  thus  will  I. 
I  know  thy  meaning.    Deeds  to  do  \ — 'tis  well 
They  shall  be  done  ere  thought  on.    Go  ye  forth : 
There  is  a  youth  who  calls  himself  my  son. 
His  name  is  Raimond— in  his  eye  is  light 
That  shows  like  truth — but  be  not  ye  deceiTcd ! 
Bear  him  in  chains  before  us.    We  will  sit 
To-day  in  judgment,  and  the  skies  shall  see 
The  strength  which  girds  our  nature.  WHlnotthis 
Be  glorious^  brave  Mootalba?    Linger  not^ 
Ye  tardy  messengers  I  for  there  are  things 
Which  ask  the  speed  of  storms. 

\ExtMmt  GuiDO  and  oCAerf. 
Is  not  this  well  \ 

Mon.  Tis  noble.    Keep  thy  spirit  to  this  proud 
height — 
(Atide)  And  then  be  desolate  like  me  !    My  woes 
Will  at  the  thought  grow  light. 

Pro,  What  now  remains 
To  be  prepared )    There  should  be  solemn  pomp 
To  grace  a  day  like  this.    Ay,  breaking  hearts 
Require  a  drapery  to  conceal  their  throbs 
From  cold  inquiring  eyes ;  and  it  must  be 
Ample  and  rich,  that  so  their  gaie  may  not 
Explore  what  lies  beneath.  [Exit  Procida. 

Mon.  Now  this  is  well  t 
— ^I  hate  this  Procida ;  for  he  hath  won 
In  all  our  councils  that  ascendency  [been 

And  mastery  o  er  bold  hearts,  which  should  have 
Mine  by  a  thousand  claims.  Had  he  the  strength 
Of  wrongs  like  mine  ?    No !  for  that  name — his 

country — 
ffe  strikes ;  my  vengeance  hath  a  deeper  fount : 
But  there's  dark  joy  in  this! — ^And  fate  hath  barr'd 
My  soul  firom  every  other.  [Exit  Mo:italbjl 

Scene  II.— il  Hermitage  tmmmnded  hp  tie  Ruins 
of  an  Ancient  Temple. 

C0NSTA2(CS,  AnSELM O. 

CVm-'l^strangehecomeanot!  Isnotthisthett£D 


And  sultry  hour  of  noon  ?    He  should  have  been 
Hero  by  the  daybreak.    Was  there  not  a  voioe  ? 
—"No  !  'tis  the  shrill  cicada,  with  ^ad  life 
Peopling  these  marble  ruins,  as  it  sports 
Amidst  them  in  the  sun."    Hark  f  yet  again  ! 
No !  no  !    Forgive  me,  fiither  I  that  I  bring 
Earth's  restless  griefe  and  passionB,  to  disturb 
The  stiUnees  of  thy  holy  solitude  : 
My  heart  is  full  of  care. 

An*.  There  is  no  place 
So  hallowed  as  to  be  imvisited 
By  mortal  cares.    Nay,  whither  should  we  go 
With  our  deep  grie&  and  passions,  bat  to  aoensi 
Lonely  and  still,  where  He  that  made  our  bearfcs 
Will  speak  to  them  in  whispefs?    I  haTe  known 
Affliction  too,  my  daughter. 

Con.  Hazk !  his  step  ! 
I  know  it  wen — he  comes — ^my  Baimond,  welcome! 

ViTTORU.  entere,  Constancb  thrinit  had  <m 
perceiving  her. 

Oh,  heaven  !  that  aspect  telL»  a  fearful  tale. 

Tit.  {not  observing  her.)   There  is  a  ckmd  of 
horror  on  my  soul ; 
And  on  thy  words,  Anselmo,  peace  doth  wait^ 
Even  as  an  echo,  following  the  sweet  dose 
Of  some  divine  and  solemn  harmony  : 
Therefore  I  sought  thee  now.    Oh  !  speak  to  me 
Of  holy  things  and  names,  in  whose  deep  sound 
Is  power  to  bid  the  tempests  of  the  heart 
Sink,  like  a  storm  rebuked. 

Am.  What  recent  grief 
Darkens  thy  spirit  thus  1 

ViL  I  said  not  grief. 
Wc  should  rejoico  to-day,  but  joy  is  not  [wreathe 
That  which  it  hath  been.    In  the  flowers  whath 
Its  mantling  cup,  there  is  a  scent  unknown. 
Fraught  with  a  strange  deliriimL    AH  things  now 
Have  changed  their  nature :  still,  I  say,  rqoioe ! 
There  is  a  cause,  Anselmo  f    We  are  finco 
Free  and  avenged  !    Yet  on  my  soul  there  hangi 
A  darkness,  heavy  as  the  oppressive  gloom 
Of  midnight  fimtasies.    Ay,  for  thia^  too. 
There  is  a  cause. 

Ans.  How  say  st  thou,  we  are  fbeel — 
There  may  have  raged,  within  P^ermo's  waDs^ 
Some  brief  wild  tumult ;  but  too  well  I  know 
They  call  the  stranger  lord. 

Tit.  Who  calls  the  dead 
Conqueror  or  lord)    Hush !  breathe  it  not  aloud. 
The  wild  winds  must  not  hear  it !    Tel  agun, 
I  tell  thee  we  are  free  I 

An*.  Thine  eye  hath  look'd 
On  fearful  deeds,  for  stiU  their  shadows  hang 
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O'er  its  dark  orb.    Speak  !  I  adjure  thee :  say. 
How  hath  this  work  been  wrought? 

Vit  Peace  I  ask  me  not ! 
Why  shouldst  thou  hear  a  tale  to  send  thy  blood 
Back  on  its  fount?    We  cannot  wake  them  now! 
The  storm  is  in  my  soul,  but  they  are  aU 
At  rest ! — ^Ay,  sweetly  may  the  slaughter'd  babe 
By  its  dead  mother  sleep ;  and  warlike  men. 
Who  nudst  the  slain  hare  slumber'd  oft  before, 
Making  their  shield  their  pillow,  may  repose 
Wdly  now  their  toils  are  done. — ^Is*t  not  enough? 

Con.  Merciful  heaven  I  have  such  things  been? 
And  yet 
There  is  no  shade  come  o'er  the  laughing  sky  ! 
~I  am  an  outcast  now. 

^ML  O  Thou  whose  ways 
CSonds  mantle  fearfully  1  ofallthebUnd 
Bui  tenible  ministers  that  work  thy  wrath. 
How  much  is  sum  the  fiercest  1    Others  know 
Iliair  limiie — yesl    the  earthquakes,   and   the 

storms, 
And  the  volcanoes ! — ^he  alone  overleaps 
The  bounds  of  retribution !    Couldst  thou  gaze, 
Vlttoria  t  with  thy  woman's  heart  and  ^e, 
Ob  mch  dread  scenes  unmoved? 

VU.  Was  it  for  me 
To  stqrth' avenging  sword?  No>,  though  it  pierced 
My  wy  soul  1    Hark  1  hark !  what  thrilling  shrieks 
Rii^  through  the  air  aroimd  me  1    Canst  thou  not 
Bid  them  be  hush'd?    Oh ! — look  not  on  me  thus ! 

^ML  Lady  1  thy  thoughts  lend  stemnoBS  to  the 
looks 
Whidi  are  but  sad !    Have  all  then  perish'd?  off  / 
Was  there  no  mer^  I, 

ViL  Mercy  1  it  hath  been 
A  word  foflUdden  as  th'  unhallowed  names 
Of  «Til  powBTB.    Yet  one  there  was  who  dared 
To  own  the  guilt  of  pity,  and  to  aid 
Tbaviotims^ — but  in  vain.    Of  him  no  more! 
He  is  a  timitor,  and  a  traitor's  death 
Win  be  his  meed.  [his  name  t 

Chm.  (eomiMg  forward.)  Oh,  heaven  1 — his  name. 
Is  it— it  cannot  be ! 

Fit  ifiimimg.)  Thtm  here,  pale  girl  t      fscaped 
I  deem'd  thee  with  the  deadl    How  hast  thou 
Tbemsiel    Who  saved  thee,  last  of  all  thy  race  I 
Was  it  not  he  of  whom  I  spake  e'en  now, 
Biimoiid  di  Frocidat 

Com.  It  is  enough : 
Kow  the  storm  breaks  upon  m^  and  I  sink. 
Musi  be  too  diet 

Ti<:  Ii it e'«i aol    Whythen, 
live  on— 4hoa  halt  the  anow  at  thy  heart  t 
"Kz  nfli  4m  vm  tiiy  ltd  reproaohfol  eyee— ** 


I  mean  not  to  betray  thee.    Thou  may'st  live  ! 
Why  should  Death  bring  thee  his  oblivious  balms ! 
He  visits  but  the  happy.    Didst  thou  oak 
If  Raimond  too  must  die?    It  is  as  sure 
As  that  his  blood  is  on  thy  head,  for  thou 
Didst  win  him  to  this  treason. 

Con.  When  did  men 
Call  mercy  treawnt    Take  my  life,  but  save 
My  noble  Raimond  I 

Vii,  Maiden  I  he  must  die. 
E'en  now  the  youth  before  his  judges  stands ; 
And  they  are  men  who^  to  the  voice  of  prayer. 
Are  as  the  rock  is  to  the  murmur'd  sigh 
Of  summex^waves ! — ay,  though  a  father  sit 
On  their  tribunaL    Bend  thou  not  to  me. 
What  wouldst  thou  ? 

Con.  Men^  1 — Oh  I  wcrt  thou  to  plead 
But  with  a  look,  e'en  yet  he  might  be  saved  ! 
If  thou  hast  over  loved 

VU.  If  I  have  loved? 
It  is  thai  love  forbids  me  to  relent. 
I  am  what  it  hath  made  me.     O'er  my  soul 
Lightning  hath  pass'd  and  sear'd  it.   Could  I  weep 
I  then  might  pity — but  it  will  not  be. 

Cim.  Oh,  thou  wilt  yet  relent !  for  woman's  heart 
Was  form'd  to  8u£fcr  and  to  melt. 

ViL  Away  I 
Why  should  I  pity  thee  ?    Thou  wilt  but  provo 
What  I  have  known  before — and  yet  I  live  ! 
Nature  is  strong,  and  it  may  all  be  borne — 
The  sick  impatient  yearning  of  the  heart 
For  that  which  is  not;  and  the  weary  sense 
Of  the  dull  void,  wherewith  our  homes  have  been 
Circled  by  death ;  yes,  all  things  may  be  borne  1 
All,  save  remorse.    But  I  wiU  not  bow  down 
My  spirit  to  that  dark  power;  there  vom  no  guilt ! — 
Ansehno  1  wherefore  didst  thou  talk  of  guilt  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  thus  doth  sensitive  conscience  qmcken 
thought. 
Lending  reproachful  voices  to  a  breeze. 
Keen  lightning  to  a  look. 

ViL  Leave  me  in  peace  1 
Is't  not  enough  that  I  should  have  a  sense 
Of  things  thou  canst  not  see,  all  wild  and  dark. 
And  of  unearthly  whispers,  haunting  me 
With  dread  suggestions,  but  that  thy  cold  words. 
Old  man,  should  gall  mc,  too?    Must  all  conspire 

Against  me? O  thou  beautiful  spirit!  wont 

To  shioe  upon  my  dreams  with  looks  of  love. 
Where  art  thovk  vanish'd  1    Was  it  not  the  thought 
Of  thee  which  uiged  me  to  the  fearfbl  task. 
And  wilt  thou  now  forsake  me?    I  must  seek 
The  shadowy  woods  sgain,  for  there,  perchance^ 
Still  may  thy  voice  be  in  my  twilight-paths ; 
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— Here  I  but  meet  despair !  \Exii  Tittobia. 

Jm.  (<o  CtoxsTAKCB.)  Despair  not  tAoK, 
My  daughter !  He  that  puiifiea  the  heart 
With  grief  will  lend  it  strength.  [say 

Con.  {endeawmring  to  route  hendf.)  Did  she  not 
That  some  one  was  to  die?  ' 

Ant,  I  tell  thee  not 
Thy  pangs  are  vain — ^for  nature  will  have  way. 
Earth  must  have  tears:  yet  in  a  heart  like  thine. 
Faith  may  not  yield  its  placa. 

Ckm.  Have  I  not  heard 
Some  fiearful  tale? — ^Who  said  thatthere  should  rest 
Blood  on  my  soult    What  blood  1    I  never  bore 
Hatred,  kind  fiither  t  unto  aught  that  breathes : 
Baimond  doth  know  it  welL    Baimond ! — ^High 

heaven ! 
It  bursts  upon  me  now  I    And  he  must  die  ! 
For  my  sake— e'en  for  mine  ! 

Ant,  Her  words  were  strange, 
And  herproudmind  secm'd  half  to  frenzy  wrought ; 
— ^Perchance  this  may  not  be. 

Con.  It  mutt  not  be. 
Why  do  I  linger  here  ?  [She  rttet  to  depart. 

An*.  Where  wouldst  thou  go  ? 

Con.  To  give  their  stem  and  unrelenting  hearts 
A  victim  in  his  stead. 

Ant,  Stay  !  wouldst  thou  rush 
On\ertain  death  1 

Con,  I  may  not  falter  now. 
— Is  not  the  life  of  woman  all  bound  up 
In  her  affections )    What  hath  the  to  do 
In  this  bleak  world  alone )    It  may  be  well 
For  nuin  on  his  triumphal  course  to  move, 
Uncumbei'd  by  soft  bonds ;  but  we  were  bom 
For  love  and  grief. 

Ant.  Thou  £Eur  and  gentle  thing, 
Unused  to  meet  a  glance  which  doth  not  speak 
Of  tenderness  or  homage  !  how  shouldst  thou 
Bear  the  hard  aspect  of  impitying  men. 
Or  £ace  the  King  of  Terrors  ? 

Con.  There  is  strength 
Deep-bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  reck 
But  little,  till  the  shafts  of  heaven  have  pierced 
Its  fragile  dwelling.    Must  not  earth  be  rent 
Before  her  gems  are  found  1 — Oh  !  now  I  feel 
Worthy  the  generous  love  which  hath  not  shunn*d 
To  look  on  death  for  me  !    My  heart  hath  given 
Birth  to  as  deep  a  courage,  and  a  faith 
As  high  in  its  devotion.  [ExU  Cotxstaxck. 

Ant,  She  is  gone  ! 
Is  it  to  perish  1 — God  of  mercy  1  lend 
Power  to  my  voice,  that  so  its  ^piKjet  may  save 
This  pure  and  lofty  creature  !    I  will  follow — 
But  her  young  footstep  and  hereto  heart 


Will  bear  her  to  destruction,  fiister  &r 

Than  I  can  track  h&r  path.  [Exit  AnSEUfO. 


SCENB  ULSaU  <^a  PnbUe  BuOding, 

Procida,  Montalba,  Guido,  and  oikert,  teated  at 

on  a  TribwnaL 

Pro.  The  mom  lowered  darkly;  but  the  sun 
hath  now, 
Withfierceandangrysplendour,  through  thedoods 
Burst  fbrth,  as  if  impatient  to  behold 
This  our  high  triumph. — ^Lead  the  prisoner  io. 

Radiond  it  brought  in,  fettered  and  guarded. 

Why,  what  a  bright  and  fearless  brow  is  here ! 
— Is  this  man  guilty  ? — Look  on  him,  Montilba ! 

Mon.  Be  firm.    Should  justice  fiilter  at  a  look! 

Pro.  Ko,thouBa/stwelL    Her  eyes  are  filleted. 
Or  should  be  so.    Thou,  that  dost  call  thyself— 
But  no  !  I  will  not  breathe  a  traitor's  name — 
Speak  1  thou  art  arraigned  of  treason. 

/2atm.  larraign 
You,  before  whom  I  stand,  of  darker  guilt, 
In  the  bright  fiu^  of  heaven ;  and  your  own  hearts 
Give  echo  to  the  charge.    Your  very  looks 
Have  ta'en  the  stamp  of  crime,  and  seem  to  shrink. 
With  a  perturbed  and  haggard  wildness,  back 
From  the  too-searching  light.    Why,  vdiat  hath 

wrougiht 
This  change  on  noble  brows  1    There  is  a  voice 
With  a  deep  answer,  rising  firom  the  blood 
Your  hands  have  coldly  shed  !    Ye  are  of  those 
From  whom  just  men  recoil  with  curdling  veins, 
All  thrilled  by  life's  abhorrent  consciousness, 
And  sensitive  feeling  of  a  mwrdertf't  preeencOb 
— ^Away  !  come  down  from  your  tribunal  seat. 
Put  off  your  robes  of  state,  and  let  your  mien 
Be  pale  and  humbled ;  for  ye  bear  about  you 
That  which  repugnant  earth  doth  mcken  at. 
More  than  the  pestilence    That  I  should  live 
To  see  my  &ther  shrink  ! 

Pro.  Montalba,  speak  !  [not 

There's  something  chokes  my  voice — but  fear  me 

Mon.  If  we  must  plead  to  vindicate  our  acts, 
Be  it  when  thou  hast  made  thine  own  look  dear. 
Most  eloquent  youth  !    What  answer  canst  thou 

make 
To  this  our  charge  of  treason  ^ 

Baim.  I  will  plead 
Thai  cause  before  a  mightier  judgment-throne^ 
Where  mercy  is  not  guilt    But  here  I  fed 
Too  buoyantly  the  glory  and  the  joy 
Of  my  fr«e  spirit's  whiteness ;  for  e'en  now 
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lied  hideousness  of  crime  doth  seem 
glaring  out.    Why,  I  saw  thet, 
pon  an  aged  warrior's  breast, 
out  nature's  last  convulsive  heavings. 
thy  sword — 0  valiant  chief  I — is  yet 
^he  noble  stroke  which  pierced  at  once 
md  the  babe,  whose  little  life 
her  bosom  drawn  ! — Immortal  deeds 
bo  hymn ! 

de.)  I  look  upon  his  mien, 
'.    Can  it  be  ?    My  boyish  heart 
a  so  noble  once !    Away,  weak  thoughts ! 
d  I  shrink,  as  if  the  guilt  were  mine, 
>roud  glance  ] 
hou  dissembler !  thou, 
o  clothe  with  virtue's  generous  flush 
r  cheek  of  cold  hypocrisy, 
thy  guilt  made  manifest,  I  can  scarce 
«  guilty  ! — look  on  me,  and  say 
i  the  secret  warning  voice,  that  saved 
(rith  his  bands,  to  join  our  foes, 
new  fetters  for  th'  indignant  land  ] 
( this  treachery  ?        \Sh0w9  him  papers. 
Who  hath  promised  hero 
appease  the  mon^  of  the  dead) 
it  to  unfold  Palermo's  gates, 
me  in  the  foe  ]    Who  hath  done  this, 
-a  tyrant's  friend  1 
Hio  hath  done  this  ] 
f  I  may  call  thee  by  that  name — 
thy  piercing  eye,  on  those  whose  smiles 
la  that  hid  their  daggers.    T%ere,  per- 
ttce, 

'hat  loves  not  light  too  strong.  For  me, 
:  this — there  needs  no  deep  research 
he  truth  that  murderers  may  bo  traitors, 
ch  other. 

MLoNTALBA.)  His  unaltoriug  cheek 
^  doth  hold  its  natural  hue, 
e  quails  not !     Is  this  innocence  ? 
» !  'tis  th' unshrinking  hardihood  of  crime, 
ar'st  a  gallant  mien.    But  where  is  she 
u  hast  barter'd  fame  and  life  to  save, 
rovcn9al  maid  1    What !  kuow'st  thou 

lone  were  guilt,  to  death  allied  1 
our  law  that  ho  who  spared  a  foe 
3  not  of  that  detested  race  ]) 
nceforth  be  amongst  us  cu  a  foe  ? 
ast  thou  bomo  her  ]  speak  ! 
hat  Heaven,  whose  eye 
hy  sotd  with  its  far-searching  glance, 
- :  she  is  safe, 
d  by  that  word 


Thy  doom  is  seal'd.    Oh,  Qod  !  that  I  had  died 
Before  this  bitter  hour,  in  the  fidl  strength 
And  glory  of  my  heart ! 

CoNSTAKOE  enters,  and  rushes  to  Raimond. 

Con,  Oh  !  art  thou  found  %  [thee  ! 

— But  yet,  to  find  thee  thus  !    Chains;,  chains  for 
My  brave,  my  noble  love  !    Off  with  these  bonds; 
Let  him  be  free  as  air :  for  I  am  come 
To  be  your  victim  now. 

RoMn.  Death  has  no  pang 
More  keen  than  this.  Oh !  wherefore  art  thou  hero 
I  could  have  died  so  calmly,  deeming  thee 
Saved,  and  at  peace. 

-Con.  At  peace  ! — ^And  thou  hast  thought 
Thus  poorly  of  my  love  !    But  woman's  breast 
Hath  strength  to  suffer  too.    Thy  fitther  sits 
On  this  tribunal ;  Raimond,  which  is  he  ?    [heart 

Rairn^  My  father !  who  hath  lull'd  thy  gentle 
With  that  &lse  hope  1    Beloved  !  gaze  around — 
See  if  thine  eye  can  trace  a  other's  soul 
In  the  dark  looks  bent  on  us. 

[Constance,  after  earnestly  examining  the  coun- 
tenances of  the  Judges,  faUs  at  (he  feet  of 
PROcroA. 

Con.  Thou  art  he ! 
Nay,  turn  thou  not  away  !  for  I  beheld 
Thy  proud  lip  quiver,  and  a  watery  mist 
Pass  o'er  thy  troubled  eye ;  and  then  I  knew 
Thou  wert  his  &ther  !  Spare  him  !  take  my  life  ! 
In  truth,  a  worthless  sacrifice  for  his. 
But  yet  mine  alL    Oh  !  Ae  hath  still  to  run 
A  long  bright  race  of  glory. 

Raim.  Constance,  peace  ! 
I  look  upon  thee,  and  my  failing  heart 
Is  as  a  broken  reed. 

Con.  (etui  addressing  Peocida.)  Oh,  yet  relent ! 
If  *twas  his  crime  to  rescue  me — behold 
I  come  to  be  the  atonement !    Let  him  livo 
To  crown  thine  age  with  honour.    In  thy  heart 
There's  a  deep  conflict ;  but  great  Nature  pleads 
With  an  o'ermastering  voice,  and  thou  wilt  yield! 
—Thou  art  his  father  ! 

Pro.  {after  a  pause.)  Maiden,  thou'rt  deceived  ! 
I  am  as  calm  as  that  dead  pause  of  nature 
Ere  the  full  thunder  bursts.    A  judge  is  not 
Father  or  friend.    Who  calls  this  man  my  son  ? 
— My   son !    Ay  !     thus   his   mother   proudly 

snoiled — 
But  she  was  noble  !    Trutora  stand  alone. 
Loosed  from  all  ties.    Why  should  I  trifle  thus  ? 
— Bear  her  away  I 

Bairn,  (starting forward,)  And  whither  1 
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if  on.  Unto  death.  (periBli'dl 

Mliy  flhoold  she  liTe,  when  all  her  race  hare 

Con.  {sinking  into  the  arma  of  Radcond.) 
Baimond,  farewell !     Oh  !  when  thy  star  hath 

risen 
To  its  bright  noon,  forget  not,  best  beloved  ! 
I  died  for  thee. 

Raim,  High  Heaven  !  thoa  eee'st  these  things. 
And  yet  endoieet  them  !    Shalt  thou  die  for  me, 
Pureet  and  loveliest  being? — bat  our  fiate 
May  not  divide  us  long.    Her  cheek  is  cold — 
Her  deep  blue  eyes  are  dosed:  should  this  be 

death 
— ^If  thus,  there  yet  were  mercy  !    Father,  &ther ! 
Is  thy  heart  human  Y 

Pro,  Bear  her  hence,  I  say! 
Wby  must  my  soul  bo  torn  ! 

Ahsxlmo  enien  holding  a  Crucifix, 

Ana,  Now,  by  this  sign 
Of  heaven's  prevailing  love !  ye  shall  not  harm 
One  ringlet  of  her  head.    How  !  is  there  not 
Enough  of  blood  upon  your  burthen'd  souls  1 
Will  not  the  visions  of  your  midnight  couch 
Be  wild  and  dark  enough,  but  ye  must  heap 
Crime  upon  crime  1    Be  yc  content :  your  dreams. 
Your  councils,  and  your  banquetings,  wiU  yet 
Be  haunted  by  the  voice  which  doth  not  sleep. 
Ken  though  this  maid  be  spared  !     Constance, 

look  up ! 
Thou  shalt  not  die. 

Raim.  Oh  !  death  e*en  now  hath  veil*d 
The  light  of  her  soft  beauty.    Wake  my  love  ! 
Wake  at  my  voice  ! 

Pro,  Anselmo,  lead  her  hence. 
And  let  her  live,  but  never  meet  my  sight. 
— Begone  !  my  heart  will  burst 

Bainn,  One  last  embrace  ! 
— Again  life's  rose  is  opening  on  her  cheek ; 
Yet  must  we  part    So  love  is  crush'd  on  earth  ! 
But  there  are  brighter  worlds ! — ^Farewell,  fore- 
well  ! 

[He  gives  her  to  the  care  of  Akselmo. 

Con.  {dowly  recovering.)  There  was  a  voice  which 
call'd  me.    Am  I  not 
A  spirit  freed  from  earth  ?    Have  I  not  pass'd 
The  bitterness  of  death  ? 

Ana,  Oh,  haste  away  !  [leased 

Con.  Yes  !  Raimond  calls  me.     He  too  is  re- 
From  his  cold  bondage.    We  are  free  at  last, 
And  all  is  wclL    Away ! 

[She  ialedauihy  A5S£Lxo. 

Itaiau  The  pang  is  o'er, 
And  I  have  but  to  die. 


Man.  Now,  Prodda, 
Comes  thy  great  task.    Wake  !  sununon  to  thiao 

aid 
All  thy  deep  soul's  commanding  energies ; 
For  thoa— a  chief  among  us — ^must  prononnoe 
The  sentence  of  thy  son.    It  rests  with  thee. 

Pro,  Ha !  ha !    Men's  hearts  should  be  of  softer 
mould 
Than  in  the  elder  time.    Fathers  could  doom 
Their  children  then  with  an  tmfidtering  Toioe, 
And  we  must  tremble  thus  !    Is  it  not  aaid 
That  nature  grows  degenerate,  earth  being  now 
Softillofdaysl 

Mon,  Bouse  up  thy  mighty  heart 

Pro,  Ay,  thou  say'st  right    There  yet  are  souls 
which  tower 
As  landmarics  to  mankind.   WeU,  what's  the  UA  S 
— ^There  is  a  man  to  be  condenui'd,  ytm  say  1 
Is  he  then  g^ty  t 

AIL  Thus  we  deem  of  him, 
With  one  accord. 

Pro.  And  hath  he  naught  to  jdead  T 

Rtnm.  Kaught  but  a  soul  imstain'd. 

Pro.  Why,  that  is  little. 
Stains  on  the  soul  are  but  as  conscienoe  deems 

them. 
And  conscience  may  be  sear'd.     But  fbr  this 

sentence  ! 
— Was 't  not  the  penalty  imposed  on  man. 
E'en  from  creation's  dawn,  that  he  must  die  t 
— ^It  was :  thus  making  guilt  a  sacrifice 
Unto  eternal  justice ;  and  we  but 
Obey  heaven's  mandate  when  we  cast  dark  souls 
To  th'  elements  from  among  us.     Be  it  so  ! 
Such  be  hia  doom !   Ihave  said.    Ay,  nowm jheart 
Is  girt  with  adamant,  whose  cold  weight  doth  press 
Itsgaspingsdown.   Off!  let  me  breathein  freedom! 
— ^Mountains  are  on  my  breast !      [ffe  ainln  ladt. 

Mon.  Quards,  bear  the  prisoner 
Back  to  his  dungeon. 

Rttim.  Father  !  oh,  look  up ; 
Thou  art  my  father  still ! 

Gui.  (feamng  the  tribunal,  thrwea  himseff  o»  At 
neck  o/Radcond.)  Oh !  Raimond,  Baimoiid  I 
If  it  should  be  that  I  have  wronged  thee,  WKj 
Thou  dost  foigive  me. 

Raim.  Friend  of  my  young  days, 
So  may  all-pitying  heaven ! 

[RiiMOirDif  MoiiL 

Pro,  Whoee  voice  was  thati 
Where  is  he  1 — gone  t    Now  I  may  breathe  onoe 

more 
In  the  free  air  of  heaven.    Let  us  away. 
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ACT  V. 

ScKHX  L — A  Prwm  dinUy  lighted* 

lUiMOND  sleeping.    Pbocida  enters. 

Pro*  iffoamg  vpon  him  eamettly.)  Can  he 
Then  sleep  1  Th' overshadowmgnighthath  wrapt 
Earth  at  her  stated  hours ;  the  stars  have  set 
Their  burning  watch ;  and  all  things  hold  their 

course 
Of  wakefulness  and  rest ;  yet  hath  not  sleep 
Sat  on  mine  eyelids  since — ^but  this  avails  not ! 
And  thus  A«  slumbers !   "Why,  this  mien  doth  seem 
As  if  ito  soul  were  but  one  lofty  thought 
Of  tn  immortal  destiny  !  ** — his  brow 
Is  calm  as  waves  whereon  the  midnight  heavens 
Are  imaged  silently.    Wake,  Raimond !  wake  ! 
TI17  rest  is  deep. 

Bairn,  {starting  up.)  My  father!  Wh^:«foreheret 
I  am  prepared  to  die,  yet  would  I  not 
Fall  l^  thy  hand. 

/VfL  Twas  not  for  this  I  came. 

Bedm,  Then  wherefore?  and  upon  thy  lofty  brow 
Why  bums  the  troubled  flush  1 

Pro.  Perchance  *tis  shame. 
Tes^  it  may  well  be  shame  ! — for  I  have  striven 
With  nature^s  feebleness,  and  been  o'erpower'd. 
— However  it  be,  'tis  not  for  thee  to  gaze,  « 

Noting  it  thus.    Rise,  let  mo  loose  thy  chains. 
Ariae^  and  fbllow  me ;  but  let  thy  step 
FbH  without  sound  on  earth :  I  have  prepared 
The  means  for  thy  escape. 

Raiai.  What !  thou  I  the  austere, 
Tlie  inflexible  Prodda !  hast  thou  done  this. 
Deeming  me  guilty  still  1 

Pr9.  Upbraid  me  not! 
It  m  vwesi  so.    There  have  been  nobler  deeds 
By  Boman  others  done, — ^but  I  am  weak. 
Tlierefore,  again  X  say,  arise  1  and  haste. 
For  the  night  wanes.    Thy  fugitive  course  must  be 
To  mims  beyond  the  deep ;  so  let  us  part 
In  aOsnoei,  and  for  ever. 

Bmm,  Let  Mm  fly 
Who  holds  no  deep  asylum  in  his  breast 
Wherein  to  shelter  frovn  the  scoffs  of  men ; 
<^I  can  sleep  calmly  here. 

Pro,  Art  thou  in  love 
With  death  and  in&my,  that  so  thy  choice 
Is  made,  lost  boy !  when  freedom  courts  thy  grasp  ] 

Raim,  Father !  to  set  th*  irrevocable  seal 
Upon  that  shame  wherewith  ye  have  branded  me. 
There  needs  but  flight    What  should  I  bear  from 

tlus, 
Hy  native  land  1 — ^A  blighted  name,  to  rise 


And  part  me,  with  its  dark  remembrances. 
For  ever  from  the  simshine  !     O'er  my  soul 
Bright  shadowings  of  a  nobler  destiny 
Float  in  dim  beauty  through  the  gloom ;  but  here 
On  earth,  my  hopes  are  closed. 

Pro,  jTfty  hopes  are  closed  ! 
And  what  wore  they  to  mine  % — Thou  wilt  not  fly  ! 
Why,  let  all  traitors  flock  to  thee,  and  learn 
How  proudly  guilt  can  talk  !     Let  fathers  roar 
Their  ofi&pring  henceforth,  as  the  free  wild  birds 
Foster  their  young :  when  these  can  mount  alone. 
Dissolving  nature's  bonds,  why  should  it  not 
Be  so  with  us? 

Raim,  0  father  1  now  I  feel 
What  high  prerogatives  belong  to  Death. 
He  hath  a  deep  though  voiceless  eloquence. 
To  which  I  leave  my  cause.    "  His  solemn  veil 
Doth  with  mysterious  beauty  clothe  our  virtues, 
And  in  its  vast  oblivious  folds,  for  ever 
Give  shelter  to  our  faults."    When  I  am  gone. 
The  mists  of  passion  which  have  dimmed  my  name 
Will  melt  like  day-dreams ;  and  my  memory  then 
Will  be — ^not  what  it  should  have  been — ^for  I 
Must  pass  without  my  &me — ^but  yet  unstain'd 
As  a  clear  morning  dewdrop.    Oh  !  the  grave 
Hath  rights  inviolate  as  a  sanctuary's. 
And  they  should  be  my  own  I 

Pro,  Now,  by  just  Heaven,  ' 

I  will  not  thus  be  tortured  ! — ^Were  my  heart 
But  of  thy  guilt  or  innocence  assured, 
I  could  be  calm  again.    "But  in  this  wild 
Suspense — ^this  conflict  and  vicissitude 

Of  opposite  feelings  and  convictions ^What ! 

Hath  it  been  mine  to  temper  and  to  bend 
All  spirits  to  my  purpose  ?  have  I  raised 
With  a  severe  and  passionless  energy. 
From  the  dread  mingling  of  their  elements, 
Storms  which  have  rock'd  the  earth ) — and  shall 

I  now 
Thus  fluctuate  as  a  feeble  reed,  the  scom 
And  plaything  of  the  wix||^  1  **    Look  on  me,  boy  ! 
Quilt  never  dared  to  meet  these  eyes,  and  keep 
Its  heart's  dark  secret  close. — O  pitying  Heaven ! 
Speak  to  my  soul  with  some  dread  oracle. 
And  tell  me  which  is  truth. 

Raim.  I  will  not  plead. 
I  will  not  call  th*  Omnipotent  to  attest 
My  innocence.   No,  father  !  in  thy  heart 
I  know  my  birthright  shall  be  soon  restored ; 
Therefore  I  look  to  death,  and  bid  thee  speed 
The  great  absolvcr. 

Pro.  0  my  son  !  my  son  ! 
We  will  not  part  in  wrath  !    The  sternest  hearts^ 
Within  their  proud  and  gosrded  fiMtnessas, 
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Hide  something  Btill,  round  which  their  tendrils 

cling 
With  a  dose  grasp,  unknown  to  those  who  dress 
Their  love  in  smiles.    And  such  wert  thou  to  me  ! 
The  all  which  taught  me  that  my  soul  was  cast 
In  nature^s  mould.    And  I  must  now  hold  on 
My  desolate  course  alone  !    Why,  be  it  thus ! 
He  that  doth  guide  a  nation's  star,  should  dwell 
High  o'er  the  clouds,  in  regal  solitude, 
Sufficient  to  himselfl 

Bairn,  Tet,  on  the  summit, 
When  with  her  bright  wings  glory  shadows  thee, 
Foiget  not  him  who  coldly  sleeps  beneath. 
Yet  might  have  soar'd  as  high  I 

Pro.  No,  fear  thou  not ! 
Thoult  be  remember'd  long.    The  canker-worm 
0'  th'  heart  is  ne'er  forgotten. 

Baim.  "Oh  !  not  thus— 
I  would  not  tkvi»  be  thought  of 

Pro.  Let  me  deem 
Again  that  thou  art  base ! — ^for  thy  bright  looks. 
Thy  glorious  mien  of  fearlessness  and  truth, 
Then  would  not  haimt  me  as  the  avenging  powers 
Followed  the  parricide.    Farewell,  fiirewell ! 
I  have  no  tears.    Oh  !  thus  thy  mothor  look'd. 
When,  with  a  sad,  yet  half-triumphant  smile. 
All  radiant  with  deep  meaning,  from  her  deathbed 
She  gave  thee  to  my  arms. 

Bairn,  Now  death  has  lost 
His  sting,  since  thou  belicv'st  me  innocent ! 

Pro.  (wildly.)  Thou  innocent ! — Am  I  thy  mur- 
derer, then  ] 
Away !  I  tell  thee  thou  hast  made  my  name 
A  scorn  to  men  !    No  !  I  will  noi  forgive  thee ; 
A  traitor !    What  1  the  blood  of  Procida 
Filling  a  traitor's  veins  1    Let  the  earth  drink  it 
Thou  wouldst  receive  our  foes ! — ^but  they  shall 

meet 
Fi-om  thy  perfidious  lips  a  welcome,  cold 
As  death  can  make  it.    Qo,  prepare  thy  soul ! 

jRotm.  Father !  yet  heur  me  ! 

Pro,  No  !  thou  'rt  skuTd  to  make 
£*en  shame  look  fair.    Why  should  I  linger  thus  1 

[Ooing  to  leave  the  priMon,  he  turns  lack  for 
a  moment. 

If  there  be  aught — if  aught — for  which  thounced'st 
Forgiveness — not  of  me,  but  that  dread  Power 
From  whom  no  heart  is  veil'd — delay  thou  not 
Thy  prayer, — ^time  hurries  on. 

Baim.  1  am  prepared. 

Pro.  "Tis  well.  [Exit  Proctoa. 

Baim.  Men  talk  of  torture  I — Oan  they  wreak 
Upon  the  Bensitire  and  »hWnHtig  frame, 


Half  the  mind  bears — and  lives  t    My  spirit  feels 
Bewildered ;  on  its  powers  this  twilight  gloom 
Hangs  like  a  weight  of  earth. — It  should  be  mom ; 
Why,  then,  perchance,  a  beam  of  heaven's  bright 

sun 
Hath  pierced,  ere  now,  the  grating  of  my  dungeon. 
Telling  of  hope  and  mercy  ! 

[Exit  into  an  inmer  cdL 


Scene  IL— it  Street  of  Palermo, 
Many  Citizens  auemhled, 

let  Cit,  The  morning  breaks;  his  time  is  almost 
come: 
Will  he  be  led  this  way  I 

2d  CVt  Ay,  so  'tis  said 
To  die  before  that  gate  through  which  he  puxpoeed 
The  foe  should  enter  in  ! 

M  CiL  'Twas  a  vile  plot ! 
And  yet  I  would  my  hands  were  pure  as  his 
From  the  deep  stain  of  blood.     Didst  hear  the 

sounds 
I'  the  air  last  night ! 

2d  Cit,  Since  the  great  work  of  slaughter. 
Who  hath  not  heard  them  duly  at  those  hours 
Which  should  be  silent  ? 

Zd  Cit.  Oh  !  the  fearful  mingling. 
The  terrible  mimicry  of  human  voices. 
In  every  sound,  which  to  the  heart  doth  speak 
Of  woe  and  death. 

2d  Cit.  Ay,  there  was  woman's  shrill 
And  piercing  cry ;  and  the  low  feeble  wail 
Of  dying  infants ;  and  the  half-suppress'd 
Deep  groan  of  man  in  his  last  agonies  ! 
And,  now  and  then,  there  swell'd  upon  the  breoce 
Strange,  savage  bursts  of  laughter,  wilder  far 
Than  all  the  rest 

1st  Cit.  Of  our  own  Site,  perchance. 
These  awful  midnight  wailings  may  be  deem'd 
An  ominous  prophecy.    Should  France  regain 
Her  power  among  us,  doubt  not,  we  shall  have 
Stem  reckoners  to  account  with. — Hark  ! 

[77ie  sound  of  trumpets  heard  at  a  di&toMt. 

2d  Cit.  'Twas  but 
A  rushing  of  the  breeze. 

Zd  Cit.  E'en  now,  'tis  said. 
The  hostile  bands  approach. 

[7%e  sound  is  heard  gradually  drawing 

2d  Cit.  Again  !  that  sound 
Was  no  illusion.    Nearer  yet  it  swelhh— 
They  come,  they  come ! 
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PaoaDA  tnUn, 

Fro.  The  foe  is  ftt  your  gates ; 
But  hearts  tnd  handsprepared  shall  meet  his  onset 
Why  are  ye  loiterixig  here } 

CU.  My  lord,  we  came — 

Pro.  Think  ye  I  know  not  wherefore  ? — 'twas 
to  see 
A  fSsUow-being  die  !    Ay,  'tis  a  sight 
Han  k)Tea  to  look  on ;  and  the  tenderest  hearts 
Baooil,  and  yet  withdraw  not  from  the  scene. 
For  ihi$  ye  came.    What !  is  our  nature  fierce, 
Or  is  then  that  in  mortal  agony 
Ynok  which  the  soul,  exulting  in  its  strength. 
Doth  leaxn  immortal  lessons  1    Hence,  and  arm ! 
Ere  the  night-dews  descend,  ye  will  have  seen 
fiMiogh  of  death — ^for  this  must  bo  a  day 
Of  battle  I    'Tis  the  hour  which  troubled  souls 
Deli^i  in,  for  its  rushing  storms  are  wings 
Which  bear  them  up  !    Arm  !  arm  !  'tis  for  your 

home% 
And  an  that  lends  them  loveliness — ^Away  ! 

{ExevLWt. 


ScESTE  III. — Priton  of  Raimoxd. 

IUIM05D,  Anselmo. 

And  Constance  then  is  safe  !    Heaven 
UesB  thee,  &ther ! 
Good  angela  bear  such  comfort. 

Amt.  I  have  found 
A  ttfe  aqrkun  for  thine  honour'd  love. 
Where  ahe  may  dwell  imtil  serencr  days. 
With  Saint  Boealia's  gentlest  daughters— thoso 
WhoM  haUow'd  office  is  to  tend  the  bed 
Of  pain  and  death,  and  soothe  the  parting  soul 
With  their  soft  hymns :  and  therefore  are  they 

call'd 
^Sitexa  of  Mercy." 

Oh  1  that  name,  my  Constance ! 
thee  weD.    ETen  in  our  happiest  days, 
Hmm  was  a  depth  of  tender  pcnsivcntos 
fwt  m  tfame  eyes*  dark  asure,  speaking  ever 
Ofpity  and  mild  griet    Is  she  at  peace  1 
Aml  Aks  1  what  should  I  say  1 
Smm.  Why  did  I  ask, 
Kaofwing  the  deep  and  fiill  devotedness 
Ofberjunmg  heart's aifectionsl    Oh!  the  thought 
Of  mj  watiinely  &te  will  haunt  her  dreams, 
Whidi  dionld  have  been  so  tranquil ! — and  her 

■ody 
Whooe  otnagth  wm  but  the  lofty  gift  of  love, 
fifw  aato  dooth  will  sicken. 


Am,  Allthatfiuth 
Can  yield  of  comfort,  shall  assuage  her  woes ; 
And  still,  whate'er  betide,  the  light  of  heaven 
Rests  on  her  gentle  heart    But  thou,  my  son  ! 
Ib  thy  young  spirit  mastered,  and  prepared 
For  nature's  fearful  and  mysterious  change  ] 

Bairn.  Ay,  father  !  of  my  brief  remaining  task 
The  least  part  is  to  die  !    And  yet  the  cup 
Of  life  still  mantled  brightly  to  my  lips,       [name 
Crown'd  with  that  sparkling  bubble,  whose  proud 
Is — glory  !    Oh  !  my  soul,  firom  boyhood's  mom. 
Hath  nursed  such  mighty  dreams!    It  was  my  hope 
To  leave  a  name,  whose  echo  from  the  abyss 
Of  time  should  rise,  and  float  upon  the  winds 
Into  the  fax  hereafter;  there  to  be 
A  trumpet-sound,  a  voice  from  the  deep  tomb, 
Murmuring — ^Awake  ! — ^Arise  !    But  this  is  past ! 
Erewhile,  and  it  had  seem'd  enough  of  shame 
To  AeepfwgotUn  in  the  dust;  but  now — 
Oh,  Qod  ! — ^the  undying  record  of  my  grave 
Will  be — Here  sleepsatraitor ! — One,  whose  crime, 
Was — to  deem  brave  men  might  find  nobler 

weapons 
Than  the  cold  murderer  s  dagger ! 

Ant.  Oh  !  my  son, 
Subdue  these  troubled  thoughts  I    Thou  wouldst 
not  change  [hang 

Thy  lot  for  theirs,  o'er  whose  dark  dreams  will 
The  avenging  shadows,  which  the  blood-stain'd  soul 
Doth  cox^ure  from  the  dead ! 

Baim,  Thou'rt  light    I  would  not 
Yet  'tis  a  wcaiy  task  to  school  the  heart. 
Ere  years  or  griefis  have  tamed  its  fieiy  spirit 
Into  that  still  and  passive  fortitude,  [hour 

AVhich  is  but  leam'd  firom  suffering.  Would  the 
To  hush  these  passionate  throbbings  were  at  hand ! 

AuM.  It  will  not  be  toHlay.   Hast  thou  not  heard 
— ^But  no— the  rush,  the  trampling,  and  the  stir 
Of  this  groat  city,  arming  in  her  haste, 
Pierce  not  these  dungeon-depths.    The  foe  hath 

reach'd 
Our  gates,  and  all  Palermo's  youth,  and  all 
Her  warrior  men,  are  marshall'd,  and  gone  forth. 
In  that  high  hope  which  makes  realities. 
To  the  red  field.    Thy  &ther  leads  them  on. 

Raim,  (ttarHng  vp.)  They  are  gone  forth !  my 
father  leads  them  on  ! 
All — all  Palermo's  youth  !    No  I  one  is  left. 
Shut  out  from  glory's  race !    They  are  gone  forth ! 
Ay,  now  the  soul  of  battle  is  abroad — 
It  bums  upon  the  air  I    The  joyous  winds 
Are  tossing  warrior^plumes^  the  proud  white  foam 
Of  battle's  roaring  billows  1    On  my  si^^t 
The  vision  bursta— it  maddens !  'tis  the  flash, 
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rhe  lightning-shock  of  lances,  and  the  doud 
Of  rushing  arrows,  and  the  broad  full  blase 
Of  helmets  in  the  sun  I    The  veiy  steed 
With  his  majestic  rider  glorying  shares 
The  hour's  stem  joj,  and  waves  his  floating  mane 
As  a  trimnphant  banner !    Such  things  are 
Even  now — and  I  am  here  f 

An^  Alas,  be  calm! 
To  the  same  grave  je  press, — thou  that  dost  pine 
Beneath  a  weight  of  diaina,  and  they  that  role 
The  fortunes  of  the  fight. 

iZdttn.  Ay !  T%om  canst  feel 
The  cahn  thou  wonldst  impart ;  for  unto  tfaeo 
All  men  alike,  the  wairior  and  the  slave. 
Seem,  as  thou  say'st^  but  pilgrims,  pressing  on 
To  the  same  bourne.    Tet  call  it  not  the  same : 
Thwr  graves  who  fiill  in  this  da/s  fight  will  be 
As  altars  to  their  country,  visited 
By  fathers  with  their  diildren,  bearing  wreaths. 
And  chanting  hymns  in  honour  of  the  dead : 
Will  mine  be  such  1 

VrrroRiA  ryuikez  in  wildly,  <u  if  pursued, 

Vit,  Anselmo  f  art  thou  found ! 
Haste,  haste,  or  all  is  lost  f    Perchance  thy  voice. 
Whereby  they  deem  heaven  q>eak8,  thy  lifted  cross, 
And  prophet  mien,  may  stay  the  fugitivei^ 
Or  shame  them  back  to  die. 

Ans.  The  fugitives ! 
What  words  are  these  1    The  sons  of  Sicily 
Fly  not  before  the  foe  T 

Vit.  That  I  shoxild  say 
It  is  too  true  ! 

Am.  And  thou — ^thou  bleedest,  lady  ! 

ViL  Peace  !  hoed  not  me  when  Sicily  is  lost ! 
I  stood  upon  the  walls,  and  watch*d  our  bands. 
As,  with  their  ancient  royal  banner  spread. 
Onward  they  mardi'd.    The  combat  was  begun. 
The  fiery  impulse  given,  and  valiant  men       [lo  ! 
Had  sealed  their  freedom  with  their  blood — ^when. 
That  false  Alberti  led  his  recreant  vanals 
To  join  th*  invader^s  host 

Rttitn.  His  country's  curse 
Rest  on  the  slave  for  ever  I 

ViL  llien  distrust, 
E*en  of  their  noble  leaders,  and  dismay. 
That  swift  contagion,  on  Palermo's  bands 
Came  like  a  deadly  blight.   They  fled ! — Oh  ahame ! 
Ken  now  they  fly  I     Ay,  through  the  dty  gates 
They  rush,  as  if  all  Etna's  burning  streams 
Pursued  their  wingdd  steps  t 

Bairn,  Thou  hast  not  named 
Their  diief— Di  Procida— Ae  doth  not  fly? 

Fit  No  !  like  a  kingly  lion  in  the  toils. 


Daring  the  hunters  yet,  he  proudly  strives : 
But  all  in  vain !    The  few  that  breast  the  stonn. 
With  Quido  and  Montalba,  by  his  side. 
Fight  but  for  graves  upon  the  battle-field. 

jRotifi.  And  I  am  here/    Shall  there  be  power, 
OGodI 
In  the  roused  energies  of  fierce  despair. 
To  burst  my  heart — and  not  to  rend  my  chains? 
Oh,  for  one  moment  of  the  thunderbolt 
To  set  the  strong  man  free  !  [^ere  a  deed 

Vit  {after  gating  upon  him  mmadg.)    Why, 
Worthy  the  fkme  and  blessing  of  all  time. 
To  loose  thy  bonds^  thou  son  of  Procida ! 
Thou  art  no  traitor  t — from  thy  kindM  brow 
Looks  out  thy  lofty  soul  f    Arise !  go  forth  ! 
And  rouse  the  noble  heart  of  Sidly 
Unto  high  deeds  again.    Anselmo,  haste ; 
Unbind  him  !    Let  my  spirit  still  prevail. 
Ere  I  depart — ^for  the  strong  hand  of  death 
Is  on  me  now.       {She  tinJa  hade  againat  a  pSOar, 

Ana.  Oh,  heaven  !  the  life-blood  streams 
Fast  frtmi  thy  heart — thy  troubled  eyes  grow  dim. 
Who  hath  done  this? 

Vit.  Before  the  gates  I  stood. 
And  in  the  name  of  him,  the  loved  and  los^ 
With  whom  I  soon  shall  be,  all  vainly  strove 
To  stay  the  shameful  flight    Then  from  the  foe. 
Fraught  with  my  summons  to  his  viewless  home. 
Came  the  fleet  shaft  which  pierced  me. 

Ant.  Yet,  oh  yet, 
It  may  not  be  too  late.     Help,  help  ! 

Yit.  {to  Raimond.)  Away  ! 
Bright  is  the  hour  which  brings  thee  liberty  I 

Attendanti  enter. 

Haste,  be  those  fetters  riven  !    Unbar  the  gatai^ 

And  set  the  captive  free  ! 

(The  Attendantt  teem  to  hetitate.)  Know  ye  nothtr 

Who  should  have  worn  your  country's  diadem  1 
An.  0  lady  !  we  obey. 


I 


I 


[They  take  o/IUimond's  chains.    He 
up  exuUingly. 

Raim.  Is  this  no  dream  t  ^ 

Mount,  eagle  !  thou  art  free  I    Shall  I  then  dis 
Xot  midst  the  mockeiy  of  insulting  crowds. 
But  on  the  field  of  banners,  where  the  brave 
Are  striving  for  an  immortality  ? 
It  is  e'en  so  I     Now  for  bright  arms  of  proo^ 
A  helm,  a  keen-edged  falchion,  and  e'en  yet 
My  fiaUher  may  be  saved  ! 

Vit.  Away,  be  strong  ! 
And  let  thy  battle-word,  to  rule  the  storm. 
Be — Conrodin.  [He  rutiket  ost 
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Oh  !  for  one  hour  of  life, 
To  hear  that  name  blent  with  th'  exulting  ahout 
Of  victory  t    It  will  not  be  !    A  mightier  power 
Doth  summon  mo  away. 

ilfu.  To  purer  worlds 
Raise  thy  last  thoughts  in  hope. 

\iU  Tes  I  Kt  is  there, 
All  glorious  in  his  beauty  1 — Conradin  I 
Death  parted  ua»  and  death  shall  reunite  .' 
He  will  not  stay — ^it  is  all  flarkneaa  now  1 
Ni^t  gathers  o'er  my  spirit.  \Sht  dies. 

Am,  She  is  gone  1 
It  18  an  awfiil  hour  which  stills  the  heart 
That  beat  ao  proudly  once.  Have  mercy,  heaven ! 

[He  hnedi  h€9ide  her. 


ScsBZ  lY. — Brfore  the  Qata  of  PaUrma, 
Sieiliangjlying  iumuUuowly  toward*  the  Gala, 


Met,  (wtC&ottt)  Monijjoyl  Montjoyl  St  Denis 
fi>r  Anjoul 
Plnovenifals,  on  I 
SieSUaimt,  Fly,  fly,  or  all  is  lost  I 

Radioed  apjpeart  in  the  gateway  armed,  and 
carrying  a  banner. 


Back,  back,  I  say  !  ye  men  of  Sicily  ! 
AH  is  not  lost !  Oh !  shame !   A  few  brave  hearts 
In  SQch  a  cause,  ere  now,  have  set  their  breasts 
Against  the  rush  of  thousands,  and  sustained. 
And  made  the  shock  recoil.    Ay,  man,  free  man. 
Still  to  be  call*d  so,  hath  achieved  such  deeds 
As  heaven  and  earth  have  marvell'd  at ;  and  souls, 
Whoee  spark  yet  slumbers  with  the  days  to  come, 
SbaU  bum  to  hear,  transmitting  brightly  thus 
¥t9edom  from  race  to  race  !    Back  !  or  prepare 
Amidrt  your  hearths,  your  bowers,  your  very 

shrines. 
To  bleed  and  die  in  vain  I    Turn  ! — follow  me  1 
*  Conradin,  Conradm  !" — for  Sicily 
ffis  spirit  fights  1    Remember  "  Conradin  t  * 

[They  begin  to  rally  round  him. 
Ay,  this  is  well ! — Now,  follow  me,  and  charge  ! 

[The  ProvenfoU  rush  in,  biU  are  repulsed  by 
the  SicUiane, — Exeunt, 


Scm  \,— Part  cf  the  Field  of  Battle. 

MoiTTALBA  enten  wounded,  and  supported  by  Rai- 
3iOXD,  whose  face  it  concealed  by  his  hdmeL 


Raim,  Here  rest  thee,  warrior. 


Mon.  Rest !  ay,  death  is  rest. 
And  such  will  soon  be  mine.    But,  thanks  to  thee, 
I  shall  not  dio  a  c^ttive.    Brave  Sicilian  ! 
These  lips  are  all  unused  to  soothing  words. 
Or  I  should  bless  the  valour  which  hath  won. 
For  my  last  hour,  the  proud  free  solitude 
Wherewith  my  soul  would  gird  itself.    Thy  namel 

Haim^  'Twill  be  no  music  to  thine  ear,  Montalba. 
Qaze — read  it  thus  ! 

[He  lifts  the  visor  of  his  helmet. 

Afon,  Raimond  di  Prodda  ! 

llaim.  Thou  hast  pursued  me  with  a  bitter  bate : 
But  tare  thee  well  1    Heaven's  peace  be  with  thy 

soul  1 
I  must  away.    One  glorious  effort  more. 
And  this  proud  field  is  won.  [Exit  Raimokd. 

lion.  Am  I  thus  hmnbled  1 

How  my  heart  sinks  within  me  !    But  'tis  Death 
(And  he  can  tame  the  mightiest)  hath  subdued 
My  towering  nature  thus.    Yet  is  he  wdcome  1 
That  youth — 'twas  in  his  pride  he  rescued  me  f 
I  was  his  deadliest  foe,  and  thus  he  proved 
His  fearless  scorn.    Ha  1  ha !  but  he  shall  fiiil 
To  melt  mo  into  womanish  feebleness. 
There  I  still  baffle  him — ^tho  grave  shall  seal 
My  Ups  for  ever — mortal  shall  not  hear 
Montalba  say — "forgive  /  "  [Jle  dies. 


Scene  VI. — Another  part  of  the  Field. 

Progida,  Quido,  and  other  Sicilians. 

Pro.  The  day  is  ours ;  but  he,  the  braveunknown, 
Who  tum'd  the  tide  of  battle — ^he  whose  path 
Was  victory — ^who  hath  seen  him  1 

Alberti  is  brought  in  wounded  and  fettered. 

Alb.  Procida ! 

Pro.  Be  silent,  traitor  1  Bear  him  from  my  sigh^ 
Unto  your  deepest  dungeons. 

Alb,  In  the  grave 
A  nearer  home  awaits  me.    Yet  one  word 
Ere  my  voice  fiiil — ^thy  son 

Pro.  Speak,  speak  ! 

Alb.  Thy  son 
Knows  not  a  thought  of  guilt    That  trait'rous  plot 
Was  mine  alone.  [He  is  led  away. 

Pro.  Attest  it>  earth  and  heaven  t 
My  son  is  guiltless  I    Hear  it,  Sicily  I 
The  blood  of  Procida  is  noble  still  t 
My  son  t   He  lives,  he  lives  !   His  voice  shall  speak 
Forgiveness  to  his  sire  I    His  name  shall  cast 
Its  brightness  o'er  my  soul  f 

Gut.  0  day  of  joy  ! 
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The  brother  of  my  heart  is  worthy  still 
The  lofty  name  he  bean  1 

Kjbiselm.0  enUn, 

Pro,  Ansel  mo,  welcome ! 
In  a  glad  hour  we  meet;  for  know,  my  son 
Is  guiltless. 

Am,  And  victorious !    By  his  arm 
All  hath  been  rescued. 

Pro.  How ! — the  unknown 

Ant.  Was  he! 
Thy  noble  Raimond ! — by  Yittoria's  hand 
Freed  ficom  his  bondage,  in  that  awful  hour 
When  all  was  flight  and  terror. 

Pro.  Now  my  cup 
Of  joy  too  brightly  mantles !    Let  me  press 
My  warrior  to  a  father's  heart — and  die ; 
For  life  hath  naught  beyond.   Why  comes  he  not? 
Anselmo,  lead  mo  to  my  valiant  boy ! 

AnM.  Temper  this  proud  delight. 

Pro,  What  means  that  look  1 
Hehathnot&lleni 

iltu.  He  lives. 

Pro,  Away, away! 
Bid  the  wide  city  with  triumphal  pomp 
Prepare  to  greet  her  victor.    Let  this  hour 
Atone  for  all  his  wrongs !  [ExemU, 


Scene  VIL — Garden  of  a  Convent. 
Radcoxd  u  led  in  vounded,  leaning  on  Attendants. 

JUUm.  Bear  me  to  no  dull  couch,  but  let  me  die 
In  the  bright  face  of  nature  !    Lift  my  helm. 
That  I  may  look  on  heaven. 

Itt  Att.  {to  2d  AttendmU.)  Lay  him  to  rest 
On  this  green  sunny  bonk,  and  I  will  call 
Some  holy  sister  to  his  aid;  but  thou 
Return  imto  the  field,  for  high-bom  men 
There  need  the  peasants  aid.    [ExU  2d  A  ttendant. 

{To  Raim.)  Here  gentle  hands 

Shall  tend  thee,  warrior;  for,  in  these  retreats, 
They  dwell,  whose  vows  devote  them  to  the  care 
Of  all  that  sufiiar.   May'st  thou  live  to  bless  them ! 

[ExU  Itt  AUendant. 

JUdm,  Thus  have  I  wish'd  to  die !      'Twas  a 
proud  strife  1 
My  fiither  blees*d  th'  unknown  who  rescued  him, 
(Blessed  him,  alae^  because  unknown !)  and  Quido, 
Beside  him  bravely  atmggling,  call'd  aloud, 
"  Noble  Sicilian,  on  !"    Oh  !  had  they  deem'd 
Twas  I  who  led  that  rescue,  they  had  spum'd 
Mine  aid,  though  'twas  deliverance ;  and  their  looks 
Had  fidlen  like  blights  upon  me.    There  is  one, 
Whose  eye  ne*er  tum*d  on  mine  but  its  blue  light 


Grew  softer,  trembling  through  the  dewy  mist 
Baised  by  deep  tenderness  !    Oh,  mi^t  the  soul. 
Set  in  that  eye,  shine  on  me  ere  I  perish  I 
— Is't  not  her  voice  1 

CoKSTANCE  enters  speaking  to  a  Nun,  tcho  tuns 
into  another  path. 

Con,  Oh,  happy  they,  kind  sister ! 
Wbom  thus  ye  tend ;  for  it  is  theirs  to  fiiU 
Withbravemenside  by  side,  when  the  rousedheart 
Boats  proudly  to  the  last !    There  are  high  aoob 
Whose  hope  was  such  a  death,  and  'tis  denied ! 

[She  approaehes  RkmosB, 

Young  warrior,  is  there  aught Thou  here,  my 

Baimond! 
Thou  here — and  thus  !    Oh  !  is  this  joy  or  woe  ? 

Eaim.  Joy,  bo  it  joy!  my  own,  my  blessed  love  I 
Ken  on  the  grave's  dim  vei^e.     Yes  !  it  if  joy  ! 
My  Constance !  victors  have  been  crown'd  ere  now. 
With  the  green  ghiiiing  laurel,  when  their  brows 
Wore  death's  own  impress — and  it  may  be  thus 
E'en  yet,  with  me !    They  freed  me,  when  the  foe 
Had  half  prevail'd,  and  I  have  proudly  eam'd. 
With  my  heart's  dearest  blood,  the  meed  to  die 
Within  thine  arms. 

Con.  Oh !  speak  not  thxis — ^to  die  ! 
These  wounds  may  yet  be  dosed. 

[She  attempts  to  bind  his  woustds. 
Look  on  me,  love  ! 
Why,  there  is  more  than  life  in  thy  glad  mien — 
'Tis  full  of  hope  !  and  from  thy  kindled  eye 
Breaks  e'en  unwonted  light,  whose  ardent  ray 
Seems  bom  to  be  immortal ! 

Raim.  'Tis  e'en  so  ! 
The  parting  soul  doth  gather  all  her  fires 
Around  her;  all  her  glorious  hopes,  and  dreams* 
And  burning  aspirations,  to  illume 
The  shadowy  dimness  of  the  untrodden  path 
Which  lies  before  her ;  and  encircled  thu% 
Awhile  she  sits  in  dying  eyes,  and  thenoe 
Sends  forth  her  bright  fcurewelL    Thy  gentle  cares 
Are  vain,  and  yet  I  bless  them. 

Con.  Say  not  vain ; 
The  dying  look  not  thus.    We  shall  not  part! 

Raim.  I  have  seen  death  ere  now,  and  known 
him  wear 
Full  many  a  changeful  aspect 

Con.  Oh  !  but  none 
Radiant  as  thine,  my  warrior !    Thou  wilt  live ! 
Look  round  thee  !  all  is  sunshine.    Is  not  this 
A  smiling  world  1 

Raim,  Ay,  gentlest  love  !  a  world 
Of  joyous  beauty  and  magnificence. 
Almost  too  fiedr  to  leave  !    Yet  must  we  tame 
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Oar  ttrdent  hearts  to  this  !    Oh,  weep  thou  not ! 
There  is  no  home  for  liberty,  or  love, 
Beneath  these  festal  skies  !    Bo  not  deceived ; 
My  way  lies  &r  beyond  !    I  shall  be  soon 
That  Tiewless  thing,  which,  with  its  mortal  weeds 
Cbfiting  off  meaner  passions,  yet,  we  trust. 
Forgets  not  how  to  love  ! 

Cv%.  And  must  this  be  \ 
Heaven,  thou  art  merciful ! — Oh  !  bid  our  souls 
Dqpart  together ! 

BaAtK,  Ck>nstance  I  there  is  strength 
Within  thy  gentle  heart,  which  hath  been  proved 
N0U7,  for  me :  arouse  it  once  again  ! 
Thy  grief  iinmans  me — and  I  &ln  would  meet 
That  which  approaches,  as  a  brave  man  yields 
lUfch  proud  submission  to  a  mightier  foe. 
—It  is  upon  me  now ! 

Om,  I  will  be  calm. 
Lei  thy  head  rest  upon  my  bosom,  Raimond, 
And  I  will  so  suppress  its  quick  deep  sobs, 
Thej  shall  but  rock  thee  to  thy  rest    There  is 
A  world  (ay,  lei  us  soek  it !)  where  no  blight 
FSaUa  on  the  beautiful  rose  of  youth,  and  there 
I  ihall  be  with  thee  soon  ! 

Pbogida  isnd  AsrsELMO  tnttr.    Procida^  on  seeing 
Raimond,  starts  back. 


Lift  up  thy  head, 
BrftTe  youth,  exultingly  I  for  lo  !  thine  hour 
Of  glory  comes  1    Oh  !  doth  it  come  too  late  1 
E'en  now  the  fidse  Alberti  hath  confess'd 
That  guilty  plot,  for  which  thy  life  was  doom*d 
To  be  th'  atonement 

JZoiai.  Tis  enough  1    Rejoice, 
Rijoicey  my  Constance  !  for  I  leave  a  name 
O'er  whidi  thou  may'st  weep  proudly  ! 

[He  Minks  bach. 
To  thy  breast 
Fold  me  yet  closer,  for  an  icy  dart 
Hath  tooch'd  my  veins. 

Otm,  And  must  thou  leave  me,  Raimond  ? 
Aha!  thine  eye  grows  dim — ^its  wandering  glance 
li  fbn  of  dreams. 

JUmwL  Haste,  haste,  and  tell  my  father 
I WM  no  trmitor  1 

Pro.  {ruAimg forward.)  To  thy  fathers  heart 
Bctam,  foigiving  all  thy  wrongs — return  ! 
Speak  to  me^  Raimond  ! — thou  wert  ever  kind. 
And  bfETe,  and  gentle  1    Say  that  all  the  past 
Shall  be  toigiyen  !  That  word  finom  none  but  thee 
My  Ispa  eTer  aak'd. — Speak  to  me  once,  my  boy. 
My  prides  mj  hope  !    And  it  is  with  thee  thus  1 
Look  on  me  jet  I — Oh  1  must  this  woe  be  bomel 
Off  with  thiBweightof  chains !  itisnotmeet 


For 


a  crown*d  conqueror  ! — Hai'k  !  the  trumpet's 
voice  ! 


[A  sound  of  triumphant  music  is  heard  gra- 
dually approaching. 

Is't  not  a  thrilling  call  ?    What  drowsy  spell 
Benumbs  me  thus  ? — Hence  1  I  am  free  again  ! 
Now  swell  your  festal  strains — the  field  is  won  1 
Sing  to  me  glorious  dreams.  [He  dies, 

Ans.  The  strife  is  past ; 
There  fled  a  noble  spirit  ! 

Con.  Hush  1  he  sleeps — 
Disturb  him  not ! 

Ans,  Alas  !  this  is  no  sleep 
From  which  the  eye  doth  radiantly  unclose  : 
Bow  down  thy  soul,  for  earthly  hope  is  o  cr  ! 

[The  music  continues  approaching.    QviDO 
enters  icith  Citizens  and  Soldiers. 

Gui,  The  shrines  are  deck'd,  the  festive  torches 
blaze — 
\Vhere  is  our  brave  deliverer  ?    We  are  come 
To  crown  Palermo's  victor  ! 

Ans.  Ye  come  too  late. 
The  voice  of  human  praise  doth  send  no  echo 
Into  the  world  of  spirits.  [The  music  ceases. 

Pro.  (after  apauMe.)  Is  this  dust 
I  look  on — Raimond  1  *Tis  but  a  sleep  ! — a  smile 
On  his  pale  cheek  sits  proudly.    Raimond,  wake ! 
Oh,  Qod  I  and  this  was  his  trimnphant  day  I 
My  son,  my  injured  son  I 

Con.  (starting.)  Art  thou  his  &ther  !  [eye, 

I  know  thee  now. — Hence  !  with  thy  dark  stem 
Andthy  cold  heart !  Thoucanst  notwakohimnow ! 
Away  !  he  will  not  answer  but  to  me — 
For  none  like  me  hath  loved  him  !    He  is  mine  ! 
Ye  shall  not  rend  him  from  me. 

Pro.  Oh  I  he  knew  [more  ! 

Thy  love,  poor  maid  !    Shrink  from  me  now  no 
He  knew  thy  heart — ^but  who  shall  tell  him  now 
The  depth,  th*  intenseness,  and  the  agony. 
Of  my  suppressed  affection  7    I  have  leam'd 
All  his  high  worth  in  time  to  deck  his  grave. 
Is  there  not  power  in  the  strong  spirit's  woe 
To  force  an  answer  from  the  viewless  world 
Of  the  departed  1    Raimond  ! — speak  I — foigive  I 
Raimond !  my  victor,  my  deliverer  !  hear  ! 
— ^Why,  what  a  worid  is  this  1    Truth  ever  bursts 
On  the  dark  soul  too  late  :  and  glory  crowns 
Th'  unconscious  dead.    There  comes  an  hour  to 

break 
The  mightiest  hearts  ! — My  son  I  my  son  I  is  this 
A  day  of  triumph  !    Ay,  for  thee  alone  ! 

[He  throws  himself  upon  the  body  o/RADCOifD. 

Curtain  falls. 
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AWKOtATlons  OX  TUB  **  TKSPmS  OF  PALSUIO. 

*'  The  Vnperg  of  PdUrmo  was  the  earliest  of  the  dramatic 
productions  of  oor  author.  Tba  period  la  which  tho  scene  is 
laid,  b  sufficiently  Icnown  from  the  title  of  tho  pi«y.  The 
whole  is  full  of  life  and  action.  The  same  higli  strain  of  moral 
proprie^  marks  this  piece  as  all  others  of  her  writings.  The 
hero  is  an  enthusiast  for  glory,  for  liberty,  and  for  rirtoe : 
and  on  his  courage,  his  forbearance,  the  integrity  of  his  loTe, 
making  the  firmness  of  his  patriotism  appear  donbtfUi,  rests 
the  interest  of  the  plot  Itli  worthy  of  remark,  that  aom*  of 
its  best  parts  have  already  found  their  way  into  aa  eaiceUent 
■election  of  jrfeces  for  schools,  and  thus  oootribata  to  give 
leesons  of  morality  to  those  who  are  moet  susceptible  of  the 
interest  of  tragedy. 

**  It  may  not  be  so  generally  ranambered,  that  the  same 
historical  event  was  made  the  subjact  ot  a  French  tragedy, 
about  the  same  time  that  the  Bnglish  one  was  written,  and 
by  a  poet  now  of  great  popularity  in  Franca.  We  hesitate 
not  to  give  the  preforence  to  Mrs  Hemans,  for  invention  and 
interest,  accurate  delineation  of  character,  and  adherence  to 
probability.  Both  the  tragedies  are  written  in  a  style  of 
finished  elegance.**— FKorsaaon  Noktox  in  North  American 
Review,  1827. 


It  was  in  1821,  as  mentioned  in  the  preCstory  note,  that 
Mrs  Hemans  oomposed  The  Vetpen  ^Paierwio,  and  that  the 
MS.  was  handed  over  to  the  Managing  Committee  of  Covent 
Garden.  Two  years  dapsed  before  her  doubts  regarding  its 
(ate  were  removed,  and  the  result  was  as  foOows.  In  giving 
it  here,  let  the  reader  remember,  meanwhile,  that  we  are 
carried  forward,  to  the  qiace  of  tfant  meatkmed,  beyond  the 
pale  of  our  literary  chronology : — 

**  After  innumerable  delays,  uncertainties,  and  anxieUes," 
writes  her  sister,  "  the  fiste  of  the  tragedy,  so  long  in  abeyance, 
was  now  drawing  to  a  crisis.  Every  thing  connected  with  its  ap- 
proaching representation  was  calculated  to  raise  the  highest 
hopes  of  success.  *  All  is  goingon.*  writes  Mrs  Hemanson  the 
S7th  November,  *  as  well  as  I  could  possibly  desire.  Only  a 
short  time  will  yet  elapee  before  the  ordeal  is  over.  I  received 
a  message  yesterday  from  Mr  KemUe,  informing  me  of  the 
unanimous  opinion  of  the  green  room  conclave  in  favour  of 
the  piece,  and  exhorting  me  to  '*  be  of  good  courage.** 
Murray  has  given  me  two  hundred  guineas  for  the  copyr^t 
of  the  '*  tragedy,  drama,  poem,  composition,  or  hook,**  as  it 
is  called  in  the  articles  which  I  signed  yesto^y.  The  ma- 
nagers made  exceptions  to  the  name  of  Procida — why  or  where- 
fore I  know  not ;  and  out  of  several  others  whidi  I  proposed  to 
them,  Th§  Ve$ftn  efFakrmo  has  been  iaaBy  ehoeao.* 

**  Under  theee  apparently  favourable  auspices,  the  piece 
was  produced  at  Covent  Garden  on  the  night  of  December 
12, 1823,  the  principal  characten  being  taken  Iqr  Mr  Young, 
Mr  C.  Kemble,  Mr  Tates,  Mrs  Bartley,  and  Miss  F.  H.  Kelly. 
Two  days  had  to  elapaa  before  the  news  of  tta  reoeptioB  oonU 
reach  St  Asaph.  Not  only  Mrs  Heraaas^  own  fomily,  but 
all  her  more  famnediate  friends  and  neighbonrs,  were  wrought 
up  to  a  pitdi  of  intense  expectation.  Various  newqiapen 
were  ordered  expressty  for  the  occasfon,  and  the  post-oAce 
was  besieged  at  twelve  o'cfock  at  night,  by  some  of  the  more 
xealous  of  her  friends,  eager  to  be  the  flnt  tenhla  of  the 
triumph  so  nndoubtingly  antidpaled.  The  boys  had  worked 
themselves  up  into  an  uncontrollable  state  of  exciteoient,  and 
were  an  lying  awake  *  to  hear  about  mammals  play  ;*  and 
periiape  her  bitterest  moment  of  mortlfleatkm  wns,  when  she 
went  up  to  their  bedsides,  whkh  she  nerved  hersdtf  to  doafanost 
tmmediatety,  to  announce  that  all  their  bright  vWons  were 


dashed  to  the  ground,  and  that  the  performaoee  hnd  ended 
hi  all  but  a  fruhne.  The  reports  in  the  newspapars  were 
strangdy  contradictory,  and,  in  some  instances,  exeeedingty 
illiberal :  but  all  which  were  written  in  anything  Uke  an  un- 
biassed tone,  concurred  entirely  with  the  private  aeeounts, 
not  merety  of  partial  friends,  but  of  perfoetly  niipuJiidltal 
observers,  in  attributing  this  most  unexpected  nsnit  to  the 
inefficiency  of  the  actress  who  personated  Constance,  and 
who  absolutely  seemed  to  be  under  the  infloanoe  of  wank 
infotmting  spdl,  calling  down  hiaw,  and  even  taoglrtv,  on 
seenes  the  most  pathetic  and  aflbeting,  and,  to  crown  al, 
dftng  gratmtimAy  at  the  ckiee  of  the  pieosb  Thn  netiag  of 
Young  and  Kemble  in  the  two  Proddi,  was  univcrHQy  pro- 
nounced to  have  been  beyond  all  praise,  and  their  sustained 
exertions  showed  a  determination  to  do  all  possHde  Jnsliee  to 
the  author.  It  was  admitted  that,  at  the  foB  of  the  < 
appbnse  decidedly  predominated :  stiU  the  narin  «f 
probation  were  too  strong  to  be  disregarded  by  i 
who  fanmediatdy  decided  upon  withdrawing  the  piece,  tB 
another  actress  should  have  fitted  hersdf  to  nndcrtaka  the 
part  of  Constance,  when  they  fully  resolved  to  repsodnee  It. 
Mrs  Hemans  herself  was  very  Car  from  wishing  ttmt  thla  flrash 
experiment  should  be  made.  *  Mr  Kemble,*  writaaahe  to  a 
friend,  *  will  not  hear  of  I^  Feipery  being  driven  off  thai 
It  is  to  be  reproduced  as  soon  as  Miss  Foote,  who  is  now  \ 
wen,  shan  be  sufficiently  recovered  to  learn  her  part;  bat 
I  cannot  teO  you  how  I  shrink,  after  the  fiery  ordeal  ttuwngh 
whUh  I  have  paseed,  fh>m  such  another  triaL  Mr 
attributes  the  foihue,  without  the  slightest  hesitatioa,  to 
be  delicately  calls  *'  a  singularity  of  intonation  in  one  of  tt« 
actrssses.'*  I  have  also  heard  from  Mr  Mitaaaa,  Mr  J.  T. 
Coleridge,  and  several  others,  with  whom  there  is  bat 
opinion  as  to  the  cause  of  the  disaster.* 

*'  Few  would,  perhaps,  have  borne  so  onerpected  a \ 
with  feelings  so  completely  untinged  with  bitlemese,  or  with 
greater  readiness  to  turn  for  consolation  to  the  kindnew  and 
sympathy  which  poured  in  upon  her  from  evnry  sida.  It 
would  be  dohig  her  injustice  to  withhold  her  letter  to  Mr 
Milman,  written  in  the  first  moments  of  disi^poinlBMnL 


'Bron«jUh,X>M.l«, 

**  *  My  dkar  Sir,— It  is  difficult  to  part  with  the  hopes  of 
three  years,  without  some  painfhl  feelings ;  hot 
letter  has  been  of  more  service  to  me  than  I  caa 
describe.  I  wiU  not  say  that  it  revives  my  hopes  of 
because  I  think  it  better  that  I  should  fix  my  mind  to  pre- 
vent thoee  hopes  from  gaining  any  ascendency ;  but  it  sets  ia 
so  dear  a  light  the  causes  of  fsQure,  that  ipy 
has  been  greatly  softened  by  its  perusal.  The  many 
fivm  whom  I  have  heard  on  thia  occasioa,  exprma  ha*  one 
opinkm.  As  to  Miss  Kelly's  acting,  and  its  listal  eSset  en 
the  fortunes  of  the  piece,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it ' 
be  impoesible  to  cminteract  the  unfisvourable  1 
thb  must  have  produced,  and  I  almost  wish,  aa  ftf  aai 
to  my  own  private  feelings,  that  the  attoaupt  n^y  ■•!  ht 
made.  I  shaU  not,  however,  InteHera  in  aay  w^r  «■  tt» 
subject.  I  have  not  heard  from  Mr  Kemble ;  bat  I  hasa 
written  both  to  him  and  to  3tlr  Young,  to  express  vy  j 
fill  sense  of  th«ir  splendid  exertions  In  snj^Mrt  of  the 
As  a  female,  I  cannot  help  fieeling  rather  deptesHl  hgr  At 
extreme  severity  with  which  I  have  been  treated  la  thaaon* 
ing  papers.  I  know  not  why  this  shoukl  be,  for  I  aM  wmm 
I  shoukl  not  have  attached  the  slightest  vahie  to  thetrpeaiia; 
but  I  snppooe  It  is  onty  a  proper  chastisement  for  my  lHa»> 
rity— for  a  female  who  shrinks  from  such  thtegs  haa  e««atad|y 
no  business  to  write  tragedies^ 
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**  *  For  jour  WKiort  and  MusUnoe,  as  well  as  that  of  my 
ether  friends,  I  cannot  be  too  grateful ;  nor  can  I  erer  consider 
any  transaction  of  my  life  unfortunate,  which  has  giren  me 
the  priTllege  of  calling  you  a  fHend,  and  afforded  me  the 
teeoBectton  of  so  much  long-tried  kindness.— Ever  believe 
me,  my  dear  sir,  most  &ithfuUy,  your  obliged 

'*  *  F.  HcMAirs.' 
**Notwithstanding  the  determination  of  tlie  managers  sgain 
lo  bring  fivward  The  Vefpers,  a  sort  of  Cstality  seemed  to 
attend  vpoo  it,  and  some  f^esh  obstacle  was  eontinoaOy  arising 
to  prevent  the  IncUses  Constance  from  obtainbig  an  eflSdent 
lepnsentative  on  the  London  stage.  Under  these  drcum- 
Ifr  Kffonble  at  length  confessed  that  he  could  not 
id  the  reproduction  of  the  piece ;  and  Ikirs  Hemans 
in  the  decision,  with  feelings  which  partook  rather 
ef  nlitf  than  of  diiappointment.  She  never  ceased  to  speak 
la  tiia  waiuiest  tenns  of  Mr  Kemble's  liberal  and  gentlemanly 
eoodact,  both  before  and  alter  the  appearance  of  the  piece,  and 
cf  Ue  florpasslng  exertions  at  the  time  of  its  representation. 
*'  It  WM  with  no  small  degree  of  surprise  that,  in  the 
of  the  foIk>wing  February,  she  learned,  through  the 
of  a  letter  firom  Mrs  Joanna  Baillie,^  that  the 
was  shortly  to  be  r^nesented  at  the  Edinburgh  theatre 
Heoiy  SIddons  undertaking  the  part  of  Constance. 
Tfaa  play  was  brought  out  on  the  6th  of  April,  and  the  fol- 
towfng  partieubis  of  its  reception,  transmitted  by  one  of  the 
friends  who  had  been  instrumental  in  this  arrange- 
,  will  prove  how  well  their  kindly  intentions  were  fulfilled : 
*  Hie  tragedy  went  off'  in  a  style  which  exceeded  our  most 
expectations,  and  was  announced  for  repetition  on 
r,  amidst  thunders  of  applause.  The  acton  seem 
to  hava  done  vrondov,  and  every  one  appeared  to  strain  every 
aervw.  ae  if  all  depended  on  his  own  exertions.  Vandenhoff' 
waa  tfaa  elder,  and  Gaksraft  the  yoiuiger  Prodda.  The  first 
between  father  and  son,  was  acted  by  them  to 
I,  that  one  of  the  most  hearty  and  unanimous 
followed  that  ever  was  heard. 


Ml*  Bmbhm  kid  never  tb*  advaotag*  of  being  pcnonally 

!•  tfeii  giflML  end  esesBnii  ladj,  the  oeottrional  InlardiBaffe  of 

Ihia  tiBM  amvmrd,  wu  kepi  ap  tMtwMO  than,  wu 

of  the  noit  valuAbl*  piiTilegM  iIm  pooMied.    It  wm 

to  feir  «Imd  ite  «o«Id  l»f«  ths  dMHMlv,  •■  w«U  M 

I,  «r  a  fliMmtod  Mthor ;  aod  new,  Mielr,  was  thue 

flMed  to  can  t>rtli  th*  wUUog  tilbato  of  vencratkni, 

pomaa  and  tht  pottoM.    Inonoof  berkitontoMn 

Mn  B«Bau  tkat  apologlMd  for  Indulging  In  a  •traia  of  «gotim, 


•*  •  Every  reappearance  of  the  gentle  Constance  won  the 
spectators  more  and  more.  Tlie  scene  in  the  Judgment-hall 
carried  off'  the  audience  into  perfect  illusion,  and  handker- 
chiefs vrere  out  in  every  quarter.  Mrs  Siddons's  searching 
the  fiuses  of  the  Judges,  vrtiich  die  did  in  a  wild  manner,  as  if 
to  find  Rahnond's  father  was  to  save  him,  was  perfiect. 
She  flew  round  the  circle — went,  as  if  distracted,  doee  up  to 
Judge  after  Judge — paused  before  Procida,  and  fell  prostrate 
at  his  feet  The  efTect  was  magical,  and  was  manifested  by 
three  repeated  bursts  of  applause.* 

**  A  neatly  turned  and  witty  epilogue,  surmised,  though 
not  declared,  to  be  the  production  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  was 
recited  by  Mrs  n.  Siddons.  When  deference  to  VkfemdU  was 
there  laid  claim  to,  loud  bursts  of  applause  ensued ;  but  when 
fifeneroeity  to  a  ttrangfr  was  bespoken,  the  house  absolutely 
rang  with  huxzas." 

'"I  knew  how  much  you  would  rejoice,'  wrote  Mrs 
Hemans  to  a  warm-hearted  friend,  *  in  the  issue  of  my  Edin- 
burgh trial ;  it  has,  indeed,  been  most  gratifying,  and  I  think, 
amongst  the  pleasantest  of  its  results  I  may  reckon  a  letter 
from  Sir  Walter  Scott,  of  whieli  it  has  put  me  in  poseeiiion. 
I  had  written  to  thank  him  for  the  kindness  be  had  shown 
with  regard  to  the  play,  and  hardly  expected  an  answer ;  but 
it  came,  and  you  would  be  delighted  with  its  frank  and  un- 
ofTected  kindliness,  lie  acknowledges  the  epilogue, "  stuffed," 
as  he  says  it  was,  **  with  parish  Joke*,  and  bad  puns ;  **  and 
courteously  says,  that  his  country  folks  have  done  more  credit 
to  themselves  than  to  me,  by  their  reception  of  The  Vetpere,* 

'*  To  another  uncompromising  champion  she  wrote : — *  I 
must  beg  you  will  '*  bear  our  faculties  meekly :  **  you  really 
seem  to  be  rather  in  an  intoxicated  state ;  and  if  we  indulge 
ourselves  in  this  way,  I  am  afraid  we  shall  have  something  to 
sober  us.  I  dare  say  I  must  expect  some  sharp  critidsro  from 
Edinburgh  we  all  this  is  oveu  but  any  thing  whkJi  deserves 
the  name  of  criticism  I  can  Str.  I  believe  I  could  point  out 
more  fSsolts  in  The  Vespcn  mysdf  than  any  one  has  done 
yef  "— Jf«io*r,  pp.  6U-7C 

which  th*  nature  of  their  ar<)iiaintanee  might  eoareely  eeem  to  Jattliy. 
— '*  The  kindly  warmth  of  heart  whtdi  Mcmi  to  breathe  ot«r  all  yoar 
wrltlngt,  and  the  power  of  early  aaneiatlon  over  mjr  mind,  make  mo 
feel,  whenever  I  addreea  yoo,  ae  If  I  were  writing  to  a  Mend.** 

It  woold  have  been  very  dear  to  her  eoald  the  hoTo  fcreeeen  how 
gradontlythafklndly  warmth  of  heart  "  woald  be  extended  to  tboee 
of  her  children,  who  are  more  fortunate  than  henelf,  in  ei^oying  the 
perMoal  taitereonne  ehe  woakl  hare  prlnd  eo  highly. 
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■othemMKlBftHha  him."— Hi 

Is  a  Fftoet  and  a  gnat  man  Idlaa  tMs  day 


wizning  aoiud  I    Th^  funeral  bell, 
StartUng  the  cities  of  the  iale  onoe  morv 
With  meMorad  tones  of  melancholy  swell, 
Stsikes  on  th'  Awaken'd  heart  from  shore  to 
shoiv. 
lb  tX  nhoM  oonung  monsrchs  sink  to  dnst^ 
ne  chttBibvi  of  our  palaces  hath  trod; 


And  the  long-suffering  spirit  of  the  just. 

Pure  from  its  ruins,  hath  retum'd  to  Qod  ! 
Yet  may  not  England  o'er  her  father  weep  : 
Thoughts  to  her  bosom  crowd,  too  many,  and  too 
deep. 

Vain  voice  of  Reason,  hush  ! — they  yet  must  flow. 

The  unrestrain'd,  inyoluntory  tears ; 
A  thousand  feelings  sanctify  the  woo, 

Roused  by  the  glorious  shades  of  vanished  yearsL 
Tell  us  no  more  'tis  not  the  time  for  grief, 

Now  that  the  exile  of  the  soul  is  past. 
And  Death,  blest  messenger  of  heaven's  relief, 

Hath  borne  the  wanderer  to  his  rest  at  Inst ; 
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For  him,  eternity  hath  tenfold  day :  [way. 

We  feel,  we  know,  'tis  thus — ^yet  nature  will  have 

What  though  amidst  us,  like  a  blasted  oak. 

Saddening  the  scene  where  once  it  nobly  reign'd, 
A  dread  memorial  of  the  lightning  stroke, 

Stamp'd  with  its  fiery  record,  he  remain'd; 
Around  that  shattered  tree  still  fondly  dimg 

Th*  imdying  tendrils  of  our  love,  which  drew 
Fresh  nurture  from  itb  deep  decay,  and  sprung 

Luxuriant  thence,  to  Glory's  ruin  true ; 
While  England  hung  her  trophies  on  the  stem. 
That  desolately  stood,  unconscious  e'en  of  them. 

Of  tktm,  unconscious  !    Oh,  mysterious  doom  ! 

Who  shall  imfold  the  counsels  of  the  skies  1 
His  was  the  v<Hoe  which  roused,  as  from  the  tomb. 

The  realm's  high  soul  to  loftiest  energies  ! 
His  was  the  spirit  o'er  the  isles  which  threw 

The  mantle  of  its  fortitude ;  and  wrought 
In  every  bosom*  powerful  to  renew 

£ach  dying  spark  of  pure  and  generous  thought ; 
The  star  of  tempests  !  beaming  on  the  mast>^ 
The  seaman's  torch  of  Hope,  midst  perils  deepen- 
ing fasL 

Then  fromth'  unslumb^ring  influence  of  his  worth, 

Strength,  as  of  inspir^^n,  fill'd  the  land ; 
A  young  but  quenchless  flkme  went  brightly  forth. 

Kindled  by  him — who  saw  it  not  expand  ! 
Such  was  the  will  of  heaven.     The  gifted  seer. 

Who  with  his  God  had  communed,  face  to  fiicc. 
And  from  the  house  of  bondage  and  of  fear. 

In  £uth  victorious,  led  the  Chosen  Kace ; 
He  through  the  desert  and  the  waste  their  guide. 
Saw  dimly  from  afar  the  promised  land — and  died. 

0  fiill  of  days  and  virtues  !  on  thy  head 
Centred  the  woes  of  many  a  bitter  lot ; 
Fathers  have  sorrowed  o'er  their  beauteous  dead. 
Eyes,  quench'd  in  night,  the  sunbeam  have  for- 
got; 
Idinds  have  striven  buoyantly  with  evil  years, 
And  sunk  beneath  their  gathering  weight  at 
length; 
But  Pain  for  thee  had  fill'd  a  cup  of  tears, 
Where  every  anguish  mingled  all  its  strength ; 
By  thy  lost  child  we  saw  thee  weeping  stand, 
And  shadows  deep  around  fell  from  th'  Eternal's 
hand. 


>  The  guttering  meteor,  like  a  star,  which  often 
about  a  ifaip  daring  tempeeU ;  if  leea  upon  the 
k  oonsiderail  by  the  mOon  u  u  omen  of  good 
Bee  Dampikk's  Yafoga. 


appeen 


Then  came  the  noon  of  glory,  which  thy  dreami 

Perchance  of  yore  had  faintly  prophesied ; 
But  what  to  ihu  the  splendour  of  its  beams ) 

The  ice-rock  glows   not  midst  the  summei 
pride  f 
Nations  leap'd  up  to  joy — as  streams  that  burst 

At  the  warm  touch  of  spring,  their  frt>zcn  chai 
And  o'er  the  plains,  whose  verdure  once  thy  nurae 

Boll  in  exulting  melody  again ; 
And  bright  o'er  earth  the  long  nujestic  line 
Of  England's  triumphs  swept,  to  rouse  all  heai 
— ^but  thine. 

Oh !  what  a  dazzling  vision,  by  the  veil 

That  o'er  thy  spirit  hung,  was  shut  fit>m  the 
When  sceptred  chieftains  throng'd  with  palms 
hail 

The  crowning  isle,  th'  anointed  of  the  sea ! 
Within  thy  palaces  the  lords  of  earth 

Met  to  rejoice — ^rich  pageants  glittcr'd  by. 
And  stately  revels  imaged,  in  their  mirth. 

The  old  magnificence  of  chivalry. 
They  reach'd  not  thee — amidst  them,  yet  alone 
Stillness  and  gloom  begirt  one  dim  and  shadoi 
throne. 

Yet  there  was  mercy  still !    If  joy  no  more 

Within  that  blasted  circle  might  intrude. 
Earth  had  no  grief,  whose  footstep  might  pass  o' 

The  silent  limits  of  its  soUtude  ! 
If  all  unheard  the  bridal  song  awoke 

Our  hearts'  full  echoes,  as  it  swell'd  on  high 
Alike  unheard  the  sudden  dirge,  that  broke 

On  the  glad  strain,  with  dread  solemnity ! 
If  the  land's  rose  unheeded  wore  its  bloom. 
Alike  imfelt  the  storm  that  swept  it  to  the  torn 

And  she  who,  tried  through  all  the  stormy  past 

Severely,  deeply  proved,  in  many  an  hour — 
Watch'd  o  er  thee,  firm  and  faithful  to  the  last, 

Sustain'd,  inspired,  by  strong  affection's  powe 
If  to  thy  soul  her  voice  no  music  bore — 

If  thy  closed  eye  and  wandering  spirit  cao^l 
No  light  from  looks,  that  fondly  would  explore 

Thy  mien,  for  traces  of  responsive  thought ; 
Oh  !  thou  wert  spared  the  pang,  that  would  ha^ 

thriU'd 
Thine  inmost  heart,  when  death  that  anxio) 
bosom  still'd. 

Thy  loved  ones  fell  around  thee.  Manhood's  prim 
Youth  with  its  glory — ^in  its  fulness,  age — 

All,  at  the  gates  of  their  eternal  dime 
Lay  down,  and  closed  their  mortal  pilgrimag 
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The  Imd  wore  aaheB  for  ite  periah'd  flowen» 
The  graTe's  imperial  harvest  Thoa  meonwhilp 

Didst  i#alk  unconscious  through  thy  royal  towersi 
^nie  one  that  wept  not  in  the  tearful  isle ! 

As  a  tired  wairior,  on  his  hatUe-plain, 

Bkvathes  deep  in  dreams  amidst  the  mourners 
and  the  slain. 

And  who  can  teU  what  visions  might  be  thine  1 
\      The  stream  of  thought,  though  broken,  still 
I  was  pure! 

fltin  o'er  that  wave  the  stars  of  heaven  might  shine 
Where  earthly  image  would  no  more  endure  i 
Hkk^  many  a  step,  of  once  fiuniliar  sound, 

Gsme  as  a  stranger^s  o*er  thy  dosing  ear. 
And  Toioee  breathed  forgotten  tones  around, 

Which  that  paternal  heart  once  thrill*d  to  hear : 
The  mind  hath  senses  of  its  own,  and  powers 
To  people  boundless  worlds,  in  its  most  wander- 
ing hours. 

Kor  mi^t  the  phantoms  to  thy  spirit  known 

Be  dark  or  wild«  creations  of  remorse ; 
CnstMn'd  l^  thee,  the  blameless  past  had  thrown 

No  fearful  shadows  o'er  the  future's  oourse : 
For  thee  no  cloudy  from  memory's  dread  abyss, 

Sfjgfat  shape  such  forms  as  haunt  the  tyrant's 
^e; 
Andy  doaing  iq[>  each  avenue  of  bliss, 

Xnrmnr  their  summons,  to  "  despair  and  die  !" 
Ko !  e*en  though  joy  depart,  though  reason  ceaso. 
Stall  Tirtoe's  ruin'd  home  is  redolent  of  peace. 

Hmj  mig^  be  with  thee  still — ^the  loved,  the  tried, 
'      The  fiur,  the  lost — they  might  be  with  thee  still ! 
I  Move  eoftly  seen,  in  radiance  purified 
npom  each  dim  vapour  of  terrestrial  ill. 
Loag  after  earth  received  them,  and  the  note 

Of  the  last  requiem  o'er  their  dust  was  pour'd, 
As  peesing  aonbeams  o*er  thy  soul  might  float 
llioae  fbrms,  fh>m  us  withdrawn — ^to  thee  re- 
stored! 
fl^iiHfci  of  holinesB,  in  light  reveal'd. 
To  eommnne  with  a  mind  whose  source  of  tears 
■ealU 


( 


Oniie  they  with  tidings  fh>m  the  worlds  above, 

Tlioee  viewleas  regions  where  the  weary  rest  1 
Severed  firom  earth,  estranged  from  mortal  love. 

Was  thj  mysterious  converse  with  the  blest  1 
Or  ahmie  tiieir  visionaiy  presence  bright 

H^th  hitman  beauty  t— did  their  smiles  renew 
Ilioee  di^  of  sacred  and  serene  delight, 

WImd  ftdrat beings  in  thy  pathway  grew? 


Oh  !  heaven  hath  balm  for  every  wound  it  niakeSi 
Healing  the  broken  heart;  it  smites,  but  ne'er 
forsakes. 

These  may  be  fantasies — and  this  alone. 

Of  all  we  picture  in  our  dreams,  is  sure ; 
That  rest,  made  perfect,  is  at  length  thine  own, 

Best,  in  thy  Qod  inmiortally  secure  ! 
Enough  for  tranquil  faith ;  released  from  all  [brow. 

The  woes  that  graved  heaven's  lessons  on  thy 
No  cloud  to  dim,  no  fetter  to  enthrall, 

Hiq>ly  thine  eye  is  on  thy  people  now ; 
Whose  love  around  thee  still  its  offerings  shed. 
Though  vainly  sweet,  as  flowers,  griefs  tribute  to 
the  dead. 

But  if  th'  ascending,  disembodied  mind, 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  morning  to  the  skies, 
May  cast  one  glance  of  tenderness  behind  • 

On  scenes  once  hallow'd  by  its  mortal  ties. 
How  much  hast  tliou  to  gaze  on  !    All  that  lay 

By  the  dark  mantle  of  thy  soid  conceal'd — 
The  might,  the  majesty,  the  proud  array 

Of  Ehigland's  march  o'er  many  a  noble  field — 
All  spread  beneath  thee,  in  a  blaze  of  light. 
Shine  like  some  glorious  land  view'd   fh>m  on 
Alpine  height. 

Away,  presumptuous  thought !    Departed  saint ! 

To  thy  freed  vision  what  can  earth  display 
Of  pomp,  of  royalty,  that  is  not  faint. 

Seen  from  the  birth-place  of  celestial  day? 
Oh  !  pale  and  weak  the  sun's  reflected  rays. 

E'en  in  their  fervour  of  meridian  heat, 
To  him  who  in  the  sanctuary  may  gaze 

On  the  bright  cloud  that  fills  the  mercy-scat ! 
And  thou  may'st  view,  from  thy  divine  abode, 
The  dust  of  empires  flit  before  a  breath  of  God. 

And  yet  wo  mourn  thee  !    Yes,  thy  place  is  void 

Within  our  hearts!  there  veil'd  thine  image  dwelt. 
But  cherish'd  still ;  and  o'er  that  tie  destroy'd. 

Though  faith  rejoice,  fond  nature  still  must  melt 
Beneath  the  long-loved  sceptre  of  thy  sway. 

Thousands  were  bom,  who  now  in  dust  repose; 
And  many  a  head,  with  years  and  sorrows  gray, 

Wore  youth's  bright  tresses  when  thy  star  arose ; 
And  many  a  glorious  mind,  since  that  fSftir  dawn. 
Hath  fill'd  our  sphere  with  light,  now  to  its  source 
withdrawn. 

Earthquakes    have  rock'd   the  nations:   things 
revered, 
Th*  ancestral  fieibrics  of  the  world,  went  down 
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In  ruins,  from  whose  stones  Ambition  rear'd 
His  lonoly  pyramid  of  dread  renown. 

But  when  the  fires  that  long  had  slumbered,  pent 
Deep  in  men's  bosoms,  with  Yolcanic  force, 

Bursting  their  prison-house,  each  bulwai^  rent, 
And  swept  each  holy  barrier  from  their  oonise. 

Firm  and  unmoved,  amidst  that  lsva>flood, 

StUl,  by  thine  arm  upheld,  oar  ancient  landmarks 
stood. 

Be  they  eternal ! — be  thy  diildren  found 

Still  to  their  country's  altars  true  like  thee  ! 
And  while  "the  name  of  Briton  **  is  a  sound 

Of  sallying  music  to  the  brave  and  free. 
With  the  high  feelings  at  the  word  which  swell. 

To  make  the  breast  a  shrine  for  Freedom's  flame, 
Be  mingled  thoughts  of  him  who  loved  so  well, 

Who  left  so  pure,  its  heritage  of  fame  I 
Let  earth  with  trophiesguard  the  conqueror's  dust. 
Heaven  in  our  souls  embalms  the  memory  of  the 
just 

All  else  shall  pass  away  ! — the  thrones  of  kings, 

The  very  traces  of  their  Umht  depart ; 
But  number  not  with  perishable  things 

The  holy  records  Virtue  leaves  the  heart, 
Heii^looms  from  race  to  race !   And  oh !  in  days 

When,  by  the  yet  unborn,  thy  deeds  are  blest, 
When  our  sons  learn  "as  household  words"  thy 
praise, 

Still  on  thine  offispring  may  thy  spirit  rest ! 
And  many  a  name  of  that  imperial  line. 
Father  and  patriot !  blond,  in  England's  songs, 
with  thine  ! 

["  The  last  poem  is  to  the  memoiy  of  hit  late  Majetty : 
unlike  courtly  themes  In  general,  this  Is  one  of  the  deepest 
and  most  lasting  interest  Buried  as  the  King  had  long  been 
in  mental  and  Tisoal  darkneei,  and  dead  to  the  common  Jojs 
of  the  world,  his  death,  perhaps,  did  not  occasion  the  shock, 
or  the  piercing  sorrow  which  we  have  felt  on  some  other 
public  losses ;  bat  the  heart  must  be  cold  indeed  that  could, 
on  reflection,  regard  the  whole  fortune  and  fJAte  of  that  vene- 


rable, gaUuii,  twMlar ■hearted,  and  pious  ngaa.  wtttioiit  a 
mors  than  ooimnnn  synqiathy.  There  was  something  in  his 
character  so  truly  national — his  very  errors  were  of  so  amiable 
a  kind,  his  excellences  bore  so  high  a  stamp,  his  nature  was 
so  genuhie  and  nnsopiiistieated,  he  stood  in  hii  sfdendid 
court,  amidst  tali  lazge  and  fine  fHully,  so  true  a  kusband, 
so  good  a  father,  so  safe  an  example — be  so  tboron^dj 
undsntood  the  feelings,  and  so  duly  appreciated  the  virtoes, 
even  the  uncourtly  virtues  of  his  subjects--and,  with  aU  this, 
the  sonx)ws  from  heaven  rained  down  upon  his  head  in  so 
*  pitilsas  and  pelting  a  storm : '  a&  these— his  high  qoaiitiea 
and  unparalleled  mfferings-^form  sneh  a  subject  for  poetry, 
as  nothing,  we  should  imagine,  but  its  difficulty  and  the 
expectation  attaoding  it,  would  prevent  from  being  srtMd 
upon  by  the  greatest  poets  of  the  day.  We  will  not  ay  that 
Mrs  Hemans  has  filled  tin  whole  canvass  as  it  mi|^  have 
been  filled,  but  unqueatioBably  her  poem  is  begrend  afl  eosiv 
porison  with  any  which  we  have  seen  on  the  snl^feet;  St  is 
full  of  fine  and  pathetic  passages,  and  it  leads  ns  iq>  *^"^gfr 
all  the  dismal  colourings  of  the  foregroimd  to  that  bright  and 
consoling  prospect  whidi  should  close  ever^  'Chrbtlan*fe  reflec- 
tions on  such  a  matter.  An  analysis  of  so  short  a  poem  is 
wholly  unnecessary,  and  we  have  already  trsnsiNaBed  our 
limits ;  we  win,  therefore,  give  but  one  extract  of  that  sooth- 
ing nature  alluded  to,  and  release  our  readers : — 

'  Y«i  WM  there  mercjr  etill  i    If  Joj  no  mora/  «te. 

*'  It  Is  time  to  close  this  article.^  Our  readen  wffl  have 
seen ,  and  we  do  not  deny,  that  we  have  been  much  interested 
by  our  sabfeet  Who  or  mbMi  Mrs  Honans  Is,  we  know  not : 
we  hare  been  toid  that,  like  a  poet  of  antiquity— 

^'TrMaTtta 

Sfllater  osata,'— 

If  it  be  so,  (and  tlie  most  sensible  hearts  are  not  onoonfmonly 
nor  unnaturally  the  most  bitteriy  woui^ed,)  she  seeaiB,  firon 
the  tenor  of  her  writings,  to  bear  about  her  a  hij^ber  and  s 
surer  balsam  than  the  praises  of  men,  or  even  the  '  sacrec 
muse*  herself  can  impart    Still  there  Is  a  pleasure,  in  Inno 
cent  and  an  honest  pleasure,  even  to  a  wounded  spirit,  fa 
fame  fiiirly  earned ;  and  such  fame  as  may  wait  upon  ou 
deci^n,  we  freely  and  conscientiously  bestow.     In   on 
opinion,  all  her  poems  are  elegant  and  pure  in  thou^t  an< 
language ;  her  later  poems  are  of  higher  promise,  thsy  ai 
vigorous,  picturesque,  and  pathetic."  —  QuartoiTjf  Rnim 
voL  xxiv.] 

1  ThU  critique,  from  the  pen  of  the  Tencable  and  i11stli^«lihi 
■dltor,  Wimsm  OMbrd,  Eeq.,  comprdtended  etrictuw  on  **T1 
Botomtloa  of  «h«  Worke  of  Art  to  Its^,"— **1Mee  sad  Mkkat 
Sccnee  in  Vene,"  —  "  Tnuulstiona  from  QMiioene,"«te.,— **I1 
Sorptic/'  and  **  Stanaa  to  the  Memory  of  the  late  King.' 
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SECOND  8EBIE& 

[After  the  flxat  eoUectlon  of  her  Tkles  and  Hbtorio  Soenes,  it  b  pretty  erUent  th*t  B£n  Hemans  eontaapkted  »  eeoond 
Mriee,  attboagh  her  design  wai  never  so  extensively  csrricd  out  sa  to  Indaoe  the  pobUcation  of  another  Tohnne  under  the 
■unetMla.  Bat,ae  the  eompositlons  vwe  refer  to  all  belong  to  this  period  of  our  aother'e  Itteraty  progiess,  we  haire  Yentmed 
not  OD^  so  to  dais,  but  so  to  christen  them,  as  Malachi  Malgrowthor  would  siy,  *'  for  unifonnity's  sake." 

THE  MAREMMA. 


L**Kax.L0  Dai.LA  Piztra  bad  espoused  a  bidyof  noUe 
funfly  at  Sienna,  named  Bfadonna  Pia.  Her  beauty  was 
the  admiration  of  Tuscany,  and  excited  in  the  heart  of  her 
husband  a  Jealouqr,  which,  exasperated  by  ftdse  reports  and 
grwmdless  smpldons,  at  length  drove  him  to  the  desperate 
leeotutioB  of  Othello.  It  is  diiBcutt  to  deeide  whether  the 
lad^  was  quite  innocent,  but  so  Dante  represents  her.  Her 
hnriNUid  brought  her  into  the  Maremma,  which,  then  as 
ttow,  was  a  district  destmctiTe  of  health.  He  never  told  his 
OBSBrtoaato  wifii  Uw  reason  of  her  banishment  to  so  danger- 
ous a  country.  He  did  not  deign  to  utter  complaint  or  accu- 
alAoD.  Ha  lived  with  her  alone,  in  cold  silence,  vrithout 
aBCWcring  her  questions,  or  listening  to  her  remonstzanoes. 
He  patiently  waited  tin  the  pestilential  air  should  destroy  the 
health  of  tUs  young  lady.  In  a  few  months  die  died. 
Some  ehroBldes,  indeed,  tell  us  that  Ndlo  used  the  dagger 
to  hasten  her  death.  It  is  certain  that  be  survived  her, 
phmged  in  sadness  and  perpetual  silence.  Dante  had,  in 
ttJs  Ineldent,  all  the  materials  of  an  ample  and  very  poetical 
narrative.  But  he  bestows  on  it  only  four  verses.  He  meets 
fa  Pttrgatoiy  thrse  spbits.  One  was  a  captain  who  fdlflgfat- 
taig  OB  tilt  iune  side  with  him  in  the  battle  of  Campaldino ; 
the  seeond,  a  genttanan  assassinated  by  the  treachery  of  the 
Housaof  Este;  the  third  was  a  woman  unknown  to  the  poet, 
and  who,  after  the  others  had  spoken,  turned  toward  him 

with  these  words ; — 

SMMcdlUdlnM:  dMMmUPift, 

Stniui  ml  lb,  dlcfeoeml  If  anmma, 
BkW  eolol  elM  inmncUata  pria 
PlipoMmdo  n'  are*  con  la  ma  fcmma.* " 

PiraoAToaio,  oaat.  t. 
-ANatary*  Acviao,  No.  IviL] 

Therx  are  bright  scenee  beneath  Italian  ddes, 

Where  glowing  sons  there  purest  light  difiuBe, 

Uncuttmed  flowera  in  wild  profusion  rise, 

And  nature  Umahes  her  warmest  hues ; 

But  tmst  thou  not  her  emile,  her  balmy  breath — 

Awaj  1  her  charms  are  but  the  pomp  of  Death ! 

He  in  t|ie  Tinen^lad  bowers,  unseen,  is  dwelling, 
Where  the  oool  shade  its  freshness  round  thee 

throws;  . 
Em  Toiee,  in  erecy  perfumed  zephyr  swelling, 
With  gentlest  whisper  lures  thee  to  repose  ; 
And  the  soft  soonds  that  through  the  foliage  sigh 
But  woo  thee  still  to  shunber  and  to  die. 

MysterioiiB  danger  hirks,  a  syren  there, 
Kot  robed  in  terrors,  or  announced  in  gloom, 
But  stealing  o'er  thee  in  the  scented  air, 
And  yeil'd  in  flowers,  that  smile  to  deck  thy  tomb ; 
How  may  we  deem,  amidst  their  deep  array. 
That  heaTen  and  earth  but  flatter  to  betray  1 


Sunshine,  and  bloom,  and  yerdure  1    Can  it  be 
That  these  but  charm  us  with  destructire  wiles  1 
Where  shall  we  turn,  0  Nature,  if  in  ihM 
Danger  is  mask'd  in  beauty — death  in  smiles  \ 
Oh  i  still  the  Circe  of  that  fiUal  shore,        [yore  ! 
Whmre  she,  the  Sun's  bright  daughter,  dwelt  of 

There,  year  by  year,  that  secret  peril  spreads, 
Disguised  in  lovelinefls,  its  baleful  reign. 
And  viewless  blights  o'er  many  a  landscape  sheds, 
Gkiy  with  the  riches  of  the  south,  in  vain ; 
O'er  fiedry  bowers  and  palaces  of  state 
Passing  unseen,  to  leave  them  desolate. 

And  pillar'd  halls,  whose  airy  colonnades 
Were  form'd  to  echo  music's  choral  tone, 
Are  silent  now,  amidst  deserted  shades, 
Peopled  by  sculpture's  graceful  forms  alone ; 
And  fountains  dash  unheard,  by  lone  alcoves, 
Neglected  temples,  and  forsaken  groves. 

And  there,  where  marble  nymphs,  in  beauty 

ffleaminiT* 
IMidst  the  deep  shades  of  plane  and  cypress  rise. 
By  wave  or  grot  might  Fancy  linger,  dreaming 
Of  old  Arcadia's  woodland  deities. 
Wild  visions  1 — there  no  sylvan  powers  convene : 
Death  reigns  the  genius  of  th'  Elysian  scene. 

Te,  too,  illustrious  hills  of  Rome  1  that  bear 
Traces  of  mightier  beings  on  your  brow, 
O'er  you  that  subtle  spirit  of  the  air 
Elxtends  the  desert  of  his  empire  now ; 
Broods  o'er  the  wrecks  of  altar,  fane,  and  dome, 
And  makes  the  CsBsars'  ruin'd  halls  his  home. 

Touth,  valour,  beauty,  oft  have  felt  his  power. 
His  crown'd  and  chosen  victims  :  o'er  their  lot 
Hath  fond  afibction  wept — each  blighted  flower 
In  turn  was  loved  and  moum'd,  and  is  foigot. 
But  one  who  perish'd,  left  a  tale  of  woe. 
Meet  for  as  deep  a  sigh  as  pity  can  bestow. 

A  voice  of  music,  from  Sienna's  walls. 
Is  floating  joyous  on  the  summer  air ; 
And  there  are  banquets  in  her  stately  halls, 
And  graceful  revels  of  the  gay  and  fiur. 
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And  brilliant  wreaths  tho  altar  have  array'd, 
Wliere  meet  her  noblest  youth  and  loveliest  maid 

To  that  young  bride  each  grace  hath  Nature  given 
Which  glows  on  Art's  divinest  dream :  her  eye 
Hath  a  pure  sunbeam  of  her  native  heaven — 
Her  cheek  a  tinge  of  moming*s  richest  dye ; 
Fair  as  that  daughter  of  the  south,  idiose  form 
Still  breathes  and  charms^  inVInci's  colours warm.^ 

But  18  she  blest  1 — for  sometimes  o'er  her  snule 
A  soft  sweet  shade  of  pensiveness  is  cast; 
And  in  her  liquid  glance  there  seems  awhile 
To  dwell  some  thought  whose  soul  is  with  the  past ; 
Tet  soon  it  flies — a  cloud  that  leaves  no  trace. 
On  the  sky's  azure,  of  its  dwelling-place. 

Perchance,  at  times,  within  her  heart  may  rise 
Remembrance  of  some  early  love  or  woe, 
Faded,  yet  scarce  foi^gotten — in  her  eyes 
Wakening  the  half-formed  tear  that  may  not  flow, 
Tet  radiant  seems  her  lot  as  aught  on  earth. 
Where  still  some  pining  thought  comes  daikly  o'er 
our  mirth. 

The  worid  before  her  smiles — its  changeful  gase 
She  hath  not  proved  as  yet ;  her  path  seems  gay 
With  flowers  and  sunshine,  and  tho  voice  of  praise 
Is  still  the  joyous  herald  of  her  way ; 
And  beauty's  light  around  her  dwells,  to  throw 
O'er  every  scene  its  own  resplendent  glow. 

Such  is  the  young  Bianca — graced  with  all 
That  nature,  fortune,  youth,  at  once  can  give ; 
Pure  in  their  loveliness,  her  looks  recall 
Such  dreams  as  ne'er  life's  early  bloom  survive  ; 
And  when  she  speaks,  each  thrilling  tone  is  fhiught 
With  sweetness,  bom  of  high  and  heavenly  thought 

And  he  to  whom  are  breathed  her  vows  of  faith 
Is  brave  and  noble — child  of  high  descent. 
He  hath  stood  fearless  in  the  ranks  of  death. 
Mid  slaughter'd  heaps,  the  warrior's  monument ; 
And  proudly  marshall'd  his  carrocdo's'  way 
Amidst  the  wildest  wreck  of  war's  array. 

And  his  the  chivalrous  commanding  mien,  [grace; 
Where  high-bom  grandeur  blends  with  courtly 
Tet  may  a  lightning  glance  at  times  be  seen. 
Of  fiery  passions,  darting  o'er  his  face, 

>  An  aDorion  to  Leonardo  da  Vinci's  pictnra  of  hb  wife 
Mona  Li»,  npiKMed  to  b«  Um  most  perfiBCt  imitation  of 
natort  ew  aahiUtad  in  paintinf . 

s  AnrtofoooMcntadwar-diariot. 


And  fierce  the  spirit  kindling  in  his  eye —     [die. 
But  e'en  while  yet  we  gaze,  its  quick  wild  flashes    ! 

And  calmly  con  Pietra  smile,  concealing, 

As  if  foxigotten,  vengeance,  hate,  remorse ; 

And  veil  the  workings  of  each  dai^er  feeling, 

Deep  in  his  soul  concentrating  its  force ; 

But  yet  he  loves — Oh  1  who  hath  lov^d,  nor  known 

Afibction's  power  exalt  the  bosom  all  its  own  ? 

Tho  days  roll  on — and  still  Bianca's  lot 
Seems  as  a  path  of  Eden*   Thou  mig^tst  deem 
That  giief,  the  mighty  chastener,  had  foxgot 
To  wake  her  soul  fh>m  life's  enchanted  dream ; 
And,  if  her  brow  a  moment's  sadneas  wear. 
It  sheds  but  grace  more  intellectual  there. 

A  few  short  years,  and  all  is  changed ;  her  fiite 
Seems  with  some  deep  mysterious  doud  o'ercost 
Have  jealous  doubts  transfoim'd  to  wrath  and  hate^ 
The  love  whose  glow  expression's  power  snipaas^dt 
Lo  !  on  Pietra's  brow  a  sullen  gloom 
Is  gathering  day  by  day,  prophetic  of  her  doom. 


Oh  !  can  he  meet  that  eye,  of  li^t  serene. 
Whence  the  pure  spirit  looks  in  radiance  forth. 
And  view  that  bright  intelligence  of  mien 
Form'd  to  express  but  thoughts  of  loftiest  worth. 
Yet  deem  that  vice  within  that  heart  can  reign  t 
— How  shall  he  e'er  confide  in  aught  on  earth  again^ 

In  silence  oft,  with  strange  vindictive  gase. 
Transient,  yet  fiU'd  with  meaning,  stem  and  w34 
Her  features,  calm  in  beauty,  he  surveys^ 
Then  turns  away,  and  fixes  on  her  child 
So  dark  a  glance  as  thrills  a  mother^s  mind 
With  some  vague  fear  scarce  own'd,  and  undefined. 

There  stands  a  lonely  dwelling,  by  the  wave 
Of  the  blue  deep  which  bathes  Italia's  shore. 
Far  from  all  sounds,  but  rippling  seas  that  lave 
Gray  rocks  with  foliage  richly  shadow'd  o'er. 
And  sighing  winds,  that  murmurthroogh  the  wood 
Fringing  the  beach  of  that  Hesperian  flood.  ■ 

Fair  is  that  house  of  solitude — and  fiur 
The  green  Maremma,  fax  around  it  spread, 
A  Sim-bright  waste  of  beauty ;  yet  an  air 
Of  brooding  sadness  o'er  the  scene  is  shed. 
No  hiunan  footstep  tracks  the  lone  domaii^ 
The  desert  of  luxuriance  glows  in  vain. 

And  silent  are  the  marble  halls  that  rise 

'Mid  founts,  and  cypress  walks  and  oHve  grofw : 
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>  in  sunshine^  *ueath  cerulean  skies, 
1  around  the  sea-breeze  lightly  roves ; 
Tj  trace  of  man  reveals  alone, 
$re  life  once^hath  flourish'd — end  is  gone. 

ill  around  them  slowly,  softly  stealing, 
imer  air,  deceit  in  every  sigh,  [ing, 

mght  with  death,  its  power  no  sign  reveal- 
!&,  Pietra»  dwelt  in  days  gone  by ; 
lins  of  mirth  and  melody  have  flow*d 
tands,  all  voiceless  now,  the  still  abode. 

ther  doth  her  Lord  remorseless  bear 
nth  her  child.    His  altered  eye 
w  a  stem  and  fearful  calmness  wear, 
is  dark  spirit  seals  their  doom — to  die ; 
deep  bodings  of  his  victim's  heart 
from  fruitless  hope  at  once  to  part. 

summer's  glorious  prime — and  blending 
transparence  with  the  skies,  the  deep, 
it  of  heaven  upon  its  breast  descending, 
lurmurs  as  it  heaves  in  glassy  sleep, 
its  wave  reflects,  more  softly  br^ht, 
rely  shore  of  solitude  and  light 

ce  in  each  warm  southern  gole  is  breathing, 
with  young  flowers  the  rich  Maremma 
lows,  • 

3d  vines  the  trees  are  wUdly  wreathing, 
I  fresh  myrtle  in  exuberance  blows, 
*  around,  a  deep  and  sunny  bloom 
the  scene,  as  garlands  robe  the  tomb. 

s  thy  tomb,  Bianca  !  fairest  flower  ! 
nfi  that  calls  thee  speaks  in  every  gale, 
o*er  thee  breathing  with  insidious  power, 
i  young  roses  of  thy  cheek  turn  pale ; 
d  in  its  softness,  day  by  day, 
x)m  that  eye  some  trembling  spark  away. 

:  not  yet ;  for  there  are  darker  woes, 
T  of  Beauty !  in  thy  spring-mom  fiuling — 
;s  more  keen  for  thee  reserved,  than  those 
ring  death,  which  thus  thine  eye  are  shading ! 
ben  thy  heart  to  meet  that  bitter  lot : 
ly — but  soon  to  be  foz^got  I 

3eper  pangs  maternal  hearts  can  wring, 
»urly  to  behold  the  spoiler^s  breath 
g,  as  mildews  on  the  bloom  of  spring, 
inc/s  fiiir  cheek  the  blight  of  death  ? 
and  shrink,  as  gathering  shades  o'ercast 
s  smooth  brow,  yet  watch  it  to  the  last ! 


Such  pangs  were  thine,  young  mother !     Thou 

didst  bend 
O'er  thy  issr  boy,  and  raise  his  drooping  head ; 
And  faint  and  hopeless,  fas  firom  every  friend. 
Keep  thy  sad  midnight  vigils  near  his  bed. 
And  watch  his  patient,  supplicating  eye 
f1x*d  upon  thee — on  thee' ! — ^who  couldst  no  aid 

supply ! 

There  was  no  voice  to  cheer  thy  lonely  woe 
Through  those  dark  hours :  to  thee  the  wind's  low 

sigh. 
And  the  fiunt  murmur  of  the  ocean's  flow. 
Came  like  some  spirit  whispering — "  He  must  die !" 
And  thou  didst  vainly  dasp  him  to  the  breast. 
His  young  and  sunny  smile  so  oft  with  hope  had 

blest. 

'Tis  past — that  fearful  trial ! — ^he  is  gone  ! 
But  thou,  sad  mourner  I  hast  not  long  to  weep ; 
The  hour  of  nature's  chartered  peace  comes  on. 
And  thou  shalt  share  thine  in&nt's  holy  sleep. 
A  few  short  sufferings  yet — and  death  shall  be 
As  a  bright  messenger  from  heaven  to  thee. 

But  ask  not — ^hope  not — one  relenting  thought 
From  him  who  doom'd  thee  thus  to  waste  away. 
Whose  heart,  with  sullen,  speechless  vengeance 

fraught. 
Broods  in  dark  triumph  o'er  thy  slow  decay ; 
And'coldly,  sternly,  silently  can  trace 
The  gradual  withering  of  each  youthful  grace. 

And  yet  the  day  of  vain  remorse  shall  come. 
When  thou,  bright  victim !  on  his  dreams  shalt  rise 
As  an  accusing  angel — and  thy  tomb, 
A  martyr's  shrine,  be  hallow'd  in  his  eyes  ! 
Then  shall  thine  innocence  his  bosom  wring. 
More  than  thy  fancied  guilt  with  jealous  pangs 
could  sting. 

Lift  thy  meek  eyes  to  heaven — ^for  all  on  earth,        , 
Young  sufferer !  fades  before  thee.    Thouartlone: 
Hope,  Fortune,  Love,  smiled  brightly  on  thy  birth. 
Thine  hour  of  death  is  all  Affliction's  own  ! 
It  is  our  task  to  suffer — and  our  fate 
To  learn  that  mighty  lesson,  soon  or  late. 


The  season's  glory  fades — the  vintage  lay 

Through  joyous  Italy  resoimds  no  more ; 

But  mortal  loveliness  hath  pass'd  away. 

Fairer  than  aught  in  summer's  glowing  store.  \ 

Beauty  and  youth  are  gone — ^behold  them  such 

As  death  hath  madethem  with  his  blighting  touch !    ' 
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The  Bommer^s  broftth  came  o*er  them — and  they 

died! 
Softly  it  came  to  give  luxuriance  birth, 
Call'd  £c»ih  young  netore  in  her  festal  pride. 
But  bore  to  them  their  sommona  from  the  earth  ! 
Again  shall  blow  that  mild,  deHdoua  breeze, 
And  wake  to  life  and  light  all  floweis — ^but  theie. 

No  sculptured  urn,  nor  verse  thy  virtues  telling, 
0  lost  and  loveliest  one  !  adorns  thy  grave ; 
But  o'er  thai  humble  cypraes^haded  dwelling 
The  dew-drops  glisten  and  the  wild-flowen  wave — 
Emblems  more  meet,  in  transient  li^t  and  bloom. 
For  thee,  who  thus  didst  pass  in  brighfnen  to  the 
tomb! 


A  TALE  OF  THE  SECBET  TBIBUNAL. 

[Tl»  8«nt  THbonal,!  wUeh  attaiiwd  ■ucfa  fonnidftbto 
ponw  tonmrdi  Um  doM  of  tht  fouitMnth  oentmy,  k  mm- 
tionsd  in  hiiiBKy  as  an  instttotlon  public^  known  m  «ar|]r  u 
inth«  jearlSll.  Its  mamlMn,  who  w«ra  eaDed  Ftm  Jndsw, 
w«ra  unknown  to  tbopoopto,  and  w«ra  bound  by  a  trsmtn- 
doos  oath,  to  deUw  op  their  dsarast  friends  and  relatiTts, 
without  eatceptton,  if  thqr  had  oommittsd  any  offmoe  co^- 
nisahle  bj  the  tribunaL  Tbqr  were  also  under  an  obligation 
to  relate  aU  thqr  knew  concerning  the  af&dr,  to  cite  the 
accosed,  and,  in  ease  of  his  condemnstion,  to  pursoe  and  pot 
Mm  to  death  whovrer  lie  might  be  met  witii.  The  proceed- 
ings of  this  tribunal  were  cairied  on  at  night,  and  with  the 
greatest  mystery;  and  though  it  was  usual  to  summon  a 
culprit  three  times  before  sentence  was  passed,  yet  persons 
obnoxious  to  It  were  sometimes  accosed  and  condemned 
without  any  citation.  After  condemnation,  it  was  almost 
impossible  tat  any  one  to  escape  the  vengsanee  of  the  Free 
Judges,  for  th^  commands  set  thousands  of  ssssssins  in 
motion,  who  had  sworn  not  to  spare  the  life  of  their  nearest 
rdation,  if  required  to  sacrifice  it,  but  to  execute  the  decrees 
of  the  Order  with  the  most  deroted  obedience,  eten  should 
thsgr  consider  the  objeet  of  their  ponolt  as  the  most  innooent 
of  men.  Almost  aU  penons  of  rank  and  fbftune  sought 
admission  into  the  society;  there  were  Free  Judges  even 
amongst  the  magistrates  of  the  imperial  cities,  and  eyery 
prince  had  some  of  their  Order  in  his  coundL  When  a 
member  of  this  tribunal  wm  not  of  himeelf  strong  enough  to 
seise  and  put  to  death  a  criminal,  he  was  not  to  hiee  si||it  of 
him  until  he  met  with  a  suiBdant  nnmhfr  of  hjt  comrades 
for  the  purpose,  and  these  were  obliged,  upon  his  making 
certain  signs,  to  lend  him  immediate  asristanoe,  without 
asking  any  qoeetions.  It  was  usual  to  hangup  ttie  person 
condemned,  with  a  willow  brandi,  to  the  first  tree;  but  if 
eircumstanoes  obliged  them  to  deqiatch  him  with  a  poniard, 
they  left  it  in  hb  body,  that  it  mig^t  be  known  he  had  not 
been  niwswfnated,  but  executed  by  a  Free  Judge.  AU  the 
transactions  of  the  &aga  mStert  (as  they  called  themselves) 
were  envetoped  in  ntyslery,  and  it  is  even  now  anknown  by 
what  signs  th^rerealed  themselTee  to  each  other.  At  length 
their  power  became  so  extensiTa  and  redoubtable,  that  the 


>  8ntbewDitoofBn<oaBoek,and 


Princce  of  the  Bmpire  found  it  neoessaiy  to  unite  tlteir  < 
tions  for  its  suppression,  in  which  thqr  were  at  length 


The  ibllowing  account  of  tlds  extiaordfaiary 
ghen  by  Madame  de  Stall  :—*«  Das  , 
connus  I'un  k  l*autre,  toiOours  masqu^,  et  se 
pendant  la  nuit,  puolssoient  dans  la  silenoe,  d 
seulement  sur  le  poignard  qu*ils  enfoncoient  dans  le 
conpable  oe  mot  terrible :  Tribunai.  Sbckxt. 
TBOoient  le  condamne,  en  fsiant  crier  trols  iais 
fenMres  de  sa  maimn,  Ifalhenr,  Malhenr,  Ifalhenr 
rhiCoctonA  savoit  que  par-tout,  dans  r^traagsr, 
oondtogren,  dans  son  parent  mteie,  11  pouvolt 
menrtrier.    La  solitude,  hi  foule,  les  TiOes,  les 
tout  ^it  rempU  par  la  presence  iuTisible  de  octte 
annde  qui  ponnniv<rft  les  criminelL    On 
cette  terribla  faistttntkMi  ponvolt  ttn 
temps  oik  diaqne  homme  Utiodk  fort  contra  tous,  aa 
tons  doiTent  £tre  forts  centre  chacun.    II 
tioe  surpdt  le  crimlnel  avant  qu'il  pftt  slen  difcndie 
cette  pnnlthm  qui  planoit  dans  les  ain  coom 
iBiiftuiesse,  cette  eentenoe  morteDe  vgA  poomit 
m6me  d*un  ami,  frmppoit  d*une  invindbla 
VJUUmiagm^  toL  iL] 

KiQBT  veiled  the  mountains  of  the  vine^ 
And  stonns  had  roused  the  foaming  m»w^ 
And,  Tnfngiing  with  the  pinewood's  roar. 
Its  billows  hoarsely  chafed  the  shon. 
While  glen  and  cavern,  to  their  moans 
Gkve  answer  with  a  thousand  tones : 
Then,  as  the  voice  of  storms  appalled 
The  peasant  of  the  Odenwafld,^ 
Shuddering  he  deem'd,  that,  far  on  hi^ 
Twas  the  wild  huntsman  rushing  bj. 
Riding  the  blast  with  phantom  iqieed. 
With  cry  of  hound  and  trunp  of  steed. 
While  his  fierce  train,  as  on  they  flow. 
Their  horns  in  savage  chorus  blew. 
Till  rock,  and  tower,  and  convent  nnmd. 
Bang  to  the  shrill  unearthly  sound. 

Vain  dreams  !  &r  other  footsteps  traced 
The  forest  paths,  in  secret  haste ; 
Far  other  sounds  were  on  the  night. 
Though  lost  amidst  the  tempest's  mi^t, 
Tl^at  flll'd  the  echoing  earth  and  sky 
With  its  own  awful  harmony. 
There  stood  a  lone  and  ruined  fime. 
Far  in  the  Odenwald*s  domain. 
Midst  wood  and  rock,  a  deep  reoeas 
Of  still  and  shadowy  loneliness. 
Long  grass  its  pavement  had  o'ergrown. 
The  wild-flower  waved  o'er  the  altar  8tQB% 
The  night-wind  rock'd  the  tottering  pile^ 
As  it  swept  along  the  roofless  aisle, 

1  The  Odenwald,  a  forest  district  near  the  RUnt, 
ing  the  territories  of  Darmstadt. 
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)  forest  boughs  and  the  stormy  sky 
11  that  zninster^s  canopy. 

T  a  broken  image  lay 

mossy  mantle  of  decay, 

rtial  light  the  moonbeams  darted 

>phie8  of  the  long*departed ; 

ire  the  chie&  of  other  dayi^ 

ghty,  sltmLbor'd,  with  their  praise : 

ong  since  aught  but  the  dews  of  heaven 

,te  to  their  bier  had  given^ 

nee  a  sound  but  the  moaning  blast 

their  voiceless  home  had  poss'd. 

ept  the  proud,  and  with  them  all 

x)rds  of  their  fiune  and  fidi ; 

;  and  shield,  and  sculptured  crest, 

i  the  dwelling  of  their  rest, 

iblems  of  the  Holy  Land 

arved  by  some  forgotten  hand. 

I  helm  was  broke,  the  shield  defiused, 

)  crest  through  weedsmight  scarce  be  traced ; 

e  scattered  leaves  of  the  northern  pine 

d  the  palm  of  Palestine. 

t  the  glorious — lowly  laid, 

peasant  in  his  native  shade ; 

ermit's  tale,  some  shepherd's  rhyme, 

t  high  deeds  could  win  from  time ! 

b  footsteps  move,  with  measured  tread, 

hose  chambers  of  the  dead  1 

ilent,  shadowy  beings  glide 

mbs  and  mouldering  shrines  beside, 

g  the  wild  and  solemn  scene 

>nns  well  suited  to  its  mien  1 

ner,  away  !  let  none  intrude 

r  mysterious  solitude  ! 

eso  are  they,  that  awful  band, 

Tct  Watchers  of  the  land, 

lat,  imknown  and  uncontroll'd, 

ark  and  dread  tribunal  hold. 

leet  not  in  the  monarch's  dome, 

leet  not  in  the  chieftain  s  home ; 

ere,  unbounded  o*er  their  heads, 

ven  magnificently  spreads, 

>m  its  depths  of  cloudless  blue 

rnal  stars  their  deeds  may  view  ! 

sr  the  flowers  of  the  mountain  sod 

ng  foot  are  seldom  trod ; 

sr  the  pathless  forest  waves, 

Lvy  clothes  forsaken  graves ; 

er  wild  legends  mark  a  spot, 

tals  shunn'd,  but  unforgot, 

circled  by  the  shades  of  nighty 

idge  of  crimes  that  shrink  from  light ; 


And  guilt,  that  deems  its  secret  known 
To  the  One  tmslumbering  eye  alone, 
Yet  hears  their  name  with  a  sudden  start. 
As  an  icy  touch  had  ohill'd  its  heart, 
For  the  shadow  of  th'  avenger's  hand 
Rests  dark  and  heavy  on  the  land. 

There  rose  a  voioe  from  the  ruin's  gloom. 
And  woke  the  echoes  of  the  tomb. 
As  if  the  noble  hearfcB  beneaih 
Sent  forth  deep  answsni  to  its  breath. 

"  When  the  midnight  stars  ore  burning. 
And  the  dead  to  earth  returning ; 
When  the  spirits  of  the  blest 
Rise  upon  the  good  man's  rest; 
When  each  whisper  of  the  gale 
Bids  the  cheek  of  guilt  turn  pale ; 
In  the  shadow  of  the  hour 
That  o'er  the  soul  hath  deepest  power. 
Why  thus  meet  we,  but  to  call 
For  judgment  on  the  criminal  ? 
AVhy,  but  the  doom  of  guilt  to  seal. 
And  point  th*  avenger's  holy  steel } 
A  fearful  oath  has  bound  our  souls, 
A  fearful  power  our  arm  controls  ! 
There  is  an  ear  awake  on  high 
E'en  to  thought's  whispers  ere  they  die ; 
There  is  an  eye  whose  beam  pervades 
All  depths,  all  deserts,  and  all  shades : 
That  ear  hath  heard  our  awful  vow. 
That  searching  eye  is  on  us  now  ! 
Lot  him  whose  heart  is  unpro&ned. 
Whose  hand  no  blameless  blood  hath  stain'd^ 
Lot  him,  whose  thoughts  no  record  keep 
Of  crimes  in  silence  buried  deep, 
Here,  in  the  face  of  heaven,  accuse 
The  guilty  whom  its  wrath  piirsues  !" 

'Twas  hush'd — that  voice  of  thrilling  sound ! 
And  a  dead  silence  rcign'd  around. 
Then  stood  forth  one,  whose  dim-seen  fonn 
Towered  like  a  phantom  in  the  storm ; 
Gathering  his  mantle,  as  a  cloud, 
With  its  dark  folds  his  &oe  to  shroud. 
Through  pillar'd  arches  on  he  pass'd. 
With  stately  step,  and  paused  at  last. 
Where,  on  the  altar's  mouldering  stone. 
The  fitful  moonbeam  brightly  shone; 
Then  on  the  fearful  stillness  broke 
Low,  solemn  tones,  as  thus  he  spoke : 

"  Before  that  eye  whose,  glance  pervades 
All  depths,  all  deserts,  and  all  shades ; 
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Hoard  by  that  ear  awake  on  high 

Ken  to  thought  8  whispers  ere  they  die — 

With  all  a  mortal's  awe  I  standi 

Yet  with  pure  heart  and  stainless  hand. 

To  heaven  I  lift  that  hand«  and  call 

For  judgment  on  the  criminal ; 

The  earth  is  dyed  with  bloodshed's  hues — 

It  cries  for  Tengeanoe.    I  accuse!** 

"  Name  thou  the  guilty  I  say  for  whom 
Thou  claim'st  th'  ineTitaUe  doom ! 

"  Albert  of  Lindhoim — ^to  the  skies 
The  voice  of  blood  against  him  cries ; 
A  brother's  blood — ^his  hand  is  dyed 
With  the  deep  stain  of  fratricid& 
One  hour,  one  moment,  hath  reveal'd 
What  years  in  darkness  had  conceal'd. 
But  all  in  vain — the  gulf  of  time 
Refused  to  close  upon  his  crime ; 
And  guilt  that  slept  on  flowers  shall  know 
The  earthquake  was  but  hush'd  below  ! 
— Here,  where  amidst  the  noble  dead. 
Awed  by  their  £une,  he  dare  not  tread  ; 
AVhere,  left  by  him  to  dark  decay. 
Their  trophies  moulder  fast  away. 
Around  us  and  beneath  us  lie 
The  relics  of  his  ancestry — 
The  chiefs  of  Lindheim's  ancient  race. 
Each  in  his  last  low  dwelling-place. 
But  one  is  absent — o'er  Ku  grave 
The  palmy  shades  of  Syria  wave ; 
For  distant  from  his  native  Rhine, 
He  died  unmoum'd^  in  Palestine  ! 
The  Pilgrim  sought  the  Holy  Land, 
To  perish  by  a  brother's  hand  ! 
Peace  to  his  soid  !  though  o'er  his  bed 
No  diige  be  pour'd,  no  tear  be  shed. 
Though  all  he  loved  his  name  forget, 
Thty  live  who  shall  avenge  him  yet !" 

"  Accuser !  how  to  thee  alone 
Became  the  fearful  secret  known  V 

"  There  is  an  hour  when  vain  remorse 
First  wakes  in  her  eternal  force ; 
^Vhen  pardon  may  not  be  retrieved. 
When  conscience  will  not  be  deceived. 
He  that  beheld  the  victim  bleed. 
Behold,  and  aided  in  the  deed — 
When  earthly  feaxs  had  lost  their  power 
Reveal'd  the  tale  in  such  an  hour. 
Unfolding,  with  his  latest  breath. 
All  that  gave  keener  pangs  to  death." 


"  By  Wim^  th*  All-seeing  and  Unseen, 
Who  is  for  ever,  and  hath  been. 
And  by  th'  Atoner^s  cross  adored. 
And  by  th*  avenger's  holy  sword. 
By  truth  eternal  and  divine. 
Accuser  !  wilt  thou  swear  to  thine  T 
— "  The  cross  upon  my  heart  is  prest, 
I  hold  the  dagger  to  my  breast ; 
If  fiUse  the  tale  whose  truth  I  swear. 
Be  mine  the  murderer's  doom  to  bear  !** 

Then  sternly  rose  the  dread  reply — 
<<  His  days  are  number'd — ^he  must  die  ! 
There  is  no  shadow  of  the  night 
So  deep  as  to  conceal  his  flight ; 
Earth  doth  not  hold  so  lone  a  waste 
But  there  his  footsteps  shall  be  traced ; 
Devotion  hath  no  shrine  so  blest 
That  there  in  safety  he  may  rest 
Where'er  he  treads,  let  Vengeance  theiv 
Around  him  spread  her  secret  snare ! 
In  the  busy  haunts  of  men. 
In  the  still  and  shadowy  glen. 
When  the  social  board  is  crown'd. 
When  the  winennip  sparkles  round ; 
When  his  couch  of  sleep  is  prcst. 
And  a  dream  his  spirit's  guest; 
When  his  bosom  knows  no  fear. 
Let  the  dagger  still  be  near. 
Till,  sudden  as  the  lightning's  dart. 
Silent  and  swift  it  reach  his  heart ! 
One  warning  voice,  one  fearful  word. 
Ere  mom  beneath  his  towers  be  heard. 
Then  vainly  may  the  guilty  fly. 
Unseen,  unaided, — he  must  die  ! 
Let  those  ho  loves  prepare  lus  tomb. 
Let  friondiihip  lure  him  to  his  doom  ! 
Perish  his  deeds,  his  name,  his  race. 
Without  a  record  or  a  trace  ! 
Away  !  be  watchful,  swift,  and  free. 
To  wreak  th*  invisible's  decree. 
Tis  pass'd — th'  avenger  claims  his  prey : 
On  to  the  chase  of  death — away  !  ** 

And  all  was  stilL    The  sweeping  blast 
Caught  not  a  whisper  as  it  pass'd ; 
The  shadowy  forms  wore  seen  no  more. 
The  tombs  deserted  as  before ; 
And  the  wide  forest  waved  immense 
In  dai^  and  lone  magnificence. 
In  Lindheim's  towers  the  feast  had  closed 
The  song  was  hush'd,  the  bard  reposed ; 
Sleep  settled  on  the  weary  guest. 
And  the  castle's  lord  retired  to  rest 
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le  captive  doom'd  to  die 

Was  it  but  this  1    Again,  'tis  there : 

,  when  his  hour  is  nigh ; 

Again  is  heard — "Despair  1  Despair!" 

when  the  billows  foam, 

'Tis  past — ^its  tones  have  slowly  died 

3  mast,  may  dream  of  home ; 

In  echoes  on  the  motmtain  side ;          * 

on  the  battle's  eve, 

Heard  but  by  him,  they  rose,  they  fell. 

1  care  a  short  reprieve : 

He  knew  their  fearAil  meaning  well,- 

i  heaven  alike  deny 

And  shrinking  from  the  midnight  gloom. 

0  guilt's  o'erwearied  eye ; 

As  firom  the  shadow  of  the  tomb, 

lat  brings  to  grief  a  calm. 

Yet  shuddering,  tum'd  in  pale  dismay, 

se,  to  pain  a  balm. 

When  broke  the  dawn's  first  kindling  ray. 

irrific  in  her  couise. 

And  sought,  amidst  the  forest  wild. 

.  and  shadows,  for  remorse — 

Some  shade  where  smibeam  never  smiled. 

ong  from  earth  had  fled. 

d  echoes  from  the  dead ; 

Yes !  hide  thee,  gulH !    The  laughing  mora 

iream  whose  forms  arise 

Wakes  in  a  heaiven  of  splendour  bom  I 

world's  realities ! 

The  storms  that  shook  the  mountain  crest 

i  vain  illusions — ^born. 

Have  sought  their  viewless  world  of  rest. 

Be  and  brave  to  scorn  ! 

High  from  his  cli£b,  with  ardent  gaze. 

the  penal  doom  defers. 

Soars  the  yoong  eagle  in  the  blaze. 

housand  ministers, 

Exulting,  as  he  wings  his  way, 

10  heart,  unseen,  tmknowu. 

To  revel  in  the  fount  of  day ; 

Qence,  and  alone. 

And  brightly  past  his  banks  of  vine. 

J  in  one  brief  hour 

In  glory,  flows  the  monarch  Rhine ; 

(ution's  power ! 

And  joyous  peals  the  vintage  song 

ildst  know  the  lot  of  those. 

His  wild  luxuriant  shores  along. 

ire  dark  with  guilty  woes. 

As  peasant  bands,  from  rock  and  dell. 

m  not  where  pleasure's  throng 

Their  strains  of  choral  transport  swell ; 

to  the  voice  of  song ; 

And  clifTs  of  bold  fantastic  forms. 

•t  where  the  banquet  glows. 

Aspiring  to  the  realm  of  storms. 

dneyard's  nectar  flows : 

And  woods  around^  and  waves  below. 

may  flush  the  hollow  cheek. 

Catch  the  red  Orient's  deepening  glow. 

rerish  joy  may  speak. 

That  lends  each  tower,  and  convent  spire. 

he  ready  mask  of  pride. 

A  tinge  of  its  ether&l  fire. 

orm  within  may  hide. 

se  signs  !  they  but  delude ; 

Swell  high  the  song  of  festal  hours ! 

lark  their  solitude  ! 

Deck  ye  the  shrine  with  living  flowers  ! 

Let  musio  o'er  the  waters  breathe  ! 

I  hush'd,  the  feast  is  done. 

Let  beauty  twine  the  bridal  wreath  ! 

n's  lord  remains  alone — 

While  she,  whose  blue  eye  laughs  in  light, 

ice  and  imrest, 

Whose  cheek  with  love's  own  hue  is  bright. 

id  secret  of  his  breast ;          ^ 

The  fair-haired  maid  of  Lindheim's  hall. 

iguish  and  with  fear, 

Wakes  to  her  nuptial  festival. 

a  not  an  avenger  here  ! 

Oh  !  who  hath  seen,  in  dreams  that  soar 

-Why  that  sudden  start  1 

To  worlds  the  soul  would  fain  explore. 

the  beating  of  thy  heart ! 

When,  for  her  own  blest  country  pining. 

the  night-wind's  hollow  sigh. 

Its  beauty  o'er  her  thought  is  shining, 

the  rustling  tapestry ! 

Some  form  of  heaven,  whose  cloudless  eye 

b  these  may  near  thee  be ; 

Was  all  one  beam  of  ecstasy  ! 

ings  earthly  sleep — but  thee. 

Whose  glorious  brow  no  traces  wore 

Of  guilt,  or  sorrow  known  before  ! 

are  murmurs  on  the  air. 

Whose  smile,  undimm'd  by  aught  of  earth, 

s  heard  that  cries — "Despair !" 

A  sunbeam  of  mmiortal  birth, 

trembles  fain  would  deem 

Spoke  of  bright  realms,  fax  distant  lying. 

isper  of  a  waking  dream. 

Where  love  and  joy  are  both  undying  ! 
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£*en  thus — a  vision  of  deli^t^ 

Yet  all  that  mark'd  his  alter'd  mien 

A  beam  to  gladden  mortal  m^t. 

Seem'd  struggling  to  be  still  unseen. 

A  flower  whose  head  no  stwrm  had  bow'dy 

— With  shrinking  heart>  with  namd^w  fear. 

Whose  leaves  ne*er  droop'd  beneatili  a  doud, — 

Young  Ella  met  the  brow  austere. 

Thus,  by  the  worid  unstain'd,  untried. 

And  the  wild  look,  which  seem'd  to  fly 

Seem*d  thai  beloved  and  lovely  bride ; 

The  timid  welcome  of  her  eye. 

A  being  all  too  soft  and  fiyr 

Was  that  a  lover^s  gaae,  which  chill'd 

One  breath  of  earthly  woe  to  bear  I 

The  Houl,  its  awful  sadness  thrill'd! 

Tet  lives  there  many  a  lofty  mind. 

A  lover's  brow,  so  darkly  frang^t 

With  all  the  heaviest  g^oom  of  thought 

She  trembled— ne'er  to  grief  mured. 

Hide  Btrengih  to  suffer  and  to  die ! 

By  its  dread  lessons  ne'er  matnrad. 

Judge  not  of  woman's  heart  in  hours 

Unused  to  meet  a  glance  of  lees 

Thai  sfatew  her  path  with  sommer  flowers, 

Than  all  a  parentis  tendemesa^ 

When  joy's  fiill  cop  ia  mantbng  hi§^. 

Shuddering  she  fdt,  throag^  ereiy  senses 

When  flattery's  blandirfmienta  are  ni^; 

The  deathlike  faintness  of  suspense. 

Jndge  her  not  then!  withm  her  Bzeaat 

Are  energies  unseen,  tiiat  rest  t 

High  o'er  the  windings  of  the  flood. 

They  wait  their  call — and  grief  alone 

On  Lindheim's  tenaoed  rocks  tiiey  stood. 

May  make  the  soul  s  deep  secrets  known. 

Whence  the  free  si;^  afiir  mi^  stray 

Tes  i  let  her  smile  midat  pleaBure'a  train, 

O'er  that  imperial  river's  way. 

Leading  the  reddeas  and  the  vain ! 

Which,  rushing  from  its  Alpine  source^ 

firm  on  the  scaffold  she  hath  stood. 

Makes  one  long  triumph  of  its  course^ 

Besprinkled  with  the  martyr^a  blood ; 

Boiling  in  tranquil  grandeur  by. 

Her  voice  the  patriot's  heart  hath  steel'd. 

Midst  Nature's  noblest  pageantry. 

Her  spirit  glowed  on  battlfrfield; 

But  they,  o'er  that  migestic  scene. 

Her  courage  freed  from  dnngeon'R  gloom 

With  donded  brow  and  anxious  mien. 

The  captive  brooding  o*er  his  doom ; 

In  silence  gazed ! — ^for  Ella's  heart 

Her  faith  the  flJlen  monarch  saved. 

Feared  its  own  terrors  to  impart ; 

Her  love  the  tyrant's  fury  braved ; 

And  he,  who  vainly  strove  to  hide 

No  scene  of  danger  or  despair. 

His  pangs,  with  all  a  warrior's  pride. 

But  she  hath  won  her  triumph  thore  ! 

Seem'd  gathering  courage  to  unfold 

Some  fearful  tale,  that  must  be  told. 

Away !  nor  doud  the  festal  mom 

With  thoughts  of  boding  sadness  bom  ! 

At  length  his  mimi,  his  voice,  obtain'd 

Far  other,  lovelier  dreams  are  thine. 

A  calm,  that  seem'd  by  conflicts  gain'd. 

Fair  daughter  of  a  noble  line ! 

As  thus  he  spoke — "  Yes !  gaze  a  while 

Young  Ella  !  from  thy  tower,  whose  height 

On  the  bri^t  scenes  that  round  thee  smile ; 

Hath  canght  the  flush  of  Eastern  light. 

For,  if  thy  love  be  firm  and  true. 

Watching  while  soft  the  morning  air 

Soon  must  thou  bid  their  charms  adiea ! 

Parts  on  thy  brow  the  sunny  hair. 

A  &te  hangs  o'^*  us,  whose  decree 

Ton  bark,  that  o'er  the  calm  blue  tide 

Must  bear  me  far  from  them  or  thee ; 

Bears  thy  loved  wamor  to  his  bnde — 

Him,  whose  high  deeds  romantic  piaiao 

I  lose  thee,  if  I  linger  here  ! 

Hath  hallowed  with  a  thousand  lays. 

Droop  not,  bdoved  !  thy  home  shall  rise 

He  came — ^that  youthful  diie^ — he  came 

As  fondly  tenderness  and  truth 

That  f&vour'd  lord  of  love  and  fame  I 

Shall  cherish  there  thy  rose  of  youth. 

His  step  was  hurried — as  if  one 

But  speak !  and,  when  von  hallow'd  shiine 

Wlio  seeks  a  voice  within  to  ahun ; 

Hath  heard  the  vows  which  make  thee  mine. 

His  cheek  was  vBrying^  ande^pressd 

Say,  wilt  thou  fly  with  me,  no  more 

The  conflict  of  a  troubled  breast ; 

To  tread  thine  own  loved  mountain  shore, 

ffis  eye  waa  anxious — doubt,  and  dread. 

But  share  and  soothe,  repming  not. 

And  a  stem  grief,  might  there  be  read : 

The  bitterness  of  exile's  lot  ? ' 
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ric  1  thou  know  at  how  dearly  lovod 

snes  where  first  my  childhood  roved ; 

kkIs,  the  rocks,  that  towor  supreme 

our  own  nuyestio  stream. 

Us  where  first  my  heart  beat  high 

proud  songs  of  chivalry. 

are  dear — ^yet  theae  are  ties 

>n  well  may  sacrifice; 

though  they  be,  where'er  thou  art, 

s  the  oountiy  of  my  heart ! 

:hero  one,  who,  refit  of  me, 

^nely  as  a  blasted  tree ; 

bo  still  hoped  my  hand  should  dose 

iS,  in  Nature's  last  repose ; 

thers  round  him — on  his  brow 

J  rests  the  wintry  snow ; 

m  is  bent>  his  features  wear 

opening  lines  of  age  and  care; 

ed  eye  hath  lost  its  fire ; — 

rouldst  not  tear  me  from  my  sire  1 

I  me  all — thy  woes  impart, 
ic  I  to  a  faithful  heart, 

sooner  far — oh  !  doubt  not  this — 
share  thy  pangs,  than  others'  bliss ! " 

a,  what  wouldst  thou  1 — 'tis  a  tale 
ake  that  cheek  as  nuirble  pale  ! 
at  avails  it  to  concoal 

II  too  soon  must  know  and  feel  ? 
;,  it  must  be  told — ^prepare, 
rve  that  gentle  heart  to  bear, 
-oh,  was  it  then  for  me 

raid  of  thy  woes  to  be  ! 
il's  bright  onlmnms  to  destroy, 
ike  thee  first  from  dreams  of  joy  ? 
! ! — I  would  not  ruder  tone 
make  the  fioarful  tidings  known, 
I  not  that  unpitying  eyes 
coldly  watch  thine  agonies  ! 
twere  mine — that  task  severe, 
id  thy  breast  with  grief  and  fear. 

{t  thou  not  heard,  in  legends  old, 
les  that  turn  the  life-blood  cold, 
e  who  meet  in  cave  or  glen, 
[n  the  busy  walks  of  men ; 
vho  mysterious  vigils  keep, 
lorth  is  wrapt  in  shades  and  sleep, 
;o  of  crimes,  like  Him  on  high, 
less  and  in  secrecy? 
mown  avengers,  whose  decree 
itlcss  to  resist  or  flee  1 
name  hath  cast  a  spell  of  power 
asant's  cot  and  chieftain's  tower  ? 


Thy  sire— oh,  Ella  I  hope  is  fiod  ! 
Think  of  him,  moum  him,  as  the  dead  ! 
Their  sentence,  theirB,  hath  aeal'd  hia  doorn^ 
And  thou  may'st  weep  as  o'er  hia  tomb  1 
Yes,  weep  ! — reUere  thy  heart  oppreoa'd. 
Pour  forth  thy  sozrowB  on  my  breast  1 
Thy  cheek  is  cold— thy  tearless  eye 
Seems  fix'd  in  frozen  vacancy. 
Oh,  gaze  not  thus  1 — ^tfay  silence  bvaak : 
Speak!  if  'tis  but  in  angniah,  wpmk  T 

She  spoke  at  length,  in  accents  low. 
Of  wild  and  half-indignant  woe : 
— "He  doom'd  to  perish  1  he  decreed 
By  their  avenging  arm  to  bleed ! 
He,  the  renown'd  in  holy  fig^t^ 
The  Paynim's  scourge,  the  Christian's  might ! 
Ulric  I  what  mean'st  thoul — ^not  a  thon^t 
Of  that  high  mind  with  guilt  is  firaught ! 
Say,  for  which  glorious  trophy  won. 
Which  deed  of  martial  prowess  done^ 
Which  battle-field,  in  days  gone  by, 
Qain'd  by  his  valour,  must  he  die  1 
Away  !  'tis  not  his  lofty  name 
Their  sentence  hath  consign'd  to  shame — 
'Tia  not  his  life  they  seek.    BecaU 
Thy  words,  or  say  he  shall  not  fall  !'* 

Then  sprung  forth  tears,  whose  bleat  rdief 
Gave  pleading  softness  to  her  grief: 
"  And  wilt  thou  not,  by  all  the  ties 
Of  our  affianced  love,"  she  cries, 
'*  By  all  my  soul  hath  fix'd  on  thee. 
Of  cherish'd  hope  for  yean  to  be, 
Wilt  thou  not  aid  him  1  wilt  not  thou 
Shield  his  gray  head  from  danger  now  1 
And  didst  thou  not,  in  childhood's  mom, 
That  saw  our  young  affection  bom. 
Hang  round  his  neck,  and  climb  his  knee. 
Sharing  hia  parent  smile  with  me  1 
Kind,  gentle  Ulric  1  best  beloved  ! 
Now  be  thy  £uth  in  danger  proved  ! 
Though  snares  and  terrors  round  him  wait, 
Tliou  wilt  not  leave  him  to  hia  fikte  ! 
Turn  not  away  in  cold  disdain  I 
— Shall  thine  own  Ella  plead  in  vain  1 
How  art  thou  changed  I  and  nmsl  I  bear 
That  fh>wn,  that  stem,  averted  air  T 
What  mean  they  V 

"  Maiden,  need'st  thou  ask  t 
Those  features  wear  no  spedoos  mask. 
Doth  sorrow  mark  this  brow  and  eye 
With  characters  of  mystery  ^ 
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This — this  18  nngiiiHh  !    Can  it  be  I 
And  plead*Bt  thou  for  my  sire  iovul 
Know,  though  thy  prayers  a  death-pang  give. 
He  must  not  meet  my  sight — and  liTe  I 
Well  may'st  tiiou  shudder  !   Of  the  band 
Who  watch  in  secret  o*er  the  land, 
Whose  thousand  swords  'tis  vain  to  shun, 
Th*  unknown,  th'  unslumbexing — ^I  am  one  ! 
My  arm  defend  him !   What  were  tken 
Each  vow  that  binds  the  souls  of  men. 
Sworn  on  the  cross,  and  deeply  sealed 
By  rites  that  may  not  be  reTeal*d  t 
— ^A  breeze's  breath,  an  echo's  tone, 
A  passing  sound,  forgot  when  gone  ! 
Nay,  shrink  not  from  me^-I  would  fly. 
That  he  by  other  hands  may  die  t 
What  I  think'st  thou  I  would  live  to  trace 
Abhorrence  in  thai  angel  fiice  ? 
Beside  thee  should  the  lover  stand. 
The  fifkther's  life-blood  on  his  brand  ! 
No  I  I  have  bade  my  home  adieu. 
For  other  scenes  mine  eyes  must  view. 
Look  on  me,  love  !   Now  all  is  known, 
0  Ella  !  must  I  fly  alone  T 

But  she  was   changed.    Scarce  heaved  her 
breath; 
She  stood  like  one  prepared  for  death. 
And  wept  no  more ;  then,  casting  down 
From  her  fidr  brows  the  nuptial  crown. 
As  joy's  last  vision  from  her  heart, 
Cried,  with  sad  firmness,  "  We  must  part ! 
Tis  past!     These  bridal  flowers,  so  frtdl 
They  may  not  brook  one  stormy  gale. 
Survive — too  dear  as  still  thou  art — 
Each  hope  they  imaged ; — ^we  must  part ! 
One  struggle  yet — and  all  is  o'er : 
We  love — and  may  we  meet  no  more  ! 
Oh  !  little  knoVst  thou  of  the  power 
Affection  lends  in  danger's  hour, 
To  deem  that  fiite  should  thus  divide 
My  footsteps  from  a  father's  side  ! 
Speed  thou  to  other  shores — ^I  go 
To  share  his  wanderings  and  his  woe. 
Where'er  his  path  of  thorns  may  lead. 
Whatever  his  doom,  by  heaven  decreed. 
If  there  be  guardian  powers  above 
To  nerve  the  heart  of  filial  love. 
If  courage  may  be  won  by  prayer. 
Or  strength  by  duty — I  can  bear  ! 
Farewell ! — ^though  in  that  sound  be  years 
Of  blighted  hopes  and  fruitless  tears, 
Though  the  soul  vibrate  to  its  knell 
Of  joys  departed — ^yet,  fturewell ! 


Was  thii  the  maid  who  seem'd,  erewhik^ 
Bom  but  to  meet  life's  vernal  smile ) 
A  being,  almost  on  the  wing, 
As  an  embodied  breeze  of  spring  ? 
A  child  of  beauty  and  of  bliss. 
Sent  from  some  purer  sphere  to  this — 
Not^  in  her  exile,  to  sustain 
The  trial  of  one  earthly  pain ; 
But»  as  a  sunbeam,  on  to  move. 
Wakening  all  hearts  to  joy  and  love  ? 
That  airy  form,  with  footsteps  free. 
And  radiant  glance — could  this  be  she  ? 
From  her  fiiir  cheek  the  rose  was  gone. 
Her  eye's  blue  sparide  thence  had  flown  ; 
Of  all  its  vivid  glow  bereft, 
Each  plajrful  charm  her  lip  had  left 
But  what  were  these  %  on  that  young  hem. 
Far  nobler  beauty  fill'd  their  place  ! 
Twas  not  the  pride  that  scorns  to  bend. 
Though  all  the  bolts  of  heaven  descend  ; 
Not  the  fierce  grandeur  of  despair. 
That  half  exults  its  fote  to  dare ; 
Nor  that  wild  eneigy  which  leads 
Th'  enthusiast  to  fanatic  deeds : 
Her  mien,  by  sorrow  unsubdued. 
Was  fix'd  in  silent  fortitude ; 
Not  in  its  haughty  strength  elate. 
But  calmly,  mournfully  sedate. 
'Twas  strange,  yet  lovely  to  behold 
That  spirit  in  so  fidr  a  mould. 
As  if  a  rose-tree's  tender  form. 
Unbent,  unbroke,  should  meet  the  storm. 

One  look  she  cast,  where  firmness  strove 
With  the  deep  pangs  of  parting  love ; 
One  tear  a  moment  in  her  eye 
Dimm'd  the  pure  light  of  constancy  ; 
And  pressing,  as  to  still  her  heart. 
She  tum'd  in  silence  to  depart 
But  Ulric,  as  to  frenzy  wrought, 
Then  started  from  his  trance  of  thought : 


"  Stay  thee  !  oh,  stay  ! — ^It  must  not 
All,  all  were  well  rcsign'd  for  thee ! 
Stay  !  till  my  soid  each  vow  disown. 
But  those  which  make  me  thine  alone  ! 
If  there  be  guilt — there  is  no  shrine 
More  holy  than  that  heart  of  thine : 
There  be  my  crime  absolved — I  take 
The  cup  of  shame  for  thy  dear  sake. 
Of  tihame  ! — oh  no  !  to  virtue  true. 
Where  thou  art,  there  is  glory  too  1 
Go  now  !  and  to  thy  sire  impart. 
He  hath  a  shield  in  Ulric's  heart. 


A  TALE  OF  THE  SECRET  TRIBUNAL. 


20I 


home  !  Remain,  or  flee, 
»th— I  follow  thee!" 

lall  not  rest  one  cloud  of  shame, 
thy  lofty  name ; 
not  one  accusing  word 
spotless  faith  be  heard ! 
where  the  brave  rush  on, 
tnust  be  where  palms  are  won  : 
ers  wave,  and  fidchions  ghure, 
lighty  !  be  thou  there  I 
c  glorious  names  that  shino 
re  s  majestic  line ; 
[lat  illustrious  race ! 
lot  bom  to  meet  disgrace  ! 
know  each  grief,  each  poin^ 
obly  could  sustain ; 
inking  see  them  near, 
Lst  thou  to  do  with  fear  ? 
kve  warriors  calmly  borne 
1  bitter  smile  of  scorn  1 
ihee  !  thy  soid  hath  foi*ce 
a  all  things — but  remorse ; 
-  brightest  thought  sliall  be, 
ot  braved  its  pangs  for  me. 
hou  not  one  solemn  vow ; 
c  fearful  conflict  now ; 
get  not  how  my  heart 
lame  will  proudly  start, 
ains  hear,  and  minstrels  tell, 
f  glory.     Fare  thee  well  !'* 
they  parted.    Why  recall 
r  anguish  known  to  all ) 
*  tears,  the  blush  of  pride, 
380  fruitless  tears  would  hide; 
g  look,  the  last  embrace, 
trails  it  to  retrace  ] 
— in  that  bitter  word 
tones  of  grief  arc  heard, 
ly-seated  echoes  rest 
ells  of  every  breast, 
ot  known,  who  shall  not  know, 
et  most  fJEunilior  woe  ? 
ection's  home  is  found, 
on  the  holy  groimd ; 
f  every  summer  hour, 
worm  of  every  flower, 
th  proved,  or  yet  shall  prove, 
agony  of  love  ? 

nn  moon  slept  bright  and  still 
ood  and  purple  hill ; 
r  had  hui^'d  his  lay, 
tiunn'd  the  blaze  of  day. 


And  silence,  o*er  each  green  recesSy 
Brooded  in  misty  sultriness. 
But  soon  a  low  and  measured  sound 
Broke  on  the  deep  repose  around ; 
From  Lindheim's  tower  a  glancing  oar 
Bade  the  stream  ripple  to  the  shore. 
Sweet  was  that  sound  of  waves  which  parted 
The  fond,  the  true,  the  noble-hearted ; 
And  smoothly  seem'd  the  bark  to  glide. 
And  brightly  fiow'd  the  reckless  tide. 
Though,  mingling  with  its  current,  fell 
The  last  warm  tears  of  love's  fiurowelL 

PART  n. 

Sweet  is  the  gloom  of  forest  shades. 
Their  pillared  walks  and  dim  arcades^ 
With  all  the  thousand  flowers  that  blow, 
A  waste  of  loveliness,  below. 
To  him  whose  soul  the  world  would  fly. 
For  nature's  lonely  migesty : 
To  bard,  when  wrapt  in  mighty  themes. 
To  lover,  lost  in  &iry  dreams. 
To  hermit,  whose  prophetic  thought 
By  flts  a  gleam  of  heaven  hath  caught. 
And,  in  the  visions  of  his  rest. 
Held  bright  communion  with  the  blest : 
Tis  sweet,  but  solenm  I    There  aliko 
Silence  and  sound  with  awe  can  strike. 
The  deep  EoUan  murmur  made 
By  sighing  breeze  and  rustling  shade. 
And  cavem'd  fountain  gushing  nigh. 
And  wild-bee's  plaintive  lullaby  : 
Or  the  dead  stillness  of  the  bowers. 
When  dark  the  summer-tempest  lowers ; 
When  silent  nature  seems  to  wait 
The  gathering  thunders  voice  of  £ate ; 
When  the  aspen  scarcely  waves  in  air, 
And  the  clouds  collect  for  the  lightning's  glare- 
Each,  each  alike  is  VKfsjl  there. 
And  thrills  the  soul  with  feelings  high. 
As  some  n^jestic  harmony. 

But  she,  the  maid,  whose  footsteps  tracod 
Each  green  retreat  in  breathless  haste — 
Young  Ella — ^Unger'd  not  to  hear 
The  wood-notes,  lost  on  mourner's  ear. 
The  shivering  leaf,  the  breeze's  play. 
The  fountain's  gush,  the  wild-bird's  lay — 
These  charm  not  now ;  her  sire  she  sought^ 
With  trembling  fhune,  with  anxious  thought^ 
And,  starting  if  a  forest  deer 
But  moved  the  rustling  branches  near. 
First  felt  that  innocence  may  fear. 
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She  reacb'd  a  lone  and  Bhadowy  dell, 
^Vhcre  the  free  sunbeam  nerrer  fell ; 
Twos  twilight  there  at  somm^noon. 
Beep  night  beneath  the  barveBt  moon. 
And  scarce  might  one  •bright  star  be  seen 
Gleaming  the  tangled  bong^  between ; 
For  many  a  giant  rock  around 
Bark  in  terrific  gnmdeor  frown'd. 
And  the  ancient  oaka»  that  waTed  on  high. 
Shut  out  each  glimpse  of  the  bkndd  skj. 
There  the  cold  spring  in  ita  shadowy  cave, 
Ne*cr  to  heaven's  beam  one  sparkle  gave. 
And  the  wild  flower,  on  its  brink  that  grew, 
Caught  not  firom  day  one  glowing  hue. 

Twas  said,  some  fenrftd  deed  nntold 
Had  6tain*d  that  scene  in  days  of  old ; 
Tradition  o*er  the  hannt  had  thrown 
A  shade  yet  deeper  than  its  own ; 
And  still,  amidst  th'  umbrageous  gloom. 
Perchance  above  some  victim's  tomb, 
O'eigrown  with  ivy  and  with  moss. 
There  stood  a  rudely-ecnlptuied  Cross, 
"Which,  haply,  silent  record  bore 
Of  guilt  and  penitence  of  yore. 

Who  by  that  holy  sign  was  kneeling, 
With  brow  unutter'd  pangs  revealing. 
Hands  clasped  convulsively  in  prayer. 
And  lifted  eyes  and  streaming  hair. 
And  cheek,  all  pale  as  marble  mould. 
Seen  by  the  moonbeam's  radiance  cold  ? 
Was  it  some  image  of  despair 
Still  fix'd  that  stamp  of  woe  to  bearl 
— Oh  !  ne'er  could  Art  her  forms  have  wrought 
To  speak  such  agonies  of  thought ! 
Those  deathlike  features  gave  to  view 
A  mortal's  pangs  too  deep  and  true  ! 
Starting  he  rose,  with  frenzied  eye, 
As  Ella  8  hurried  step  drew  nigh ; 
He  turn'd,  with  aspect  darkly  wild. 
Trembling  he  stood — before  his  child  ! 
On,  with  a  burst  of  tears,  she  sprung. 
And  to  her  father^s  bosom  climg. 

"  Away  !  what  seek'st  thou  herel"  he  cried, 
"  Art  thou  not  now  thine  Ulric's  bride  ? 
Hence,  leave  me — leave  me  to  await^ 
In  solitude,  the  storm  of  Fate ; 
Thou  know'st  not  what  my  doom  may  be, 
Ere  evening  comes  in  peace  to  thee.** 

"  My  father  !  shall  the  jo3roas  throng 
Swell  high  for  me  the  bridal  song) 


Shall  the  gay  nuptial  bond  be  spread. 
The  festal  garland  bind  my  head. 
And  thou  in  grief,  in  peril,  roam. 
And  make  the  wilderness  thy  home  t 
No  !  I  am  here  with  thee  to  riiars 
All  suffering  mortal  strength  may  bear  ; 
And,  oh  !  whate'er  thy  foes  decree, 
In  life,  in  death,  in  chains^  or  fires — 
Well,  well  I  feel,  in  thee  secure ; 
Thy  heart  And  hand  aHke  are  purs  !" 

Then  was  there  meaning  in  his  look. 
Which  deep  that  trusting  spuit  shook ; 
So  wildly  did  each  g^oe  express 
The  strife  of  shame  and  bitterness, — 
As  thus  he  spoke :  "  Fond  dreams,  oh 
Is  this  the  mien  of  Innocence  1 
This  funow'd  brow,  tiiis  restless  eye — 
Read  thou  this  fearful  tale,  and  fly  ! 
Is  it  enough  1  or  must  I  seek 
For  wardt,  the  tale  of  guilt  to  speak  t 
Then  be  it  so — ^I  will  not  doom 
Thy  youth  to  witiier  in  its  bloom ; 
I  will  not  see  thy  tender  frame 
Bow'd  to  the  earth  with  fear  and  shama 
Xo  !  though  I  teach  thee  to  abhor 
The  sire  so  fondly  loved  before ; 
Though  the  dread  effort  rend  my  breasl^ 
Yet  shalt  thou  leave  me  and  be  blest ! 
Oh  !  bitter  penanee  !  thou  wilt  turn 
Away  in  horror  and  in  scorn ; 
Thy  looks,  that  still  through  all  the  part 
Affection's  gentlest  beams  have  cast^ 
Aa  lightning  on  my  heart  will  fidl. 
And  I  must  mark  and  bear  it  all ! 
Yet  though  of  life's  best  ties  bereaved. 
Thou  shah  not,  must  not,  be  deceived  ! 

"  I  linger — ^let  me  speed  the  tale 
Ere  voice,  and  thought,  and  memory  fiuL 
Why  should  I  feller  thus  to  tell 
What  heaven  so  long  hath  known  too  weQI 
Yes  !  though  from  mortal  sight  conceal'd. 
There  hath  a  brother's  blood  appealed ! 
Ho  died — ^'twas  not  where  banners  wovie^ 
And  war-steeds  trample  on  the  brave ; 
He  died — ^it  was  in  Holy  Land — 
Yet  fell  he  not  by  Paynim  hand ; 
He  sleeps  not  with  his  sires  at  rest^ 
With  trophied  shield  and  knightly  crest; 
Unknown  his  grave  to  kindred  eyes, 
— But  I  can  tell  thee  where  he  lies  ! 
It  was  a  wild  and  savage  spot, 
But  once  beheld — and  ne'er  forgot  1 


A  TALE  OF  THE  SECRET  TRIBUNAL. 


203 


)w — that  haunted  scene 
8  dweUing  still  hath,  been ; 
;  there — I  see  him  laid 
hat  palm-tree's  lonely  shade. 
:ain-wave  that  sparkles  nigh 
less  with  its  crimson  dje  ! 
iccusing  glance  he  raised, 
lim  eye  by  death  was  graced ; 
rUl  that  parting  look  forgire ! 
old  it — and  I  liye ! 
om  hope,  from  meroy  driven, 
)r  all  the  shafts  of  heaven  ! 

ad  I  wrongs.     By  fiwud  he  won 
right ;  and  my  child,  my  son, 
igh  name,  high  fortune  bom, 
I'd  to  penury  and  soom, 
uidst  his  fistthers'  halls, 
Tom  his  native  walls, 
ear  this  t     The  rankling  thought, 
k,  within  my  bosom  wrought ; 
)ent,  kindling  hate  and  guile, 
my  infant's  rosy  smile, 
1  his  accents  lisp'd  my  name, 
:o  my  inmost  heart  to  flame  i 
d — are  there  evil  powers 
Q  their  own  ascendant  hours ) 
lat  should  thine  unspotted  soul 
3r  fear  of  iheir  control  ? 
he  fearful  conflict  dwelll 
struggled,  and  I  fell — 
1  from  every  hope  of  bliss — 
thou  know'st  te  what  abyss  ! 

done ! — that  moment  hurried  by 
1  all  eternity, 
'd  away,  long  evil  years, 
)f  fetters,  and  of  fears ; 
b  but  vain  remorse  I  gain'd 
op  guilt  my  soul  which  stain'd. 
a  captive  in  the  lands 
-abs  tread  their  burning  sands, 
ted  midnight  of  the  mind 
d  me  while  in  chains  I  pined, 
gotten,  save  by  one 
sence — ^which  I  could  not  shim, 
t,  when  o'er  the  silent  waste 
nor  landmark  might  be  traced, 
mbcring  by  the  watch-fire's  ray, 
icrcrs  of  the  Desert  lay, 
,  as  o'er  an  ocean  shone, 
pt — ^but  not  alone ! 
I,  that  image,  from  the  dead, 
d  the  wild  with  soundless  tread  ! 


I've  seen  it  in  the  flery  blasts 
Tve  seen  it  where  the  sandnrtorms  pasted; 
Beside  the  Desert's  fount  it  stood. 
Tinging  the  clear  cold  wave  with  blood ; 
And  e'en  when  viewlen,  by  the  fear 
Curdling  my  veins,  I  knew  'twas  near ! 
— WoM  near !— I  fisel  th'  unearthly  thrill. 
Its  power  is  on  my  spirit  still ! 
A  mystic  influence,  undefined. 
The  spell,  the  shadow  of  my  mind ! 

"  Wilt  thou  yet  linger  1   Time  speeds  on; 
One  last  forewell,  and  then  begone ! 
Unclasp  the  hands  that  shade  thy  brow. 
And  let  me  read  thine  aspect  now  I 
No !  stay  thee  yet^  and  leam  the  meed 
Heaven's  jnstioe  to  my  crime  decreed. 
Slow  came  the  day  that  broke  my  chain. 
But  I  at  length  was  &ee  again ; 
And  freedom  brings  a  burst  of  joy. 
E'en  giult  itself  can  scarce  destroy. 
I  thought  upon  my  own  fair  towers. 
My  native  Rhine's  gay  vineyard  bowers^ 
And  in  a  £either^B  visions,  press'd 
Thee  and  thy  brother  te  my  breast 
— ^"TiK-as  but  in  visions.    Canst  thou  yet 
Recall  the  moment  when  we  metl 
Thy  step  to  greet  me  lightly  qsrung, 
Thy  anna  around  me  fondly  dung ; 
Scarce  aught  than  in&nt  seraph  less 
Seem'd  thy  pure  childhood's  loveliness. 
But  he  was  gone — ^that  son  for  whom 
I  rush'd  on  guilt's  eternal  doom ; 
He  for  whose  sakeakme  were  given 
My  peace  on  earth,  my  hope  in  heaven— 
He  met  me  not.    A  ruthless  band. 
Whose  name  with  terror  fill'd  the  land. 
Fierce  outlaws  of  the  wood  and  wild 
Had  reft  the  father  of  his  child. 
Foes  te  my  race,  the  hate  they  nursed. 
Full  on  that  cherish'd  scion  burst. 
Unknown  his  fiate. — No  parent  ni^, 
My  boy  !  my  first-bom  !  didst  thoa  diet 
Or  did  they  spare  thee  for  a  life 
Of  shame,  of  rapine,  and  of  strife  1 
Livest  thou,  unfriended,  unallied, 
A  wanderer  lost,  without  a  guide  t 
Oh  i  to  thy  fate's  mysterious  gloom 
Blest  were  the  darkness  of  the  tomb ! 

"Ella !  'tis  dona — my  guilty  heart 
Before  thee  all  unveil'd — depart ! 
Few  pangs  'twill  cost  thee  now  to  fly 
From  one  so  stain'd,  so  lost  as  I ; 
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Yet  peace  to  thine  untainted  breast^ 
E'en  though  it  hate  me  ! — be  thou  blest  J 
Farewell !  thou  shalt  not  linger  here — 
E'en  now  th'  avenger  may  be  near : 
Where'er  I  turn,  the  foe,  the  snare. 
The  dagger,  may  be  ambushed  there ; 
One  hour — and  haply  all  is  o*er. 
And  we  must  meet  on  earth  no  more. 
No,  nor  beyond ! — to  those  pure  skies 
Where  thou  shalt  be,  I  may  not  rise ; 
Heaven's  will  for  ever  parts  our  lot, 
Tet,  oh !  my  child !  abhor  me  not ! 
Speak  once  !  to  soothe  this  broken  heart. 
Speak  to  me  once  1  and  then  liepart  1" 

But  still — as  if  each  pulse  were  dead. 
Mute — as  the  power  of  speech  were  fled, 
F&le — as  if  life-blood  ceased  to  warm 
The  marble  beauty  of  her  form ; 
On  the  dariL  rock  she  lean'd  her  head. 
That  sccm'd  as  there  'twere  riveted. 
And  dropt  the  hands,  till  then  which  press'd 
Her  burning  brow,  or  throbbing  breast. 
There  beam'd  no  teardrop  in  her  eye. 
And  firom  her  lip  there  breathed  no  sigh. 
And  on  her  brow  no  trace  there  dwelt 
That  told  she  suffer'd  or  she  felt. 
All  that  once  glow'd,  or  smiled,  or  beam'd. 
Now  fix*d,  and  quench'd,  and  frozen  seem'd ; 
And  long  her  sire,  in  wild  dismay, 
Deem'd  her  pure  spirit  pass'd  away. 

But  life  retum'd.    O'er  that  cold  frame 
One  deep  convulsive  shudder  came ; 
And  a  £dnt  light  her  eye  relumed. 
And  sad  resolve  her  mien  assumed. 
But  there  was  horror  in  the  gaze. 
Which  yet  to  his  she  dared  not  raise; 
And  her  sad  accents,  wild  and  low. 
As  rising  from  a  depth  of  woe. 
At  first  with  hurried  trembling  broke. 
But  gather'd  firmness  as  she  spoke. 
— "I  leave  thee  not — whatc'er  betido. 
My  footsteps  shall  not  quit  thy  side ; 
Pangs,  keen  as  death  my  soul  may  thrill. 
But  yet  thou  art  my  fiither  still ! 
And,  oh  !  if  stain'd  by  guilty  deed. 
For  some  kind  spirit,  tenfold  need. 
To  speak  of  heaven's  absolving  love. 
And  waft  desponding  thought  above. 
Is  there  not  power  in  mercy's  wave 
The  blood-stain  from  thy  soul  to  lave  ? 
Is  there  not  balm  to  heal  despair. 
In  tears,  in  penitence,  in  prayer  \ 


My  &ther !  kneel  at  His  pure  shxine 
Who  died  to  expiate  guilt  like  thine. 
Weep — and  my  tears  with  thine  ahall  blend* 
Pray — ^while  my  prayers  with  thine  ascend. 
And,  as  our  yningifng  sorrows  ris^ 
Heaven  will  relent,  though  earth  desfnse !" 

"  My  child,  my  child  !  these  bursting  toari, 
The  first  mine  eyes  have  shed  for  years. 
Though  deepest  conflicts  they  ezpressj, 
Tet  flow  not  all  in  bitterness ! 
Oh  !  thou  hast  bid  a  withered  heart 
From  desolation's  slumber  start ; 
Thy  voice  of  pity  and  of  love 
Seems  o'er  its  icy  depths  to  move 
E'en  as  a  breeze  of  health,  which  brings 
life,  hope,  and  healing,  on  its  wings. 
And  there  is  mercy  yet !  I  feel 
Its  influence  o'er  my  spirit  steal ; 
How  welcome  were  each  pang  below. 
If  guilt  might  be  atoned  by  woe  I 
Think'st  thou  I  yet  may  be  foigiven  ? 
Shall  prayers  unclose  the  gate  of  heaven? 
Oh!  if  it  yet  avaU  to  plead. 
If  judgment  be  not  yet  decreed. 
Our  hearts  shall  blend  their  suppliant  cry. 
Till  pardon  shall  be  seal'd  on  high  ! 
Yet,  yet  I  shrink  '—Will  Mercy  shed 
Her  dews  upon  this  fidlen  head ! 
—Kneel,  Ella,  kneel !  till  full  and  fr^ee 
Descend  foiigiveness,  won  by  thee  I" 

They  knelt— before  the  Cross,  that  sign 
Of  love  eternal  and  divine ; 
That  symbol,  which  so  long  hath  stood 
A  rock  of  strength,  on  time's  dark  flood, 
Clasp'd  by  despairing  hands,  and  laved 
By  the  warm  tears  of  nations  saved. 
In  one  deep  prayer  their  spirits  blenty 
The  guilty  and  the  innocent; 
Youth,  pure  as  if  from  heaven  its  birth. 
Age,  soil'd  with  every  stain  of  earth. 
Knelt,  ofiering  up  one  heart,  one  cry. 
One  sacrifice  of  agony. 

—Oh  !  blest,  though  bitter  be  their  source— 
Though  dark  the  foimtain  of  remorse. 
Blest  are  the  tears  which  pour  frt>m  thence^ 
Th'  atoning  stream  of  penitence  ! 
And  let  not  pity  check  the  tide 
By  which  the  heart  is  purified ; 
Let  not  vain  comfort  turn  its  course. 
Or  timid  love  repress  its  force  ! 
Oo  !  bind  the  flood,  whose  waves  expand 
To  bear  luxuriance  o'er  the  land ; 
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life-roBtoring  rains 

^^o'a  buming  plains ; 

Le  fount  that  gush'd  to  cheer 

rim  o  er  the  waste  who  trode ; 

thou  not  one  holy  tear 

onitence  devotes  to  Grod ! 

scenes  so  lone  the  wild-deer  ne'er 
I  by  huntsman's  bugle  there — 
at  scarce  might  human  eye 
ir  dread  sublimity — 
[lat  the  timid  swain, 
midst  their  dark  domain, 
;d  with  imeorthly  forms 
\,  their  forests,  and  their  storms, — 
blue  eye  of  laughing  light 
each  festal- scene  more  bright ; 
:o  in  song  of  joy  was  sweetest, 
)  in  dance  of  mirth  was  fleetest, 
wave  and  moimtain  brow, 
ig  as  an  outcast  now, 
ith  Lindheim's  fallen  chief 
his  terror,  and  his  grief. 

lot  mark'd  the  ruin's  flower, 

)ms  in  solitary  grace, 

il  to  its  mouldering  tower, 

.  the  banner  s  place  1 

)  gray  haimts  renown  hath  pass'd, 

his  heritage  at  last ; 

glory  hath  gone  by, 

'  pomp  and  minstrelsy  : 

0  flower  of  golden  hues 

i  its  fragrance  to  difiuse, 
id  forsaken  things 
oncy  unolter'd  clings, 
Ig  o'er  the  wreck  of  state, 
y  clothes  the  desolate. 

1  was  she,  the  fair-hair'd  maid, 
i;ht  of  youth  array'd, 

jvcry  joy  below 

k  guilty  parent's  woe, 

g  thus,  in  beauty's  prime, 

L  ruin  made  by  crime. 

lid  heaven's  propitious  eyes 

purer  sacrifice ; 

oung  love,  at  duty's  shrine, 

-  brighter  hopes  resign  ! 

m  pangs  she  brooded  not, 

encath  her  bitter  lot ; 

ure  spirit's  lofty  worth 

loro  buoyantly  from  earth, 

*rom  an  eternal  source 

jret  triumphant  force  : 


Housed  by  affliction's  chastening  might 

To  enei^gies  more  calmly  bright. 

Like  the  wild  harp  of  airy  sigh. 

Woke  by  the  storm  to  harmony ! 

He  that  in  mountain-holds  hath  sought 

A  refuge  for  tmconquer'd  thought, 

A  chartered  home,  where  Freedom's  child 

Might  rear  her  altars  in  the  wild. 

And  fix  her  quenchless  torch  on  high, 

A  beacon  for  Eternity ; 

Or  they,  whose  martyr  spirits  wage 

Proud  war  with  Persecution's  rage, 

And  to  the  deserts  bear  the  faith 

That  bids  them  smile  on  chains  and  death ; 

Well  may  they  draw,  from  oU  around. 

Of  grandeur  clothed  in  form  and  sound, 

From  the  deep  power  of  earth  and  sky. 

Wild  nature's  might  of  migesty. 

Strong  energies,  immortal  fires, 

High  hopes,  magnificent  desires ! 

But  dark,  terrific,  and  austere. 
To  him  doth  nature's  mien  appear. 
Who  midst  her  wilds  would  seek  repose 
From  guilty  pangs  and  vengeful  foes  ! 
For  him  the  wind  hath  music  dread, 
A  dirge-like  voice  that  mourns  the  dead  ; 
The  forest's  whisper  breathes  a  tone 
Appalling,  as  from  worids  unknown ; 
The  mystic  gloom  of  wood  and  cave 
Is  fill'd  with  shadows  of  the  grave ; 
In  noon's  deep  calm  the  sunbeams  dart 
A  blaze  that  seems  to  search  his  heart ; 
The  pure,  eternal  stars  of  night 
Upbraid  him  with  their  silent  light ; 
And  the  dread  spirit,  which  pervades 
And  hallows  earth's  most  lonely  shades. 
In  every  scene,  in  every  hour, 
Surrounds  him  with  chastising  power — 
With  nameless  fear  his  soul  to  thrill, 
Heard,  felt,  acknowledged,  present  still ! 

'Twas  the  chilly  close  of  an  autumn  day. 
And  the  leaves  fell  thick  o'er  the  wanderers'  way; 
The  rustling  pines,  with  a  hollow  sound. 
Foretold  the  tempest  gathering  round; 
And  the  skirts  of  the  western  clouds  were  spread 
With  a  tinge  of  wild  and  stormy  red. 
That  seem'd,  through  the  twilight  forest  bowers 
Like  the  glare  of  a  city's  blazing  towers. 
But  they,  who  for  from  cities  fled, 
And  shrunk  from  the  print  of  human  tread. 
Had  reach'd  a  desert  scene  unknown. 
So  strangely  wild,  so  deeply  lone, 
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That  a  namelwi  feelings  imconfeBBTd 

And  undefined,  their  Bonis  oppmB'd. 

Rocks  piled  on  rocksy  around  them  hnri'd. 

Lay  like  the  ruins  of  a  irarldy 

Loft  by  an  earthquake's  final  throes 

In  deep  and  desolate  repoee — 

Things  of  etezmty  whose  fionns 

Bore  record  of  ten  thousand  stonns ! 

While,  rearing  its  oolaattl  crest 

Li  sullen  grandeur  o*er  the  rest^ 

One,  like  a  pillar,  Tast  and  rode. 

Stood  monarch  of  the  aolxtiide. 

Perchance  by  Boman  conqueror's  hand 

Th*  enduring  monument  iras  phum'd ; 

Or  Odin*s  sons^  in  days  gone  by. 

Had  shaped  its  rong^  immensity. 

To  rear,  nudst  mountain,  rook,  and  wood, 

A  temple  meet  for  rites  of  blood. 

But  they  were  gone,  who  mi^^t  hare  told 

That  secret  of  the  times  of  old ; 

And  there,  in  silent  scorn  it  frown'd, 

0*er  all  its  vast  coerals  round. 

Darkly  those  giant  mnwwin  lowered. 

Countless  and  motionless  they  towei'd ; 

No  wild-flower  o'er  their  suniniits  hnqg^ 

No  fountain  from  their  caserns  qirung ; 

Tet  ever  on  the  wanderers'  ear 

Murmur'd  a  sound  of  waters  near. 

With  music  deep  of  lulling  fiills, 

And  louder  gush,  at  intervals. 

Unknown  its  source — ^nor  spring  nor  stream 

Caught  the  red  sunset's  lingering  g^eam, 

But  ceaseless,  from  its  hidden  caves, 

Arose  that  mystic  Toioe  of  waves.^ 

Yet  bosom'd  midst  that  savage  scene. 

One  chosen  spot  of  gentler  mien 

Qave  promise  to  the  pilgrim's  eye 

Of  shelter  from  the  tempest  ni^ 

Qlad  sight !  the  ivied  cross  H  bore, 

The  sculptured  nint  that  crown'd  its  door : 

Less  welcome  now  were  monarch's  dome. 

Than  that  low  cell,  some  hermit's  home 


1  The  original  of  tiie  nene  here  d«Krlb«d  Is  pnKnted  by 
the  mountain  eallad  the  Feldbeig,  in  the  Itiiijilieii  "  Dei 
nrieei  toonnei  de  xoehen,  enteii^ee  I*0Qe  nr  I'kntra  dqiiUs 
le  ■rnninet  de  la  numtafne  jiuqa'i  aon  pied,  Tiennent  7 
pnbenter  un  aqiect  wperbe  qu'  anciine  deecripCion  ne  aunatt 
rendze.  Ce  fiirent,  dit-on,  dee  g^ani ,  qui  en  le  fiyrant  un 
combat  dn  hant  dee  montagnee,  laneinBt  ki  mis  ear  ki 
antree  cee  ^normee  niewM  de  lodMn.  On  anive,  aivee  beau- 
coup  de  peine,  Juaqu'au  «Mnmet  do  Feldbeqg,  en  niTant  on 
•entier  qui  paaw  k  cOt^  de  oette  chaine  de  rocben.  On 
enfeend  continudlement  on  bniit  aonrd,  qoi  parait  Tenir  d*an 
nifwieii  au  deMom  dei  rodien ;  oaia  on  a  beaa  denendre, 
eo  at  ^Unank  4  liavvia  lee  oavwtarei  qiol  i^  tramwit,  on  ne 


Thither  the  outcasts  bent  their  way. 
By  the  last  lingering  gleam  of  day ; 
Wben  from  a  cavem'd  rock,  which  cast 
Deep  shadows  o'er  them  as  they  pas^d, 
A  form,  a  warrior  form  of  mig^t, 
As  from  earth*^  bosom,  epnng  to  sight. 
His  port  was  lofty — ^yet  the  heai-^ 
Shrunk  frtmi  him  with  recoiling  start ; 
His  mien  was  youthful — yet  his  £Lce 
Had  nought  of  youth's  ingenuous  giaoe  ; 
Nor  chivalrous  nor  tender  thought 
Its  traces  on  his  brow  had  wrought 
Tet  dwelt  no  fierceness  in  his  eye, 
But  calm  and  cold  severity, 
A  spirit  hangl&tily  austere, 
Stranger  to  pity  as  to  ftar. 
It  seem'd  as  pride  had  thrcwn  a  veil 
O'er  that  dark  brow  and  visage  pale. 
Leaving  the  seardier  nought  to  guess. 
All  was  so  fiz'd  and 


He  spoke — and  they  wbo  heard  the  toot 
Felt,  deeply  felt»  all  hope  was  flown. 
"  I've  sought  thee  fax  in  forest  bowers, 
I've  sought  thee  long  in  peopled  towers^ 
Fve  borne  th'  dagger  of  th'  Uhxhown 
Through  scenes  explored  by  me  alone; 
My  search  is  closed — nor  toils  nor  fioars 
Repel  the  servant  of  the  Seers ; 
We  meet — ^*tis  vain  to  strive  or  fly  : 
Albert  of  Tiindheim,  thou  must  die ! " 

Then  with  clasp'd  hands  the  fiur^iair'd  maid 
Sank  at  his  feet,  and  vnldly  pray'd : — 
"Stay,  stay  thee  !  sheath  that  lifted  steel  I 
Oh  !  thou  art  human,  and  canst  feel ! 
Hoar  me  !  if  e'er  'twas  thine  to  prove 
The  blessing  of  a  parent's  love ; 
By  thine  own  father's  hoary  hair. 
By  her  who  gave  thee  being,  spare  ! 
Did  they  not,  o'er  thy  in£omt  years. 
Keep  watch,  iu  sleepless  hopes  and  fears  ! 


dfaHiffira  jamais  le  iiilf  11  La  colonne,  dite  1 
se  trouve  un  peu  pins  bant  qn*i  la  moiki^  de  la 
c'est  un  bloc  de  gxanlt  taill^,  d'une  longueur  de  90  piiiiek 
d*un  diam^tre  de  4  picds.  II  j  a  plus  de  protmbilikddecratat 
que  let  anciens  Germains  Toulaient  fiiire  de  ce  Uoe  one  ooloaBt 
pour  r^figer  en  llionnear  de  leor  dieu  Odin,  que  depHtenfte. 
comme  le  fort  i^nsiean  aotenrs,  que  les  '*'»'^<irt  aisBt  aa  li 
deasetn  de  la  tranqwrter  dans  kur  capitale.  On  veil  ai 
peu  plus  haut  un  autre  bloc  d'une  fonne  presqne  caine,  qaT 
on  appelle  Riesenaltar,  (autel  du  g^nt,)  qui,  k  en  jiqer  par 
sa  groasenr  et  sa  fonne,  ^taK  destine  i  senrir  de  plfiiMfiT 
i  la  colonnade  susdile.*'— Jfomiel  pour  la  Foimpum  erfc 
Bhim. 
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ior  !  thou  wilt  heed  my  prayen, 
uldst  hope  for  grace  to  theizs  1" 

bh'  Avenger's  look  remained, 
I  rigid  calm  maintain'd  : 
tis  vain — ^my  boeom  ne'er 
)UB  of  a  parent's  care ; 

>  of  my  in&nt  years 
soul  the  source  of  tears ; 

me  to  pause  or  melt, 
ippicr  hearts  have  felt, 
hour  of  £Eite  goes  by : 
;  are  fruitless — he  must  die  ! " 

a  1  rise  !*'  with  stead&st  brow 
poke — unshrinking  now, 
leayen  a  mark's  strength 
on  his  soul  at  length : 
I  no  more,  my  noble  child, 
taint  of  guilt  defiled ; 

>  man  ! — for  mortal  prayer, 
lid  mortal  vengeance  spare  ? 
>f  earthly  aid  is  flown, 

e  hands  to  heaven  alone, 
to  calm  thy  suffering  heart, 
resign'd  to  part 
Him  who  reads  and  knows 
breast,  with  all  its  woes, 
lid  bless  thee  once  again, 
inn — ^for  all  is  vain  1" 

(Ku  stilL    She  heard  him  not — 
were  hush'd,  her  pangs  foigot ; 
all  memory  pass'd  away, 
lotionless  she  lay, 
iath,  a  blest  suspense 
ny  and  sense, 
when  the  dagger  gleam'd 
b    red   light   from   the    west    that 
m'd; 

not  when  the  life-blood's  flow 
ig  to  the  mortal  blow ; 
sisting,  sank  her  sire, 
I  firmness  to  expire, 
?arrior*s  courage  high 
tent's  humility, 
n  there  th'  Avenger  stood, 
1  the  victim's  ebbing  blood, 
s  if  his  faithful  hand 
3y'd  some  just  command, 
'  whose  stem,  yet  righteous  will 
it  virtue  to  fulfil, 
h'd,  when  the  palm  was  won, 
ask  austerely  done. 


But  a  feeling  dread  and  undefined/ 
A  mystic  presage  of  the  mind» 
With  strange  and  sudden  impulse  ran 
Chill  through  the  heart  of  the  dying  man; 
And  his  thoughts  fi>und  voioo,  and  his  boaom 

breath. 
And  it  seem'd  as  fear  suspended  death. 
And  nature  from  her  terrors  drew 
Fresh  eneigy  and  vigour  new. 

**  Thou  saidst  thy  lonely  bosom  ne'er 
Was  conscious  of  a  parent's  care ; 
Thou  saidst  thy  lot,  in  childhood's  years. 
Froze  in  thy  soul  the  source  of  team: 
The  time  will  come,  when  thou,  with  me, 
The  judgment  throne  of  God  wilt  see — 
Oh  !  by  thy  hopes  of  mercy,  then. 
By  His  blest  love  who  died  for  men, 
By  each  dread  rite,  and  shrine^  and  vow. 
Avenger!  I  abjure  thee  now  t 
To  him  who  bleeds  beneath  thy  steel. 
Thy  lineage  and  thy  name  reveal. 
And  haste  thee  1  for  his  dosing  ear 
Hath  little  more  on  earth  to  hear — 
Haste  !  for  the  spirit,  almost  flown. 
Is  lingering  for  thy  words  alone." 

Then  first  a  shade,  resembling  fear, 
Pass'd  o'er  th*  Avenger's  mien  austere ; 
A  nameless  awe  bis  festuree  cross'd. 
Soon  in  their  haughty  coldness  lost 

"  What  wonldst  thou  1    Ask  the  rock  and  wild. 
And  bid  them  tell  thee  of  their  child ! 
Ask  the  rude  windai,  and  angry  skies, 
Whose  tempests  were  his  lullabies ! 
His  chambers  were  the  cave  and  wood. 
His  fosterers  men  of  wrath  and  blood ; 
Outcasts  alike  of  earth  and  heaven, 
By  wrongs  to  desperation  driven  \ 
Who,  in  their  pupil,  now  could  trace 
The  features  of  a  nobler  race  1 
Yet  such  was  mine ! — if  one  who  cast 
A  look  of  anguish  o'er  the  past. 
Bore  faithful  record  on  the  day 
When  penitent  in  death  ho  lay. 
But  still  deep  shades  my  prospects  veil ; 
Ho  died — and  told  but  half  the  talc. 
With  him  it  sleeps — I  only  know 
Enough  for  stem  and  silent  woe. 
For  vain  ambition's  deep  regret, 
For  hopes  deceived,  deceiving  yet^ 
For  dreams  of  pride,  that  vainly  tell 
How  high  a  lot  bad  suited  well 
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The  heir  of  somo  illustrious  line. 
Heroes  and  chieftains  of  the  Rhine  ! " 

Then  swift  through  Albert's  bosom  passed 
One  pang,  the  keenest  and  the  last, 
Ere  with  his  spirit  fled  the  fears, 
The  torrows,  and  the  pangs  of  years ; 
And,  while  his  gray  hairs  swept  the  dust. 
Faltering  he  murmur*d,  **  Heaven  is  just ! 
For  thee  that  deed  of  guilt  was  done, 
By  thee  avenged,  my  son  !  my  son  ! " 
— The  day  was  closed — the  moonbeam  shed 
Light  on  the  living  and  the  dead. 
And  as  through  rolling  clouds  it  broke, 
Young  Ella  from  her  trance  awoke — 
Awoke  to  bear,  to  feel,  to  know 
E'en  more  than  all  an  orphan's  woe. 
Oh  !  ne'er  did  moonbeam  s  light  serene 
With  beauty  clothe  a  sadder  scene  ! 
There,  cold  in  death,  the  &ther  slept — 
There,  pale  in  woe,  the  daughter  wept ! 
Yes  !  fikt  might  weep—but  one  stood  nigh. 
With  horror  in  his  tearless  eve. 
That  eye  which  ne'er  again  shaH  close 
In  the  deep  quiet  of  repose ; 
No  more  on  earth  beholding  aught 
Save  one  dread  vision,  starap'd  on  thought 
But,  lost  in  grief,  the  Orphan  Maid 
H\»  deeper  woe  had  scarce  survey'd. 
Till  his  wild  voice  rcveal'd  a  tale 
Which  scem'd  to  bid  the  heavens  turn  pale  ! 
He  call'd  her,  "Sister  !"  and  the  word 
In  anguish  breathed,  in  terror  heard, 
Reveal'd  enough :  all  else  were  weak — 
That  sound  a  thousand  pangs  could  speak. 
He  knelt  beside  that  breathless  clay. 
Which,  fix'd  in  utter  stillness,  lay — 
Knelt  till  his  soul  imbibed  each  trace, 
Each  line  of  that  unconscious  face  ; 
Knelt,  till  his  eye  could  bear  no  more 
Those  marble  fSeaturcs  to  explore ; 
Then,  starting,  turning,  as  to  shim 
The  image  thus  by  Memory  won, 
A  wild  farewell  to  her  he  bade. 
Who  by  the  dead  in  silence  pray'd; 
And,  firenzied  by  his  bitter  doom, 
Fled  thence — to  find  all  earth  a  tomb  ! 

Days  pass'd  away — and  Rhine's  fsSa  shore 
In  the  light  of  summer  smiled  once  more ; 
The  vines  were  purpling  on  the  hill. 
And  the  corn-fields  waved  in  the  sunshine  still. 
There  came  a  bark  up  the  noble  stream. 
With  pennons  that  shed  a  golden  gleam. 


With  the  flash  of  arms,  and  the  voice  of  song. 

Gliding  triumphantly  along ; 

For  warrior-forms  were  glittering  there. 

Whose  plumes  waved  light  in  the  whispering  air ; 

And  as  the  tones  of  oar  and  wave 

Their  measured  cadence  mingling  gave, 

Twas  thus  th'  exulting  chorus  rose. 

While  many  an  echo  swell'd  the  close : — 

"  From  the  fields  where  dead  and  dying 
On  their  battle-bier  are  lying. 
Where  the  blood  unstanch'd  is  g^ushing. 
Where  the  steed  uncheck'd  is  rushing. 
Trampling  o'er  the  noble-hearted. 
Ere  the  spirit  yet  be  parted ; 
Where  each  breath  of  heaven  is  swaying 
Knightly  plumes  and  banners  playing. 
And  the  clarion's  music  swelling 
Calls  the  vulture  from  his  dwelling  ; 
He  comes,  with  trophies  worthy  of  his  line, 
The  son  of  heroes,  Ulric  of  the  Rhine  ! 
To  his  own  fidr  woods,  enclosing 
Vales  in  sunny  peace  reposing, 
Where  his  native  stream  is  laving 
Banks,  with  golden  harvests  waving. 
And  the  summer  light  is  sleeping 
On  the  grape,  through  tendrils  peeping ; 
To  the  halls  where  harps  are  ringing. 
Bards  the  praise  of  warriors  singing. 
Graceful  footsteps  bounding  fleetly. 
Joyous  voices  mingling  sweetly  ,* 
Where  the  cheek  of  mirth  is  glowing, 
And  the  wine-cup  brightly  flowing, 
He  comes,  with  trophies  worthy  of  his  line. 
The  son  of  heroes,  Ulric  of  the  Rhine  ! " 

He  came — he  sought  his  Ella's  bowere. 
He  traversed  Lindheim's  lonely  towers ; 
But  voice  and  footstep  thence  had  fled. 
As  from  the  dwellings  of  the  dead. 
And  the  sounds  of  human  joy  and  woe 
Gave  place  to  the  moan  of  the  wave  below. 
The  banner  still  the  rampart  crown'd. 
But  the  tall  rank  grass  waved  thick  around 
Still  himg  the  arms  of  a  race  gone  by 
In  the  blazon'd  halls  of  their  ancestry. 
But  they  caught  no  more,  at  fall  of  night, 
The  wavering  flash  of  the  torch's  light. 
And  they  sent  their  echoes  forth  no  more 
To  the  Minnesingers*  timeful  lore. 
For  the  hands  that  touch'd  the  harp  were  gone, 
And  the  hearts  were  cold  that  loved  its  tone  ; 

^  Minnesingers,  (bards  of  lore,)  the  appellation  of  the  G«^ 
man  minstrels  in  the  Middle  Ages. 
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soul  of  the  chord  lay  mute  and  still. 

Ere  yet  a  darker  mantle  hide 

en  the  Tnld  wind  bade  it  thrill. 

The  charms  to  heaven  thus  sanctified : 

ke  from  its  depths  a  dream-liko  moan. 

Stay  thee  !  and  catch  their  parting  gleam, 

and  power,  and  beauty  gone. 

That  ne'er  shall  fade  frt>m  memory's  dream. 

A  moment !  oh  1  to  Ulric's  soul. 

rarrior  tum'd  from  that  silent  scene, 

Poised  between  hope  and  fear's  control, 

1  voice  of  woe  had  welcome  been  ; 

What  slow,  unmeasured  hotuv  went  by. 

heart  was  heavy  with  boding  thought. 

Ere  yet  suspense  grew  certainty. 

orest-paths  alone  he  sought. 

It  came  at  length.    Once  more  that  face 

I'd  a  convent's  &ne,  that  stood 

Reveal'd  to  man  its  moumfrd  grace ; 

som'd  in  luxuriant  wood ; 

A  sunbeam  on  its  features  feU, 

emn,  fair — ^it  seem'd  a  spot 

As  if  to  bear  the  world's  fiu?ewell ; 

arthly  care  might  be  all  forgot, 

And  doubt  was  o'er.    His  heai-t  grew  chill : 

nds  and  dreams  of  heaven  alone 

'Twas  she — ^though  changed — 'twas  Ella  still ! 

ng  spirit  might  be  known. 

Though  now  her  once-rejoicing  mien 

Was  deeply,  mournfully  serene ; 

sweet  e'en  then  were  the  sounds  that 

Though  clouds  her  eye's  blue  lustre  shaded. 

>8e 

And  the  young  cheek  beneath  had  &ded, 

Loly  and  profoimd  repose. 

Well,  well  he  knew  the  form,  which  cast 

y  came  o*er  the  waiiior  s  breast 

Light  on  his  soul  through  all  the  past ! 

lorious  anthem  of  the  blest ; 

'Twas  with  him  on  the  battle-plain, 

*  and  sorrow  died  away 

'Twas  with  him  on  the  stormy  main : 

[ic  full  majestic  lay. 

Twas  in  his  visions,  when  the  shield 

r*d  the  secluded  fane, 

Pillow'd  his  head  on  tented  field ; 

ent  forth  that  inspiring  strain  ; 

'Twas  a  bright  beam  that  led  him  on 

1 — the  hallow  d  pile  s  array 

Where'er  a  triumph  might  be  won — 

t  of  some  high  festal  day ; 

In  danger  as  in  g^ory  nigh. 

of  all  hues  its  pillars  bound. 

An  angel-guide  to  victory  ! 

of  all  scents  were  strew'd  around ; 

)  exhaled  its  fragrant  sigh, 

She  caught  his  pale  bewildered  gaze 

the  altar  to  smile  and  die ; 

Of  grief  half  lost  m  fix'd  amaze. 

agrant  cloud  from  the  censer's  breath 

Was  it  some  vain  illusion,  wrought 

the  sacred  pomp  beneath  ; 

By  fr«nzy  of  impassion'd  thought  ] 

I  the  peal  of  choral  song 

Some  phantom,  such  as  Grief  hath  power 

ha  resounding  aisles  along ; 

To  summon  in  her  wandering  hour ) 

ig,  in  its  triumphant  flow, 

No  !  it  was  he  !  the  lost,  the  mourn  d — 

loes  from  the  graves  below. 

Too  deeply  loved,  too  late  retum'd  1 

— A  fevered  blush,  a  sudden  start. 

fi-om  its  woodland  birthplace  torn. 

Spoke  the  last  weakness  of  her  heart ; 

nmer  s  rose  that  scene  adorn  ] 

'Twas  vanqiiish'd  soon — ^the  hectic  red 

iathes  the  incense  to  the  sky  ] 

A  moment  flush'd  her  cheek,  and  fled. 

sUs  th'  exulting  harmony  1 

Once  more  serene — her  steadfiist  eye 

ee'st  thou  not  yon  form,  so  light 

Look'd  up  as  to  Eternity ; 

half  floating  on  the  sight. 

Then  gazed  on  Ulric  with  an  air. 

\  whisper  of  a  gale, 

That  said — the  home  of  Love  is  there  I 

[  but  wave  its  snowy  veil. 

iar  it  from  the  earth  afar. 

Tes  !  there  alone  it  smiled  for  him. 

but  receding  star  1 

Whose  eye  before  that  look  grew  dim. 

lat  devotion's  shrine  e'en  now 

Not  long  'twas  his  e'en  thiu  to  view 

i  that  youthful  vestal's  vow — 

The  beauty  of  its  calm  adieu; 

,  high  hymns,  sweet  odoui-s  rise, 

Soon  o'er  those  features,  brightly  pale, 

3  of  sacrifice  I 

Was  cast  th'  impenetrable  veil ; 

t  a  moment !  from  her  brow 

And,  if  one  human  sigh  were  given 

jst  shall  lift  the  veil  of  snow. 

By  the  pure  bosom  vow'd  to  heaven. 

o 
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Twas  lost,  as  many  a  iiianinir*d  loiiiid 
Of  grie^  "  not  loud,  but  deep,"  h  drown'd. 
In  hymns  of  joy,  which  proudly  rise 
To  tell  the  calm  imtroabled  akias 
That  earth  hath  baniah*d  care  and  woe^ 
And  man  holds  iestWals  below  I 


THE  CARAVAN  IN  THE  DESERTS. 

Call  it  not  loneliness  to  dwell 
In  woodland  shade  or  hermit  ddl. 
Or  the  deep  forest  to  eaq>lore. 
Or  wander  Alpine  regions  o*er ; 
For  nature  there  aU  joyous  reignsy 
And  fiDs  with  life  her  wild  domaine  : — 
A  bird's  light  wing  may  break  the  air, 
A  wave,  a  lea^  may  nrarmur  there ; 
A  bee  the  mountain  flowers  may  seek, 
A  chamois  bound  ftom  peak  to  peak ; 
An  ea^e;,  rushing  to  the  sky. 
Wake  the  deep  echoes  with  his  ciy ; 
And  still  some  sound,  thy  heart  to  cheer. 
Some  Toioe  though  not  of  man  is  near. 
But  he,  whose  weary  step  hath  traced 
Mysterious  Afric's  awftil  waste — 
Whose  eye  Arabians  wilds  hath  view'd, 
Can  tell  thee  what  is  solitude  ! 
It  is  to  traverse  lifeless  plains, 
\Vhere  everlasting  stillness  reigns, 
And  billowy  sands  and  dazzling  sky 
Seem  boimdless  as  infinity  ! 
It  is  to  sink,  with  speechless  dread, 
In  scenes  unmeet  for  mortal  tread, 
Sever'd  from  earthly  being^s  trace, 
Alone  amidst  eternal  qMice  ! 

Tis  noon — and  fearfully  profoimd, 
Silence  is  on  the  desert  round ; 
Alone  she  reigns,  above,  beneath. 
With  all  the  attributes  of  death  ! 
No  bird  the  blazing  heaven  may  dare, 
No  insect  bide  the  scorching  air ; 
The  ostrich,  though  of  sunbom  race. 
Seeks  a  more  shelter  d  dwelling-place  ; 
The  lion  slumbers  in  his  lair. 
The  serpent  shuns  the  noontide  glare. 
But  slowly  wind  the  patient  train 
Of  camels  o*er  the  blasted  plain, 

>  The  mirage,  or  vapour  ■mnniiig  the  appearance 
water. 

*  See  the  deKription  of  the  Simoom  In  Brace**  TkaTcii. 


Where  they  and  man  may  brave  alone 
The  terrors  of  the  burning  aone. 
— ^Faint  not,  O  pilgiima  !  thooc^  on  hig^ 
As  a  volcano,  flame  the  sky; 
Shrink  not,  though  as  a  furnace  glow 
The  dark-red  seas  of  sand  below; 
Thou£^  not  a  shadow,  save  yoor  own. 
Across  the  dread  expanse  is  thrown. 
Mark  I  where  your  feverish  lips  to  la;ve^ 
Wide-spreads  the  fresh  transparent  wave  ! 
Ui;^  your  tired  camels  on,  and  take 
Tour  rest  beside  yon  glistening  lake ; 
Thenoe,  haply,  cooler  gales  may  q>rin^ 
And  fen  your  brows  with  lighter  wing: 
Lo  !  nearer  now,  its  glassy  tide. 
Reflects  the  date-tree  on  its  side — 
Speed  on  !  pure  draughts  and  genial  air. 
And  verdant  shade;,  await  you  there. 
Oh,  glimpse  of  heaven  I  to  him  unknown 
That  hath  not  trod  the  burning  sone ! 
Forward  they  press — they  gaze  dismay*d — 
The  waters  of  the  desert  fede ! 
Melting  to  vapours  that  elude 
The  eye,  the  lip,  they  vainly  woo'd.* 

What  meteor  comes  1    A  purple  haae 
Hath  half  obscured  the  noontide  rays  :* 
Onward  it  moves  in  swift  career, 
A  blush  upon  the  atmosphere. 
Haste,  haste  !  avert  th'  impending  doom. 
Fall  prostrate  !  'tis  the  dread  Simoom  ! 
Bow  down  your  feces — till  the  blast 
On  its  red  wing  of  flame  hath  pass'd. 
Far  bearing  o'er  the  sandy  wave 
The  viewless  Angel  of  the  Grave. 

It  came — ^*tis  vanish'd — ^but  hath  left 
The  wanderers  e'en  of  hope  bereft ; 
The  ardent  heart,  the  vigorous  frame. 
Pride,    courage,    strength,    its    power   coo] 

tame. 
Faint  with  despondence,  worn  with  toO, 
They  sink  upon  the  burning  S(h1, 
Resign'd,  amidst  those  realms  of  gloom, 
To  find  their  deathbed  and  their  tomb.' 

But  onward  still ! — yon  distant  spot 
Of  verdure  can  deceive  you  not; 
Yon  palms,  which  tremulously  scem*d 
Reflected  as  the  waters  gleam'd. 


3  The  extreme  Unguor  and  despondence  produoed  Igr  t 
Simoom,  even  when  its  effects  are  not  fiUal,  have  been  i 
acribed  by  many  traTeUerk 
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iUoDg  th'  horizon's  vei^  difplay'd, 
Still  rear  their  dender  colonnade— 
A  landmazk,  gniding  o'er  the  plain 
The  Ckrivim's  exhsueted  train. 
Fair  is  that  little  Isle  of  Bhn 
The  deaerfs  emerald  oaaaa  I 
A  rainhow  on  the  torrent's  -wave, 
A  gsm  embosom'd  in  the  graTe, 
A  sonheam  on  a  stormy  day 
Ite  beauty's  knage  might  ccmvey  ! 
Beauty,  in  horror^s  lap  that  sleeps, 
While  sQenoe  round  her  vigil  keeps. 

Be8t>  weary  pilgrims  !  calmly  laid 
To  shmiber  in  th'  acacia  shade : 
Best^  where  the  shrubs  your  camels  bruise 
Their  aromatio  breath  diffuse ; 
Where  softer  light  the  sunbeams  pour 
Throog^  the  tall  palm  and  sycamore  ; 
And  the  rich  date  luxuriant  spreads 
Its  pendant  clusters  o'er  your  heads. 
Kature  once  more,  to  seal  your  eyes, 
Murmurs  her  sweetest  lullabies ; 
Again  each  heart  the  music  hails 
Of  rustling  leaves  and  sighing  gales : 
And  oh  J  to  Afdc's  child  how  dear 
The  voice  of  fountains  gushing  near ! 
Sweet  be  your  sltunbers  1  and  your  dreams 
Of  waving  groves  and  rippling  streams  ! 
fwt  be  the  serjient's  venom'd  coil 
Fhnn  the  brief  respite  won  by  toil ; 
hr  bo  lite  awful  shades  of  those 
Who  deep  beneath  the  sands  repose — 
The  hosts,  to  whom  the  desert's  breath 
Bore  swift  and  stem  the  call  of  death. 
&e^!  nor  may  scorching  blast  invade 
The  fredmess  of  the  acacia  shade. 
Bat  gales  of  heaven  your  spirits  bless, 
With  life's  best  balm— Forgetftilness  ! 
m  n^t  fhnn  many  an  urn  difAise 
ne  treasures  of  her  world  of  dews. 

Hie  day  ha&  dosed — the  moon  on  high 
Walks  in  her  cloudless  majesty. 
A  thocaand  stars  to  Afric*s  heaven 
toene  uagnifioence  have  given — 
Ptee  beacons  of  the  sky,  whose  flame 
Shines  fbrth  eternally  the  same. 
Bleat  be  tiieir  beams,  whose  holy  light 
Shan  guide  the  camel's  footsteps  right, 
And  lead,  as  with  a  track  divine. 
The  pilgrim  to  his  prophet's  shrine  ! 
— 4Uee !  Ud  joor  Isle  of  Pblms  adieu  \ 
Agrin  joax  lonely  march  pursue. 


While  airs  of  night  are  freshly  blowinj;^ 
And  heavens  with  softer  beauty  glowing; 

Tis  silence  all :  the  solemn  scene 
Wears,  at  each  step,  a  ruder  mien ; 
For  giant-rocks,  at  distance  piled. 
Cast  their  deep  shadows  o'er  the  wild. 
Darkly  they  rise — ^what  eye  hath  view'd 
The  caverns  of  thoir  si^tude  1 
Away !  within  those  awfbl  oells 
The  savage  lord  of  Airic  dwells  ! 
Hoard  ye  his  voice  1 — ^the  lion's  roar 
Swells  as  when  billows  break  on  shore. 
Well  may  the  camel  shake  with  fear. 
And  the  steed  pant — ^his  foe  is  near. 
Haste  !  light  the  torch,  bid  watchfires  throw 
For  o'er  the  waste,  a  ruddy  g^w; 
Keep  vigil — guard  the  bright  array 
Of  flames  that  scare  him  from  his  prey ; 
Within  their  magic  circle  press, 
O  wanderers  of  the  wilderness ! 
Heap  high  the  pile,  and  by  its  blaze. 
Tell  the  wild  tales  of  elder  dajrs, — 
Arabia's  wond'rons  lore,  that  dwells 
On  warrior  deeds  and  wizard  spells ; 
Enchanted  domes,  mid  scenes  like  these. 
Rising  to  vanish  with  the  breeze ; 
Gkundens,  whose  fruits  are  gems,  that  shed 
Their  light  where  mortal  may  not  tread ; 
And  spirits,  o'er  whose  pearly  halls 
Th'  eternal  billow  heaves  and  Mis. 
— With  charms  like  these,  of  mystic  power. 
Watchers  \  beguile  the  midnight  hour. 

Slowly  that  hour  hath  rolTd  away. 
And  star  by  star  withdraws  its  ray. 
Dark  children  of  the  sun  \  again 
Tour  own  rich  orient  hails  his  reign. 
He  comes,  but  veil'd — ^with  sanguine  glare 
Tinging  the  mists  that  load  the  air ; 
Soimds  of  dismay,  and  signs  of  flame, 
Th'  approaching  hurricane  proclaim. 
Tis  death's  rod  banner  streams  on  high — 
Fly  to  the  rocks  fbr  shelter  I — fly  I 
Lo  t  dark'ning  o'er  the  fiery  ddes. 
The  pillars  of  the  desert  rise ! 
On,  in  terrific  grandeur  wheeling, 
A  giant-host,  the  heavens  concealing. 
They  move,  like  mighty  genii-forms. 
Towering  immense  midst  douds  and  stormSi 
Who  shall  escape ! — ^with  awfhl  force 
The  whirlwind  bears  them  on  their  course ; 
They  join,  they  rash  resistless  on — 
The  landmarks  of  the  plain  are  gone; 
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The  stepfl^  the  formsy  from  earth  eficed. 
Of  those  who  trod  the  buniiiig  waste  1 
All  whekn*d,  all  hushed  ! — ^none  left  to  bear 
Sad  record  how  they  perished  there  ! 
No  stone  their  tale  of  death  shall  tell — 
The  desert  guards  its  mysteries  well ; 
And  o'er  th*  mifiithom*d  sandy  deep. 
Where  low  their  namftlewi  relics  sleeps 
Oft  shall  the  fdtui^  pilgrim  tread. 
Nor  know  his  steps  are  on  the  dead. 


MARIXTS  AMONGST  THE  RUINS  OF 
CARTHAGE. 

[«(  Maiim,  during  the  tbm  of  his  txlte,  aMUng  nfag*  in 
Africa,  had  landed  at  Ckrthage,  when  an  oflkcr,  sent  hy  the 
Roman  gorenior  of  Africa,  came  and  that  addremed  him : — 
"  Marios,  leome  from  the  Prsetor  SextiBns,  to  teO  joo  that 
he  forbids  joo  to  set  foot  in  Africa.  If  joo  obij  not,  he  wiD 
aopport  the  Senate's  decree,  and  treat  joa  as  a  pohlie  enemy.** 
yj^rfiM^  npon  hearing  this,  was  stmcli  dnmb  with  grief  and 
Indignation.  He  tittered  not  a  word  kx  some  time,  bat  re- 
garded the  oflkcr  with  a  menacing  aqieet  At  length  the 
officer  inquired  what  answer  he  sboold  carry  to  the  governor. 
**  Go  and  teD  him,^  a^d  the  unfortonate  man,  with  a  sigh, 
**  that  thou  hast  seen  the  exiled  Hariussitting  on  the  ruins 
of  Carthage.**— Plutarch.] 

'TWAS  noon,  and  Afric*s  dazding  sim  on  high 
With  fierce  resplendence  fill'd  th'  imdouded  sky; 
No  zephyr  waved  the  palm's  majestic  head. 
And  smooth  alike  the  seas  and  deserts  spread ; 
While  desolate,  beneath  a  blaze  of  light. 
Silent  and  lonely,  as  at  dead  of  night. 
The  wreck  of  Carthage  lay.     Her  prostrate  &nes 
Had  8trow*d  their  precious  marble  o*er  the  plains ; 
Dark  weeds  and  grass  the  column  had  o'eiigrown. 
The  lizard  bask'd  upon  the  altar  stone ; 
Whelm'd  by  the  ruins  of  their  own  abodes. 
Had  sunk  the  forms  of  heroes  and  of  gods ; 
While  near — dread  oflEspring  of  the  burning  day  ! 
Coil'd  niidst  forsaken  halls  the  serpent  lay. 

There  came  an  exile;,  long  by  fatte  pursued. 
To  shelter  in  that  awfiil  solitude. 
Well  did  that  wanderer's  high  yet  faded  mien 
Suit  the  sad  grandeur  of  the  desert  scene : — 
Shadow'd,  not  Tcil'd,  by  locks  of  wintiy  snow, 
Pride  sat,  still  mighty,  on  his  fiirrow'd  brow ; 
Time  had  not  quench'd  the  terrors  of  his  eye. 
Nor  tamed  his  glance  of  fierce  ascendency ; 
AVhile  the  deep  meaning  of  his  features  told 
Ages  of  thought  had  o*er  his  spirit  roll'd, 
Nordimm'd  the  fire  that  might  not  be  controll'd ; 
And  still  did  power  iuTcst  his  stately  form, 
Shatter  d»  but  yet  unoonquor'd,  by  the  storm. 


— ^But  slow  his  step— and  where^  not  yet  o*«^ 

thrown. 
Still  towcr'd  a  pillar  midst  the  waste  alone. 
Faint  with  long  toil,  his  weary  limbs  he  laid. 
To  slumber  in  its  solitary  shade. 
Ho  slept — and  daridy,  on  his  brief  repoeei, 
Th*  indignant  genius  of  the  scene  arose. 
Clouds  robed  his  dim  unearthly  form,  and  api^ad 
Mysterious  gloom  around  his  crownless  head, 
Crownless,  but  regal  sdlL    With  stem  disdain. 
The  kingly  shadow  seem'd  to  lift  his  chain, 
Gkized  on  the  palm,  his  ancient  sceptre  torn. 
And  his  eye  kindled  with  immortal  scorn  ! 

"And  sleep'st  thou,  BomonT  cried  his  voim 

austere; 
"  Shall  son  of  Latium  find  a  refuge  Kert  f 
Awake  I  arise !  to  speed  the  hour  of  Faie^ 
When  Rome  shall  fiidl,  as  Carthage  desolate  1 
Qo  i  with  her  children's  flower,  the  fif^ee,  the 

brave. 
People  the  silent  chambers  of  the  grave : 
So  shall  the  course  of  ages  yet  to  be, 
More  swiftly  waft  the  day,  avenging  me  ! 


u 


Tes,  from  the  awful  gulf  of  years  to  comc^ 
I  hear  a  voice  that  prophesies  her  doom ; 
I  see  the  trophies  of  her  pride  decay. 
And  her  long  line  of  triumphs  pass  away. 
Lost  in  the  depths  of  time — while  sinks  the  star 
That  led  her  march  of  heroes  fix)m  afiir ! 
Lo  !  from  the  frozen  forests  of  the  North, 
The  sons  of  slaughter  pour  in  myriads  forth ! 
Who  shall  awake  the  mighty  \ — ^will  thy  woe. 
City  of  thrones !  disturb  the  realms  below  ] 
Call  on  the  dead  to  hear  thee  !  let  thy  cries 
Summon  their  shadowy  legions  to  arise. 
Array  the  ghosts  of  conquerors  on  thy  walls ! 
— Barbarians  revel  in  their  ancient  halls, 
And  their  lost  children  bend  the  subject  knee, 
Midst  the  proud  tombs  and  trophies  of  the  &ee 
Bird  of  the  sun  !  dread  eagle  !  bom  on  high, 
A  creature  of  the  empyreal — thou,  whose  eye 
Was  lightning  to  the  earth — whose  pinion  waved 
In  haughty  triumph  o'er  a  world  enslaved ; 
Sink  from  thy  heavens  !  for  glory's  noon  is  o'er, 
And  rushing  storms  shall  bear  thee  on  no  more! 
Closed  is  thy  regal  course — thy  crest  is  torn. 
And  thy  plimie  banish'd  from  the  realms  of  mom. 
The  shaft  hath  reach'd  thee  !— rest  vrith  chic£i 

and  kings. 
Who  conquer'd  in  the  shadow  of  thy  wings ; 
Sleep  !  while  thy  foes  exult  around  their  prey. 
And  share  thy  glorious  heritage  of  day  ! 
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arker  years  shall  minglo  with  the  past, 
Iceper  vengeance  shall  be  mine  at  last, 
ho  seven  hills  I  see  destruction  spread. 
Empire's  widow  veils  with  dust  her  head, 
ods  forsake  each  desolated  shrine, 
cmples  moulder  to  the  earth,  like  mine : 
fallen  palaces  she  sits  alone, 
g  heroic  shades  from  ages  gone, 
Is  the  nations  midst  her  deserts  wait 
im  the  fearful  oracles  of  Fate  ! 

ill  sleep'st  thou,  Roman]  Son  of  Victory,  rise! 
to  obey  th'  avenging  Destinies  ! 
by  thy  mandate,  soon  thy  country*s  blood 
swell  and  darken  Tiber's  yellow  flood  ! 
lildren's  mands  call — awake  !  prepare 
3ast  they  claim  ! — exult  in  Rome^s  despair  1 
ine  ear  closed  against  her  suppliant  cries, 
ly  soul  triumph  in  her  agonies ; 
image  revel  e'en  her  shrines  among, 
not  the  valiant,  pity  not  the  yoimg  ! 
!  o'er  her  hills  the  sword's  libation  shed, 
vrcak  the  curse  of  Carthage  on  her  head  !  ** 

3  vision  flies — a  mortal  step  is  near, 
e  echoes  vibrate  on  the  slumberer's  oar ; 
arts,  he  wakes  to  woe — ^before  him  stands 
iwelcome  messenger  of  harsh  commands, 
o  £Eiltering  accents  tell  the  exiled  chief 
ek  on  other  shores  a  home  for  grief, 
iut  the  wanderer  sat — ^but  on  his  cheek 
uming  glow  far  more  than  words  might  speak ; 
from  the  kindling  of  his  eye,  there  broke 
lage  where  all  th'  indignant  soul  awoke, 
is  deep  thought  found  voice :  then,  calmly 

stem, 
(overcign  in  despair,  he  cried,  "  Return  ! 
dm  who  sent  thee  hither,  thou  hast  seen 
IS,  the  exile,  rest  where  Carthage  once  hath 

been  ! " 
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noonbeam,  quivering  o'er  the  wave, 
aps  in  pale  gold  on  wood  and  hill, 
rild  wind  slimibers  in  its  cave, 
i  heaven  is  cloudless — earth  is  still ! 
•ile  that  crowns  yon  savage  height 
battlements  of  Gothic  might, 
C8  in  softer  pomp  arra/d, 
massy  towers  half  lost  in  shade, 
»uch'd  with  mellowing  light ! 


The  rays  of  night,  the  tints  of  time. 

Soft-mingling  on  its  dark-gray  stone^ 
O'er  its  rude  strength  and  mien  sublime^ 

A  placid  smile  have  thrown. 
And  fiEur  beyond,  where  wild  and  high. 
Bounding  the  pale  blue  summer  sky, 
A  mountain  vista  meets  the  eye. 
Its  dark,  luxuriant  woods  assume 
A  pencil'd  shade,  a  softer  gloom  : 
Its  jutting  difb  have  caught  the  light. 
Its  torrents  glitter  through  the  night, 
While  every  cave  and  deep  recess 
Frowns  in  more  shadowy  awfulness. 
Scarce  moving  on  the  glassy  deep 
Yon  gallant  vessel  seems  to  sleep ; 

But  darting  from  its  side. 
How  swiftly  does  its  boat  design 
A  slender,  silvery,  waving  line 

Of  radiance  o'er  the  tide  ! 
No  sound  is  on  the  summer  seas. 

But  the  low  dashing  of  the  oar. 
And  faintly  sighs  the  midnight  breeze 

Through  woods  that  ftingo  the  rocky  shora 
That  boat  has  reach'd  the  silent  bay — 
The  dashing  oar  has  ceased  to  play ; 
The  breeze  has  murmur'd  and  has  died 
In  forest  shades,  on  ocean's  tide. 
No  step,  no  tone,  no  breath  of  soimd 
Disturbs  the  loneliness  profound  ; 
And  midnight  spreads  o'er  earth  and  main 

A  calm  so  holy  and  so  deep. 
That  voice  of  mortal  were  profane 

To  break  on  nature's  sleep  ! 
It  is  the  hour  for  thought  to  soar 

High  o*er  the  cloud  of  earthly  woes ; 
For  rapt  devotion  to  adore — 

For  passion  to  repose ; 
And  virtue  to  foi^get  her  tears, 
In  visions  of  sublimer  spheres  t 
For  oh  !  those  transient  gleams  of  heaven. 
To  calmer,  purer  spirits  given, 
Children  of  hallow'd  peace,  are  known 
In  solitude  and  shade  alone  ! 
Like  flowers  that  shun  the  blaze  of  noon. 
To  blow  beneath  the  midnight  moon. 
The  garish  world  they  will  not  bless. 
But  only  live  in  loneliness  I 

Hark !  did  some  note  of  plaintive  swell 

Melt  on  the  stillness  of  the  air  1 
Or  was  it  fancy's  powerful  spell 

That  woke  such  sweetness  there? 
For  wild  and  distant  it  arose, 
Like  sounds  that  bless  the  bard's  repose, 
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When  in  lone  wood,  or  moaej  cave. 
He  dreams  beside  some  fountain  wavo^ 
And  fiEory  worids  deUg^  the  q^ea 
Wearied  with  life's  realities. 

Was  it  illusiont    Yet  agaxD 
Bises  and  Mis  th'  flnnhanted 

Mellow,  and  sweety  and 
As  if  some  spirit  s  toodi  had  given 
The  soul  of  sound  to  haip  of  heayen 

To  soothe  a  dying  saint  1 
Is  it  the  mermaid  8  distant  shell. 

Warbling  beneath  the  moonlit  wsve  I 
— Such  witching  tones  might  hue  foil  wall 

The  Bfaunan  to  his  grave  { 
Sure  from  no  mortal  touoh  ye  xiae^ 
Wild,  softy  agrial  melodieB ! 
— Is  it  the  song  of  woodland-&y 

From  sparry  grot,  or  haunted  bowert 
Hark  !  floating  on,  the  magic  lay 

Draws  near  yon  ivied  tow«r ! 
Now  nearer  still,  the  listening  ear 
May  catch  sweet  harp^iotee^  faint  yet  dear; 
And  accents  low,  as  if  in  fear. 

Thus  murmur,  half  sappicaB'd : — 
"  Awake  !  the  moon  is  bright  on  hig^ 
The  sea  is  calm,  the  bark  is  ni^. 

The  world  is  hnsh'd  to  rest !" 
Then  sinks  the  voice — the  strain  is  o'er. 
Its  last  low  cadence  dies  along  the  shore. 

Fair  Bertha  hears  th'  expected  song, 
Swift  from  her  tower  she  glides  along; 
No  echo  to  her  tread  awakes. 
Her  £uiy  step  no  slumber  breaks ; 
And,  in  that  hour  of  silenoe  deep, 
Wliile  all  around  the  dews  of  sleep 
O'erpower  each  sense,  each  eyelid  steep. 
Quick  throbs  her  heart  with  hope  and  fear. 
Her  dark  eye  glistens  wi^  a  tear. 
Half-wavering  now,  the  varying  cheek 
And  sudden  pause  her  doubts  bespeak. 
The  lip  now  flush'd,  now  pale  as  death. 
The  trembling  frame,  the  fluttering  breath ! 
Oh  !  in  that  moment,  o'er  her  soul 
What  struggling  passions  claim  control ! 
Fear,  duty,  love,  in  conflict  hi^ 
By  turns  have  won  th'  ascendency ; 
And  as,  all  tremulously  bright^ 
Streams  o'er  her  finoe  the  beam  of  nig^^ 
What  thousand  mix'd  emotionB  play 
O'er  that  fiur  fiMse,  and  melt  away. 
Like  forma  whose  quidL  sncoeooion  ^eama 
O'er  fsmoy's  rainbow-tinted  dreams ; 


Like  the  swift  glancing  li^^ts  that  xii 
Midst  the  wild  cloud  of  stormy  akiaa. 

And  trmverse  ooean  o'er; 
So  in  thai  frill,  impaasion'd  eye 
The  changafol  meanings  rise  and  dis^ 

Just  seen — and  then  no  more  ! 
But  oh  !  too  short  that  pause.    Again 
Thrills  to  her  heart  that  witching  strain : — 
"  Awake  1  the  midni^t  moon  is  bci^  : 
Awake !  the  momenta  wing  their  fli^it ; 

Haste  !  or  they  speed  in  vain  !** 

O  call  of  Love  I  thy  potent  spell 
O'er  that  weak  hoait  prevails  too  widl; 
The  "still  small  voice"  is  heard  no  mova 
That  pleaded  duty's  cause  before, 
And  fear  is  hush'd,  and  doubt  is  gonet. 
And  piide  forgot,  and  reason  flown  ! 
Her  cheek,  whoee  ooloor  came  and  fle^ 
Resumes  its  warmest,  bri^test  red. 
Her  st^  its  quick  elastic  tread. 

Her  eye  its  beaming  smile ! 
Through  lonely  court  and  silent  hall. 
Flits  her  li^^t  shadow  o'er  the  wall ; 
And  still  that  low,  harmonious  call 

Melts  on  her  ear  the  while ! 
Though  love's  quick  ear  alone  could  tell 
The  words  its  aooents  fointly  swell : — 
"  Awake !  while  yet  the  lingering  night 
And  stars  and  seas  befriend  our  flight: 

Oh  !  hastei,  while  all  is  well  !** 

The  halls,  the  courts,  the  gates,  arc  pasty 
She  gains  the  moonht  beach  at  last 
Wlio  waits  to  guide  her  trembling  feet ! 
Who  flies  the  fugitive  to  greet? 
He,  to  her  youthfrd  heart  endear'd 
By  all  it  e'er  had  hoped  and  fear'd. 
Twined  with  each  wish,  with  every  thought 
Each  day-dream  fiuicy  e*^  had  wrought. 
Whose  tints  portray  with  flattering  skill 
What  brighter  worlds  alone  folfll ! 
— Alas  !  that  aught  so  £Edr  should  fly 
Thy  blighting  wand.  Reality  ! 

A  chieftain's  mien  her  Osbert  bore, 
A  pilgrim's  lowly  robes  he  wore— 
Disguise  that  vainly  strove  to  hide 
Bearing  and  glance  of  martial  pride : 
For  he  in  many  a  battle-scene. 
On  many  a  rampart  breadi  had  been ; 
Had  sternly  smiled  at  danger  nigh. 
Had  seen  the  valiant  bleed  and  die. 
And  proudly  reared  on  hostile  tower. 
Midst  falchion  dash  and  arrowy  showct^ 
Britannia's  banner  high ! 
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JUid  though  some  ancient  feud  had  taught 
His  Bertha's  aixe  to  loathe  his  name^ 

IMore  noble  warrior  never  fought 
For  f^orf^  prize  or  England's  fiune. 

And  well  his  dark,  oommanding  eye, 
And  form  and  step  of  stately  grooe. 

Accorded  with  achiovcments  high. 
Soul  of  emprise  and  chiyalry, 

Bright  name,  and  generous  race ! 
Eis  cheek,  embrown'd  by  many  a  sun, 
TeDs  a  proud  tale  of  glory  won. 
Of  Tigil^  maioh,  and  combat  rude, 
Talour,  and  toil,  and  fortitude  ! 

I  Fen  while  youth's  earliest  blushes  threw 

\  Wami  o'er  that  cheek  their  vivid  huei, 
HIb  gallant  soul,  his  stripling  form. 
Had  braved  the  battle's  rudest  storm ; 
When  England's  conquering  archers  stood. 
And  dyed  thy  plain,  Poitiers  !  with  blood. 
When  shiver  d  axe,  and  cloven  shield. 
And  shatter  d  helmet,  strewed  the  field. 
And  France  oroimd  her  king  in  vain 
Hid  marshall'd  valour's  noblest  train — 
In  that  dread  strife  his  lightning  eye 
Had  fiash'd  with  transport  keen  and  high. 
And  midst  the  bottle's  wildest  tide, 
llm>bb'd  his  young  heart  with  hope  and  pride. 

Alike  that  fearless  heart  could  brave 
Death  on  the  war-field  or  the  wave ; 
AHke  in  tournament  or  fight. 
That  ardent  spirit  found  delight ! 
Tet  oft,  midst  hostile  scenes  afur, 

Bright  o'er  his  soul  a  vision  came, 
fiising  like  some  benignant  star, 
On  stormy  seas  or  plains  of  war. 

To  soothe,  with  hopes  more  dear  than  fiune. 

The  heart  that  throbb'd  to  Bertha's  name  ! 
And  midst  the  wildest  rage  Of  fight, 
And  in  the  deepest  calm  of  night. 
To  her  his  thou^^itB  would  wing  their  flight 

With  fond  devotion  warm ; 
Oft  would  those  glowing  thoughts  portray 
Some  home,  from  tumults  fiv  away. 

Graced  with  that  angel  form  ! 
And  now  his  spirit  fondly  deems 
FUfilTd  its  loveliest,  dearest  dreams ! 

Who,  with  pale  cheek,  and  locks  of  snow. 
In  minstfel  garb  attends  the  chief? 

Hie  moonbeam  on  his  thoughtful  brow 
Reveals  a  shade  of  griel 

ScnzDw  and  time  have  touch'd  his  &ce 

Widi  monmftil  yet  jwgestie  grace, 


Soft  as  the  melancholy  smile 
Of  sunset  on  some  ruin'd  pile  1 
— It  is  the  bard,  whose  song  Imd  power 
To  lure  the  maiden  fipom  her  tower — 
The  bard,  whose  wild  inspiring  lays. 
E'en  in  gay  childhood's  eorliest  days^ 
First  woke,  iu  Osbert's  kindling  breast. 
The  flame  that  will  not  be  represt. 
The  pulse  that  throbs  for  pnuse  t 
Those  lays  had  banish'd  firom  his  eye 
The  bright  soft  tears  of  infancy. 
Had  soothed  the  boy  to  calm  repose, 
Had  hush'd  his  bosom's  earliest  woes ; 
And  when  the  light  of  thought  awoke. 
When  first  young  reason's  day-spring  broke. 
More  powerful  still,  they  bade  arise 
His  spirit's  burning  energies  1 
Then  the  bright  dream  of  glory  warm'd. 
Then  the  loud  pealing  war«ong  charm'd. 
The  legends  of  eadi  martial  line. 
The  battle-tales  of  Fialestine  : 
And  oft,  since  then,  hu  deeds  had  proved 
Themes  of  the  lofty  lays  he  loved  ! 
Now,  at  triumphant  love's  command. 
Since  Osbert  leaves  his  native  land. 
Forsaking  glory's  high  career 
For  her  than  glory  fax  more  dear ; 
Since  hope's  gay  dream  and  meteor  ray 
To  distant  regions  point  his  way. 
That  there  Afifection's  hands  may  dress 
A  fiiiry  bower  for  happiness ; 
That  fond  devoted  bard,  though  now 
Time's  wintery  garland  wreathes  his  brow. 
Though  quench'd  the  sunbeam  of  his  eye. 
And  fled  his  spirit's  buoyancy. 
And  strength  and  enterprise  are  past. 
Still  follows  constant  to  the  last ! 
Though  his  sole  wish  was  but  to  die 
Midst  the  calm  scenes  of  days  gone  by. 
And  all  that  hallows  and  endears 
The  memory  of  departed  yean — 
Sorrow,  and  joy,  and  time,  have  twined 
To  those  loved  scenes  his  pensive  mind ; 
Ah  !  what  can  tear  the  links  apart 
That  bind  his  chieftain  to  his  heart  ? 
What  smile  but  Atf  with  joy  can  light 
The  eye  obscured  by  age's  night  1 
Last  of  a  loved  and  honoured  linet, 
Last  tie  to  earth  in  life's  dedine. 
Till  death  its  lingering  spark  shall  dim. 
That  faithful  eye  must  gase  on  him  f 

Silent  and  swift,  with  footstep  light, 
Haste  on  those  f^tives  of  night 
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They  roarh  the  boat — the  rapid  oar 

No  path  so  wild  but  thou  hast  known. 

Soon  wafts  them  from  the  wooded  shore: 

And  traced  its  rugged  course  alone  ! 

The  bark  is  gain'd  !    A  gallant  few. 

The  earliest  wreath  that  boimd  thy  hair 

Vassals  of  Osbert,  form  its  ciew ; 

Was  twined  of  glowing  heath-flowers  there. 

The  pemiant,  in  the  moonlight  beam. 

There  in  the  day-spring  of  thy  years. 

With  soft  sufiusion  glows ; 

Undimm'd  by  passions  or  by  tears. 

From  the  white  sail  a  silvery  gleam 

Oft,  while  thy  bright,  enraptured  eye 

Falls  on  the  wave*8  repose ; 

Wander  d  o'er  ocean,  earth,  or  skv. 

Loi^  shadows  imdulating  play, 

While  the  wild  breeze  that  round  thee  blew. 

From  mast  and  streamer,  o'er  the  bay ; 

Tmgcd  thy  warm  cheek  with  richer  hue. 

But  still  so  hush'd  the  summer  air. 

Pure  as  the  skies  that  o'er  thy  head 

They  tremble,  midst  that  scene  so  fidr. 

Their  clear  and  cloudless  azure  spread. 

Lest  mom's  first  beam  behold  them  there. 

Pure  as  that  gale  whose  light  wing  drew 

— ^Wake,  viewless  wanderer !  breeie  of  night ! 

Its  freshness  from  the  mountain  dew. 

From  river  wave,  or  mountain  height^ 

Glow'd  thy  young  heart  with  feelings  high. 

Or  dew-bright  couch  of  moss  and  flowers. 

A  heaven  of  hallow'd  ecstasy ! 

By  haunted  spring  in  forest  bowers ; 

Such  days  were  thine  !  ere  love  had  drawn 

Or  dost  thou  lurk  in  pearly  cell. 

A  cloud  o  er  that  celestial  dawn  ! 

In  amber  grot,  where  mermaids  dwell. 

As  the  dear  dews  in  moming^s  beam 

And  cavem'd  gems  their  lustre  throw 

With  soft  reflected  colouring  stream. 

O'er  the  red  sea-flowers'  vivid  glow  1 

Catch  every  tint  of  eastern  gem 

Where  treasaresy  not  for  mortal  gaze. 

To  form  the  rose's  diadem. 

In  solitary  splendour  blaze. 

But  vanish  when  the  noontide  hour 

And  sounds,  ne'er  heard  by  mortal  ear. 

Glows  fiercely  on  the  shrinking  flower — 

Swell  through  the  deep's  unfikthom'd  sphere  ? 

Thus  in  thv  soul  each  calm  delight, 

What  grove  of  that  mysterious  world 

like  mom's  first  dew-drops,  pure  and  bright. 

Holds  thy  light  wing  in  slumber  fiirl'd  ? 

Fled  swift  from  passion's  blighting  fire. 

Awake  !  o'er  glittering  seas  to  rove : 

Or  linger  d  only,  to  expire  ! 

Awake  !  to  guide  the  bark  of  love  ! 

Spring  on  thy  native  hills  again 

Swift  fly  the  midnight  hours,  and  soon 

Shall  bid  neglected  wild-flowers  rise. 

Shall  fade  the  bright  propitious  moon ; 

And  call  forth,  in  each  grassy  glen. 

Soon  shall  the  waning  stars  grow  pale. 

Her  brightest  emerald  dyes ! 

Ken  now — ^but  lo  !  the  rustling  sail 

There  shall  the  lonely  mountain  rose. 

Swells  to  the  new-sprung  ocean  gale  ! 

Wreath  of  the  cli£&,  again  disclose ; 

The  bark  glides  on — their  fears  are  o'er; 

Midst  rocky  dells,  each  well-known  stream 

Recedes  the  bold  romantic  shore. 

Shall  sparkle  in  the  summer  beam ; 

Its  features  mingling  fiist. 

The  birch,  o'er  precipice  and  cave. 

Gaze,  Bertha !  gaze  :  thy  lingering  eye 

Its  feathery  foliage  still  shall  wave. 

Alav  still  each  lovely  scene  descry 

The  ash  midst  rugged  clefts  unveil 

Of  years  for  ever  past ! 

Its  coral  clusters  to  the  gale^ 

There  wave  the  woods,  beneath  whose  shade 

And  autumn  shed  a  warmer  bloom 

With  boimding  step  thy  childhood  play'd. 

O'er  the  rich  heath  and  glowing  broouL 

Midst  ferny  glades  and  mossy  lawns. 

But  thy  light  footstep  there  no  more 

Free  as  their  native  birds  and  fiiwns ; 

Each  path,  each  dingle  shall  explore. 

Listening  the  sylvan  soimds,  that  float 

In  vain  may  smile  each  green  recess, 

On  each  low  breeze,  midst  dells  remote— 

— Who  now  shall  pierce  its  loneliness! 

The  ringdove's  deep  melodious  moan. 

The  stream  through  shadowy  glens  may  stray. 

The  rustling  deer  in  thickets  lone ; 

— Who  now  shall  trace  its  glistening  way? 

The  wild-bee's  hum,  the  aspen's  sigh. 

In  solitude,  in  silence  deep. 

The  wood-stream's  plaintive  harmony. 

Shrined  midst  her  rocks,  shall  Echo  sloop. 

Dear  scenes  of  many  a  sportive  hour. 

No  lute's  wild  swell  again   hall  rise 

There  thy  own  mountains  darkly  tower  ! 

To  wake  her  mystic  melodies. 

Midst  their  gray  rocks  no  glen  so  rude 

All  soft  may  blow  the  moxmtain  air. 

But  thou  hast  loved  its  solitude  ! 

— ^It  will  not  wave  thy  graceful  hair  1 

• 
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lotintaiu  rose  may  bloom  and  die, 
rill  not  meet  thy  smiling  eye  ! 
ke  those  scenes  of  vamsh*d  days, 
II  others  ne*cr  delight ; 
velier  lands  shall  meet  thy  gaze, 
seem  not  half  so  bright ! 
le  dim  woodlands'  fading  hue 

I  gleams  yon  Gothic  pile  on  high ; 
)n,  while  yet  'tis  thine  to  view 

t  home  of  infimcy  ! 

not  the  night-deVs  chilling  power, 

not  the  sea-wind*8  coldest  hour, 

luse  and  linger  on  the  deck, 

'  those  towers  no  trace,  no  speck, 

leaming  o'er  the  main ; 

hen  the  mist  of  mom  shall  rise, 

ing  the  sea,  the  shore,  the  skies, 

lome,  once  vanish'd  from  thine  eyes, 

II  bless  them  ne*er  again  ! 

the  dork  tales  and  songs  of  yore 
;t  with  strange  transport  thrill'd  thy  soul, 
irhilc  their  fearful  mystic  loi*o 
m  thy  warm  cheek  the  life-bloom  stole. 
,  while  thy  other's  raptured  ear 

fondly  on  a  strain  so  dear, 
1  his  eye  the  trembling  tear 
eal'd  his  spirit's  trance ; 
>ft,  those  echoing  halls  along, 
drilling  voice  has  sweU'd  the  song — 
ion  wild  of  other  days, 
ubadour's  heroic  lays, 
egcnd  of  romance ! 
Qony  an  hour  has  there  been  thine, 
t  memory's  pencil  oft  shall  dress 
ter  shades,  and  tints  that  shine 
nellow'd  loveliness  ! 

thy  sick  heart,  and  fruitless  tears, 
U  mourn,  with  fond  and  deep  r^rct, 
mshine  of  thine  early  years, 
*ce  dcem'd  so  radiant — till  it  set ! 
loudless  peace,  imprizcd  till  gone, 
Uss,  till  vanish'd  hardly  known  ! 

Dk  and  turret,  wood  and  hill, 
iding  moonbeams  linger  still ; 
Bertha !  gaze  on  yon  gray  tower, 
ming's  last  and  sweetest  hour, 
var}'ing  still,  the  western  skies 
d  the  clear  seas  with  rainbow  dyes, 
3  warm  sufiusions  glow'd  and  pass'd, 
richer,  lovelier,  than  the  last. 
)ft,  while  gazing  on  the  deep, 
seem'd  a  heaven  of  peace  to  sleep. 


As  if  its  wave,  so  still,  so  fair. 

More  frowning  mien  might  never  wear, 

The  twilight  calm  of  mental  rest 

Would  steal  in  silence  o'er  thy  breast. 

And  wake  that  dear  and  balmy  sigh 

That  softly  breathes  the  spirit's  harmony ! 

— Ah  !  ne'er  again  shall  hours  to  thee  be  given 

Of  joy  on  earth — so  near  allied  to  heaven  I 

WTiy  starts  the  tear  to  Bertha's  eye  1 
Is  not  her  long-loved  Osbert  nigh  ? 
Is  there  a  grief  his  voice,  his  smile, 
His  words,  are  fruitless  to  beguile  1 
— Oh  1  bitter  to  the  youthful  heart. 

That  scarce  a  pang,  a  care  has  knovm, 
The  hour  when  first  from  scenes  we  pai-t. 

Where  life's  bright  spring  has  flown  ! 
Forsaking,  o'er  the  world  to  roam. 
That  little  shrine  of  peace — our  home  ! 
K'en  if  delighted  fancy  throw 
O'er  that  cold  world,  her  brightest  glow, 
Painting  its  untried  paths  with  flowers. 
That  will  not  live  in  earthly  bowers, 
(Too  frail,  too  exquisite,  to  bear 
One  breath  of  life's  ungenial  air ;) 
E'en  if  such  dreams  of  hope  arise 
As  heaven  alone  can  realise. 
Cold  were  the  breast  that  would  not  heave 
One  sigh,  the  home  of  youth  to  leave ; 
Stem  were  the  heart  that  would  not  swell 
To  breathe  life's  saddest  word — fiu^ewoll ! 
Though  earth  has  many  a  deeper  woe, 
Though  tears  more  bitter  far  must  flow. 
That  hour,  whate'er  our  future  lot. 
That  first  fond  grief,  is  ne'er  forgot ! 

Such  was  the  pang  of  Bertha's  heart. 

The  thought,  that  bade  the  tear-drop  start ; 

And  Osbert  by  her  side 
Heard  the  deep  sigh,  whose  bursting  swell 
Nature's  fond  struggle  told  too  well ; 
And  days  of  future  bliss  portray'd. 
And  love's  own  eloquence  eesa/d, 

To  soothe  his  plighted  bride  ! 
Of  bright  Arcadian  scenes  he  tells. 

In  that  sweet  land  to  which  they  fly ; 
The  vine-clad  rocks,  the  fragrant  dolls 

Of  blooming  Italy. 
For  he  had  roved  a  pilgrim  there. 
And  gazed  on  many  a  spot  so  fair 
It  seem'd  like  some  enchanted  grove, 
Where  only  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 
Those  exiles  of  the  world,  might  rove. 

And  breathe  its  heavenly  air ; 
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And,  all  unmix'd  with  ruder  tone. 
Their  *'  wood-notfes  wild"  be  heard  alo&ft  I 
Far  from  the  finown  of  stem  oontzol. 
That  vainly  would  subdue  the  soul. 
There  shall  their  Icmg-affianced  handB 
Be  join'd  in  oonsecnted  bands. 
And  in  soma  rich,  romantic  vale. 

Circled  with  heic^itB  of  Alpine  snow, 
VHiere  citron-woods  enrich  the  gale, 
And  scented  shrube  their  balm  exhale. 

And  flowering  myrtles'blow ; 
And  midst  the  mulbeny  boughs  on  high 
Weaves  t&e  wild  vine  her  tapestiy ; 
On  some  bright  streamlet's  emerald  aide^ 
Where  cedais  wave  in  gracelul  pride, 
Bosom'd  in  groves^  their  home  shall  riae^ 
A  sheltered  bower  of  paradise ! 
Thus  would  the  lover  soothe  to  rest 
With  tales  of  hope  her  anxious  breast; 
Nor  vain  that  dear  enchanting  lore 
Her  80ul*s  bright  visions  to  restore, 
And  bid  gay  phantoma  of  d^ig^ 
Float  in  soft  colouring  o'er  her  sig^it. 

0  Youth !  sweet  JCay-mom,  fled  so  soon. 

Far  brighter  than  life's  loveliest  noon. 
How  oft  thy  spirit's  buoyant  power 
Will  triumph,  e'en  in  soirow's  hour 

Prevailing  o'er  regret ! 
As  rears  its  head  th'  elastic  flower 
Though  the  daric  tempest  s  recent  shower 

Hang  on  its  petals  yet  t 

Ah  !  not  so  soon  can  hope's  gay  smile 
Tho  aged  bard  to  joy  beguile ; 
Those  silent  years  that  steal  away 
The  check's  warm  rose,  the  eye's  bright  ray, 
Win  from  the  mind  a  nobler  prize. 
E'en  all  its  buoyant  eneigies  1 
For  him  the  April  days  are  past, 

When  grief  was  but  a  fleeting  cloud; 
No  transient  shade  will  sorrow  cast. 

When  age  the  q>irit's  might  has  bow'd ! 
And,  as  he  sees  the  land  grow  dim. 
That  native  land  now  lost  to  him, 
f^'d  are  his  eyes,  and  clasp'd  his  hands, 
•    And  long  in  speechleas  grief  he  stands : 

So  desolately  calm  his  air, 
,    Ho  seems  an  image  wrought  to  bear 
The  stamp  of  deep,  though  hush'd  deqwur. 
Motion  and  life  no  sign  bespeaks. 
Save  that  the  night-breeze,  o*er  his  cheeks^ 
I        Just  waves  his  silveiy  hair  1 
Xought  else  could  teach  the  eye  to  know 
He  was  no  sculptured  form  of  woe  1 


Long  gazing  o'er  the  dark'ning  flood. 
Pale  in  that  silent  grief  he  stood. 
Till  the  cold  moon  was  waning  &8t. 

And  many  a  lovely  star  had  died. 
And  the  gray  heavens  deep  ahadowa  cast 

Far  o'er  the  slumbering  tide ; 
And,  robed  in  one  dark  soLcnm  hue. 
Arose  the  distant  shore  to  view. 
Then,  starting  from  his  tranoe  of  woe. 
Tears,  long  supprcss'd,  in  freedom  flow. 
While  thus  his  wild  and  plaintive  strain 
Blends  with  the  murmur  of  the  main : 

THE  BARD'S  FAREWELL. 

"  Thou  setting  moon !  when  next  thy  rays 
Are  trembling  on  the  shadowy  deep. 
The  land,  now  &ding  from  thy  gaze. 

These  eyes  in  vain  shall  weep ; 
And  vrander  o'er  the  lonely  sea. 
And  fix  their  tearful  glance  on  thee — 
On  thee !  whose  light  so  BofUy  gleams  [stream 
Through  the  green  oaks  that  fringe  my  natii 

"  But  midst  those  andeut  groves,  no  more 
Shall  I  thy  quivering  lustre  hail ; 
Its  plaintive  strain  my  harp  must  pour 

To  swell  a  foreign  gale. 
The  rocks,  tho  woods,  whose  echoes  woke 
When  its  full  tones  their  stillness  broke. 
Deserted  now,  shall  hear  alone 
The  brook's  wild  voice,  the  wind's  mysterious  mooi 

"  And  oh  !  ye  fair,  forsaken  haUs, 
Left  by  your  lord  to  alow  decay. 
Soon  shall  the  trophies  on  your  i^-uUs 

Be  mouldering  fiut  away  ! 
There  shall  no  choral  songs  resound, 
There  shall  no  festal  board  be  crown'd ; 
But  ivy  wreathe  the  silent  gate. 
And  all  be  hush'd,  and  cold,  and  desolate. 

"  No  banner  from  the  stately  tower 

Shall  spread  its  blazon'd  folds  on  high ; 
There  the  wild  brier  and  simmicr  flower, 

Unmark'd,  shall  wave  and  die. 
Home  of  the  mighty  1  thou  art  lone. 
The  noonday  of  thy  pride  is  gone. 
And,  midst  thy  solitude  profound, 
A  step  shall  echo  like  unearthly  soimd ! 

"  From  thy  cold  hearths  no  festal  blaae 
Shall  fill  the  hall  with  ruddy  hght, 
Nor  welcome  with  convivial  rays 
Some  pUgrim  of  the  night. 
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ere  shall  gross  luxuriant  spread, 

r  the  dweUings  of  the  dead ; 

le  deep  swell  of  every  blast 

rild  diige  for  years  of  grandeur  post. 

—my  joy  of  life  is  fled, 

qnrit's  power,  my  bosom's  glow ; 

yen  locks  that  graced  my  head, 

B  in  a  wreath  of  snow  1 

here  the  star  of  youth  arose 

L*d  life's  lingering  ray  should  close, 

lose  loved  trees  my  tomb  o^ershade, 

vhoee  ardungbowersmy  childhoodplay'd. 

ream  !  that  tomb  in  distant  earth 
1  rise,  forsaken  and  forgot ; 
Lon,  sweet  land  that  gaveet  me  birth  ! 
ttve  must  yield  me  not. 
iply,  he  for  whom  I  leave 
lores,  in  life's  dark  'winter  eve, 
cold  the  hand,  and  closed  the  lays, 
lute  the  voice  he  loved  to  praise, 
le  hush'd  hazp  one  tear  may  shed, 
finil  garland  o'er  the  minstrel's  bed  !" 


BELSHAZZAR'S  FEAST. 

jht  in  Babylon  :  yet  many  a  beam, 
for  glittering  from  her  domes  on  high, 
rightly  mingling  in  Euphrates'  stream 
clear  stars  of  that  Chaldean  sky, 
sure  knows  no  cloud :  each  whispered  sigh 
t  night-breeze  through  her  terrace  bowers, 
pening  tones  of  joy  and  melody, 
ilumined  wilderness  of  flowers ;  [towers, 
glad  city's  voice  went  up  from  all  her 

der  mirth  was  in  the  kingly  hall, 
ddst  adoring  slaves,  a  gox^geous  band, 
ihe  stately  midnight  festival, 
ir  sat  enthroned.     There  luxuiy's  hand 
ver'd  around  all  treasures  that  expand 
the  burning  East ;  all  gems  that  pour 
>eams  back ;  all  sweets  of  many  a  land 
ales  waft  incense  from  their  spicy  shore 
ortal  pride  look'd  on,  and  still  demanded 
ore. 

ber  zest  the  banquet  may  be  fraught, 
theme  may  swell  the  exulting  strain  ! 


The  lord   of  nations   spoke, — and  forth   were 

brought 
The  spoils  of  Salem's  dervaBtatad  fime. 
Thrioe^ioly  venek  I — pure  from  earthly  stain. 
And  set  apar^  and  sanctified  to  Him 
Who  deign'd  within  the  orade  to  reign, 
Reveal'd  yet  ahadoVd ;  making  noondi^  dim. 
To  that  most  glorious  cloud  between  the  cherubim. 

* 

They  came,  and  louder  peal'd  the  voice  of  song. 
And  pride  flash'd  brij^xter  frt>m  the  kindling  eye ; 
And  He  ^idio  sleeps  not  heard  the  elated  throng 
In  mirth  that  plays  with  thunderbolts,  defy 
TheBockofZionl    Fill  the  nectar  high, 
High  in  the  cope  of  oonsecrated  gold  I 
And  orown  tiie  bowl  with  garlands,  ere  they  die. 
And  bid  the  oemierB  of  the  temple  hold 
Ofiferings  to  Babel's  gods,  the  mighty  ones  of  old! 

Peace  ! — \e  it  but  a  phantom  of  the  brain, 
Thus  shadow'd  forth,  the  senses  to  appall. 
Yon  fiearfiil  vision  1    Who  shall  gase  again 
To  search  its  cause  1    Along  t^e  illumined  wall. 
Startling  yet  riveting  tiie  eyes  of  all. 
Darkly  it  moves, — a  hand,  a  human  hand. 
O'er  the  bright  lamps  of  that  resplendent  hall. 
In  silence  tracing;  as  a  mystio  wand. 
Words  all  unknown,  the  tongue  of  some  far-distant 
land! 

There  are  pale  cheeks  around  the  regal  board. 
And  quivering  limbs,  and  whispers  deep  and  low. 
And  fitfnl  starts  1 — ^the  wine,  in  triumph  pour'd, 
Untasted  £oams,  the  song  hath  ceased  to  flow, 
The  waving  censer  drops  to  earth — and  lo  ! 
The  king  of  men,  the  ruler,  girt  with  mirth. 
Trembles  before  a  riiadow  I    Say  not  so  ! 
— The  child  of  dnst,  with  guilt's  foreboding  sight. 
Shrinks  from  the  dread  Unknown,  the  avenging 
Infinite  I 

"  But  haste  ye  ! — bring  Ghaldea's  gifted  seers. 
The  men  of  prescience  1  Haply  to  ikeir  eyes. 
Which  track  thefixtore  through  therollingsphores, 
Yon  mystic  sign  may  speak  in  prophecies." 
They  come — the  readers  of  the  midnight  skies. 
They  that  gave  voice  to  visions — but  in  vain  ! 
Still  wrapt  in  clouds  the  awfiil  secret  lies. 
It  hath  no  language  midst  the  starry  train. 
Earth  has  no -gifted  tongue  heaven's  mysteries  to 
explain. 

Then  stood  fbrth  one,  a  child  of  other  sires. 
And  other  inspiration  t— one  of  those 
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Who  on  the  willows  hung  their  captive  lyres. 
And  sat  and  wept,  where  Babel's  river  flows. 
His  eye  was  bright,  and  yet  the  pale  repose 
Of  his  pure  features  half  o'erawed  the  mind ; 
Telling  of  inward  mysteries— joys  and  woes 
In  lone  recesses  of  the  soul  enshrined ; 
Depths  of  a  being  seal*d  and  sever'd  from  mankind. 

Yes  !— what  was  earth  to  him,  whose  spirit  poss'd 
Time's  utmost  boundsl  on  whose unshrinkingsight 
Ten  thousand  shapes  of  burning  glory  cast 
Their  lull  resplendence  1    Majesty  and  might 
Were  in  his  dreams;  for  him  the  veil  of  lig^t 
Shrouding  heaven's  inmost  sanctuaiyand  throne, 
The  curtain  of  th'  unutterably  bright, 
Was  raised ! — to  him,  in  fearful  qplendour  shown, 
Ancient  of  Days !  e'en  Thou  madest  thy  dread 
presence  known. 

He  spoke — ^the  shadows  of  the  things  to  come 
Fbss'd  o'er  his  soul : — **  O  King,  elate  in  pride  ! 
God  hath  sent  forth  the  writing  of  thy  doom — 
The  one,  the  living  Qod,  by  thee  defied  ! 
He,  in  whose  balance  earthly  lords  are  tried. 
Hath  weig^'d,  and  found  thee  wanting.    Tis  de- 
creed 
The  conqueror's  hands  thy  kingdom  shall  divide. 
The  stranger  to  thy  throne  of  power  succeed  ! 
Thy  days  are  full :  they  come, — the  Persian  and 
the  Mede  !" 

There  fell  a  moment's  thrilling  fdlence  round — 
A  breathless  pause  ! — the  hush  of  hearts  that  beat, 
And  limbs  that  quiver.     Is  there  not  a  sound, 
A  gathering-cry,  a  tread  of  hurrying  feet  ? 
— Twas  but  some  echo  in  the  crowded  street. 
Of  far-heard  revelry ;  the  shout,  the  song. 
The  measured  dance  to  music  wildly  sweet, 

1  As  originaDy  written,  tlw  foDowinf  additional  stanzas 
(afterwards  omitted)  concluded  this  poem :  — 

Fftlkatetktgoldnacttf!  Inttednl, 
SpoU'd  oTher  crown,  <tt«umU»d  of  bv  tUlt, 
She  tlMt  baUi  made  th*  ■tnnstli  of  towtta  hv  tnut 
Wccfw  hf  hn  dmA,  wmwowjy  d«BolBf  ! 
81m  that  bdwM  tke  aaUoo*  at  hn  gate, 
Throngliig  In  homaffe,  thaU  ba  ealTd  do  biov« 
Ladj  of  ktefdoou !    W1k>  ikall  VMam  tear  turn  ? 
Har  gnilt  Is  taU,  tear  mardi  oftrtanph  o'er—' 
Wbat  widow  d  land  akall  now  bar  widowhood  deplore  ? 

8tt  tkoa  In  ■Hence !    Tboa  thaft  wert  enthroned 
On  many  water*  •— tbo«,  wheae  magan  raad 
The  l8a«na«e  ofthe  plaaeta,  and  diaown^ 
The  mighty  Name  U  btaaone !— retl  thy  hand, 
Pnnghter  of  Babyfcm  !  The  eword  is  red 
From  thy  dcetroyer't  harraat,  and  the  yake 
la  an  thee,  O  moat  prond  i—fcr  then  hart  aaSd. 
■*  I  am.  and  none  boiide !  ■*    Th' Kteraal  apoke ; 
I  a  epoO,  thine  Idol-sada  wve  Woke ! 


That  speeds  the  stars  their  joyous  counte  along— 
Away  !    nor   let   a   dream   disturb    the   festal 
throng  I 

Peace  yet  again  !    Hark  !  steps  in  tumult  flying. 
Steeds  rushing  on,  as  o*er  a  battle-field  ! 
The  shouts  of  hosts  exulting  or  defying^ 
The  press  of  multitudes  that  strive  or  yield ! 
And  the  loud  startling  dash  of  spear  and  shield. 
Sudden  as  earthquake's  bunt ;  and,  Uent  with 

these. 
The  last  wild  shriek  of  those  whose  doom  is  seal'd 
In  their  full  mirth  ! — all  deepening  on  thelxeeae, 
As  the  long  stormy  roll  of  fiir^vancing 


And  nearer  yet  the  trumpet's  blast  is  swelling 
Loud,  shrill,  and  savage,  drowning  eveiy  oy ; 
And,  lo  !  the  spoiler  in  the  regal  dwdling. 
Death — ^bursting  on  the  halls  of  reveliy ! 
Ere  on  their  brows  one  fragile  roBe4eaf  die, 
The   sword  hath  raged  through  joy^s  devoted 

train; 
Ere  one  bright  star  be  fiided  from  the  sky. 
Red  flames,  like  banners,  wave  from  dome  and 

fane; 
Empire  is  lost  and  won — Belshazzar  with  the 

slain.^ 

[Belsliazzar's  Feast  Iiad  prvrionslj  been  published  te  th» 
ColUction  qf  Poems  from  LMf^  Aulkon,  edited  for  a  bws- 
Tolent  purpose  bj  Mrs  Joanna  BaiHie. — Memoir ,  p^  681 

*'  Miss  BaOlie's  volume  contained  sereral  poems  by  Vi* 
Hemans;  some  Jenxd'esprit,  bj  tlie  late  MIm  CIiHwiIm 
Fanshawe,  a  woman  of  rare  wit  and  genfais,  in  wliQse  tndttf 
ScoU  greatij  deliglited ;  and,  inter  alia,  Mr  Wmtem  Ho«i- 
son*s  earlj  baOad  of  Poljdore,  which  had  been  oriffiaaBf 
published  under  Scott's  auspicea,  in  the  Edinburgh 
for  1810.**— LocKBART's  Li/k  <^SaM,  voL  v.  pt  SS7. 

It  is  worthy  of  remembrance  that  Sir  Walter's  on*  ** 
dufTs  Croei,'*  and  Soutliej'S  lir^  and  eecmtric  nensy 
rfaymeeonthe  "  Cataract  ofLodoar,**  fiitt  made  their  appea^ 
anoe  in  the  c<4]ection  referred  ta] 


Bat  go  thon  Ibrth,  O  IwmI  ! 
Be  dothed  with  atrength,  M  In 
Bencw  the  aoond  of  harpa,  th' 
ThembthofttaBliRli!— loom  the 
God  telh  redecm'd  hie  people! 
The  ailant  and  the  tramplad 
Avahe  !--pat  on  thy  beantHU 
O  lonc-tinskan  Zioa !— to  the 
Send  ap  on  every  wind  thr  dMxnl 


lift  thy  head !— BdMOd  thy 
Sedecn'd  from  exile,  raoaom'd  from  tlw 
L«ht  hath  rerlaftad  the  hooae  of  menral 
She  that  on  Jndah'a  moontaina  wept  la 
neeaam  her  chlUran  were  not,  dwrili 
Girt  with  the  loTely !   Thiooghthy 
City  of  God!  ahaUpnM  thebrMalteidn. 
And  the  brifM  lampa  their  ftetlee 
And  the  triamphal  hymna  tlqr  jej  of  yanlh 
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*<  Tboa  11111—4  Bobljr, 
Msrto  of  ttemtr  itefr  ptrhap*  had  taali  } 
AtA  o'ar  tkgr  Ml.  If  U  te  ao  dMsncd, 
«ood  Bin  win  moora.  Mid  brmv*  mca  wlU  alMd  \mx% 

Tume  I  look  not  Ibr  ; 
Bat  10  nulabt.  In  ll«av«n's  aU'Wting  qr*. 
Bite*  mj  fcDow  men.  In  mine  own  alght, 
Wllh  gnetftil  Ttrtu«  and  baeomlng  prhte, 
TW  dIgBtljr  aad  howmr  of »  man, 
Tbaa  ilnUoo-d  u  I  am,  X  wm  do  «U 
Thai  maa  maj  do." 

Mm  BAitxn^  **  CooitaBUna  Pidaoiogat." 

I. 

X  fires  grew  pale  on  Rome's  deserted  shrines, 

the  dim  grot  the  I^rthia's  voice  had  died ; 

Shout  for  the  City  of  the  Constantines, 

e  rising  city  of  the  billow-side, 

e  City  of  the  Cross ! — great  ocean's  bride, 

)wn'd  with  her  birth  she  sprung !    Long  ages 

past, 
d  still  she  look'd  in  glory  o'er  the  tide, 
lich  at  her  feet  barbaric  riches  cost, 
or^d  by  the  burning  East,  all  joyously  and  fast. 

n. 
Dg  ages  past ! — ^thcy  left  her  porphyry  halls 
II  trod  by  kingly  footsteps.    Qema  and  gold 
nder* d  her  mantle,  and  her  castled  walls 
>wn'd  in  their  strength ;  yet  there  were  signs 

which  told 
e  days  were  full.    The  pure  high  fiodth  of  old 
IS  changed ;  and  on  her  silken  couch  of  sleep 
e  lay,  and  murmur'd  if  a  rose-leafs  fold 
storfo'd  her  dreams;  and  call'd  her  slaves  to 

keep 
eir  watch,  that  no  rude  soxmd  might  reach  her 

o*6r  the  deep. 

in. 
t  there  are  sounds  that  from  the  regal  dwelling 
Be  hearts  and  fearless  only  may  exclude ; 
s  not  alone  the  wind  at  midnight  swelling, 
daks  on  the  soft  repose  by  luxury  woo'd  ! 
ere  are  unbidden  footsteps,  which  intrude 
lere  the  lamps  glitter  and  the  wine-cup  flows ; 
d  darker  hues  have  stain'd  the  marble,  strew'd 
th  the  fresh  myrtle  and  the  short-lived  rose ; 
d  Plarian  walls  have  rung  to  the  dread  march 
of  foes. 

TlM  annj  of  Xohammed  the  Second,  at  Uie  siege  of 
laUntlnople,  wm  thronged  witii  finatice  of  all  nets  and 
tone,  who  were  not  enrolled  amongit  tlie  regular  troope. 


IV. 
A  voice  of  multitudes  is  on  the  breeze, 
Remote,  yet  solemn  as  the  nightnitorm's  roar 
Through  Ida's  giant-pines  !    Across  the  seas 
A  murmur  comoB,  like  that  the  deep  winds  boi*o 
Rrom  Tempo's  haunted  river  to  the  shore 
Of  the  reed-crown'd  Eurotas ;  when,  of  old. 
Dark  Asia  sent  her  battle-myriads  o'er 
Th'  indignant  wave,  which  would  not  be  controll'd, 
But  past  the  Persian's  chain  in  boundless  freedom 
rolTd. 

V. 

And  it  is  thus  again !    Swift  oars  are  dashing 
The  parted  waters,  and  a  light  is  cast       [flashing 
On  tiieir  white  foam-wreaths,  from  the  sudden 
Of  Tartar  spears,  whose  ranks  are  thickening  fast. 
There  swells  a  savage  trumpet  on  the  blast, 
A  music  of  the  deserts,  wild  and  deep. 
Wakening  strange  echoes,  as  the  shores  are  pass'd 
Where  low  midst  Ilion's  dust  her  conquerors  sleep, 
0  ershadowing  with  high  names  each  rude  sepul- 
chral heap. 

VI. 

War  from  the  West ! — the  snows  on  Thracian  hills 
Are  loosed  by  Spring's  warm  breath ;  yet  o'er  the 

lands 
Which  Hsemus  girds,  the  nliftinlAa^  moimtain-rilla 
Pour  down  less  swifUy  than  the  Moslem  bands. 
War  frx>m  the  East ! — midst  Araby's  lone  sands. 
More  lonely  now  the  few  bright  founts  may  be. 
While  Ismael's  bow  is  bent  in  worrioi^hands 
Against  the  Oolden  City  of  the  sea.  ^ 
— Oh !  for  a  soul  to  fire  thy  dust,  Thormopyla)  1 

VII. 

Hear  yet  again,  ye  mighty  .• — Where  are  they 
Who,  with  their  green  Olympic  garlands  cro^^ii'd, 
Leap*d  up  in  proudly  beautiful  array. 
As  to  a  banquet  gathering,  at  the  sound 
Of  Persia's  clarion )    Far  and  joyous  roxmd. 
From  the  pine  forests,  and  the  mountain  snows, 
And.  the  low  sylvan  valleys,  to  the  bound 
Of  the  bright  waves,  at  freedom's  voice  they  rose  ! 
— Hath  it  no  thrilling  tone  to  break  the  tomb's 
repose] 

VIII. 

They  slumber  with  their  swords ! — the  olive  shades 
In  vain  are  whispering  their  immortal  tale  ! 

The  SoKan  hfaneelf  marched  upon  the  dty  from  Adrianoi>Ie ; 
but  his  army  must  hare  been  principally  collected  in  the 
Aiiatle  provinces,  which  he  had  preriotuly  visited. 
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In  Tain  the  spirit  of  the  post  pervades  [vale. 

The  soft  windfl^  breathing  thioni^  each  Ghnecian 
Tet  must  tkou  tndce,  though  aU  nnann'd  axMi  pale. 
Devoted  City  !    Lo !  the  MoaleBi's  spear. 
Red  from  its  vintage^  afe  lliy  gatea;  his  sail 
Upon  thy  waves,  his  tmmpet  in  thine  ear  I        • 
— Awake  I    and  aiunmon  thoeei,   wiio  yet  per- 
chance may  hear ! 

IX. 

Be  hnsh'd,  thou  faint  and  feeble  voice  of  weeping ! 
Lift  ye  the  banner  of  the  Cross  on  high, 
And  call  on  chie&,  whose  noble  sires  are  sleeping 
In  their  proud  graves  of  sainted  dnvahy. 
Beneath  the  palms  and  oedan^  wh«re  they  s^ 
To  Syrian  gales  I    The  sobb  of  each  brave  line 
From  tikeir  baionial  haUs  shall  hear  your  cry, 
And  seiae  the  anns  which  flaah*d  round  Salem's 
shrine,  Palestine ! 

And  wield  for  von  the  swords  onoe  waived  for 


All  still,  all  voiceless ! — and  the  biDow's  roar 
Alone  replies  !    Alike  tJteir  soul  is  gone 
Who  shared  the  funeral-feast  on  (Eta's  shore. 
And  ihtin  that  o'er  the  field  of  Ascalon 
Swdl'd  the  crusaders*  hymn !    Then  gird  thou  on 
Thine  armour.  Eastern  Queen  I  and  meet  the  hour 
Which  waits  thee  ere  the  day's  fierce  work  is  done 
With  a  strong  heart :  so  may  thy  helmet  tower 
TJnshiver^d  through  the  storm,  fbr  generous  hope 
is  power ! 

XL 

But  linger  not, — array  thy  men  of  might ! 
The  shores,  the  seas,  are  peopled  vrith  thy  foes. 
Arms  through  thy  cypress  groves  are  gleaming 

bright, 
And  the  dark  huntsmoi  of  the  wild,  repose 
Beneath  the  shadowy  maible  porticoes 
Of  thy  proud  villas.     Nearer  and  more  near. 
Around  thy  walla  the  sons  of  battle  close ; 
Each  hour,  each  moment^  hath  its  sound  <^  fear. 
Which  thedeepgravealone  is  chartered  not  to  hear ! 

xn. 
Away  !  bring  wine,  bring  odoiurs,  to  the  shade  ^ 
Where  the  toll  pine  and  poplar  blend  on  high  ! 

^  **  Hoc  Tina,  et  ongmBte,  d  nlmhnn  bravsi 

Floras  aimrnir  ten  Jiito  rmb.** — ^QomACB. 

s  The  castle  of  the  Seven  Toiran  it  nuntioned  in  the 

Bjamtine  histoiy,  as  carlj  as  the  sixth  eentivy  of  th«  CSnis- 

tiaii  va,  as  an  edifice  which  eontribotod  materialty  to  tho 

defence  of  Constantinople :  aad  it  was  tlia  princ^al  bolwarii 


Bring  roses,  exquisite,  but  soon  to  fiide  ! 
Snatch  every  brief  delight, — since  we  must  die !— 
Yet  is  the  hour,  dsgenerate  Qredes  I  90110  by, 
For  feast  in  vine-vrreath'd  bower  or  pillared  hall  ; 
Dim  gleams  the  torch  beneath  yon  fiery  sky. 
And  deep  and  hollow  is  the  tamboux'a  call»  [GiIL 
And  from  the  startled  hand  th'  imtantod  eupwiP 


[aignr 
ill 


tHfttt! 


The  night — the  glorious  oriental  nij^ 
Hath  lost  the  silence  of  her  purple  hesfen. 
With  its  dear  stars  f    The  red  artillery^  light, 
Athwart  her  woiida  of  tranquil  qplendour  drives. 
To  the  still  firmament's  expanse  hath  given 
Its  own  fierce  glare,  wherein  each  cliff  and  towor 
Starts  wildly  forth;  and  nowtheairisriven   [lowav 
With  thunder^mrets,  and  now  dull  smoikeHdonds 
Veiling  the  gentle  moon,  in  hermost  haQowM  hour. 

XIV. 

Sounds  ftom  the  waters^  sounds  upon  the 
Sounds  in  the  air,  of  battle  !    Tet  with 
A  voice  is  mingling,  whose  deep  tones  give 
To  fiiith  and  courage  !    FVom  luxurious  en 
A  gallant  fiofw  have  started  !  O'er  the 
From  the  Seven  Towers,'  their  banner 
And  Hope  is  whispering  in  the  joyous 
Which  plays  amidst  its  folds.  Thatvobe 
Thy  soul  was  on  that  band,  devoted 

XV. 

Was  Rome  thy  parent  1    Didst  thou  cotdi  from  lur 
The  fire  that  lives  in  thine  undaunted  eye! 
— ^That  city  of  the  throne  and  sepulchre 
Hath  given  proud  lessons  how  to  reign  and  die ! 
Heir  of  the  Oeaars !  did  that  lineage  high. 
Which,  as  a  triumph  to  the  grave,  hath  paes'd 
With  its  long  march  of  spectred  imagery,* 
Th'  heroic  mantle  o'er  thy  spirit  cast? 
Thou  !  of  an  eaglc-racc  the  noblest  and  the  last ! 

XVI. 

Vain  dreams !  Upon  that  spirit  hath  deaoended 
Light  from  the  living  Fountain,  whence  fmSk 

thought 
Springs  pure  and  holy  f  In  that  eye  is  blended 
A  spark,  with  earth's  triumphal  memorieefivoght, 
And,  fax  within,  a  deeper  meaning,  canglit 


of  the  town  on  the  coast  of  the  Propontii,  fa 
of  the  empire.    For  a  description  of  this  bnildhsg, 
VILLI'S  Travd$. 

*  An  allusion  to  the  Roman  custea  of 
oeaion,  at  the  foneralt  of  their  gnat  mtB,  tte 


I 


MaPocqra- 
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>rid8  miaeen.    A  hope,  a  lofty  trusty 
estiiig-place  on  buoyant  ymag  k  sought 
through  ita  veil  seen  darkly  firom  the 
list)  [the  just, 

s  whero  Time  no  more  hath  power  upon 

xvn. 
are  proud  days,  when  on  tfaebstUe-plain, 
he  Bun*s  bright  fiuse,  and  midit  t&'  array 
;ruck  hosts,  and  cirded  by  the  slain, 
lan  cast  his  gUttering  mail  arwi^,^ 
le  a  sOence,  as  of  midnight^  lay 
thless  thousands  at  his  voice  who  started, 
the  unseen  terrific  powen  that  sway 
hts,  the  depths,  the  shades ;  then,  fear- 
Bs-hearted, 

m  robe  of  death,  and  for  the  grave  de- 
irted ! 

XVIII. 

,  around  him  as  the  jayelins  rush'd, 
ih  to  heaymi  swell'd  up  the  loud  acdaim ; 
his  hearfe  last  free  libation  gnsh'd, 
right  smile,  the  warrior  cau^t  his  name 
ng  on  the  winds  !    And  Victory  came, 
le  the  hour  of  that  immortal  deed 
fiery  feeling  I     Valour's  aim 
,'ht  no  loftier  guerdon.    Thus  to  bleed 
e  Rome's  high  star ! — He  died — and  had 
R  meed. 

XIX. 

o — and  dearer,  holier  praise  be  theirs, 
the  stillness  and  the  solitude 
.  press'd  earthwards  by  a  weight  of  cares, 
d  by  Fame's  proud  hope,  th'  ethereal  food 
»  eneigies,  and  only  view'd 
vrhose  eye,  from  his  eternal  throne, 
soul's  dark  places ;  have  subdued 
r'd  themselves  with  strength  till  then 
iknown, 
high  martyr-task,  in  secret  and  alone. 

Homing  was  tlie  ceremony  of  consecration  with 
us  devoted  Mmsdf  in  battle :— Ho  was  ordered  bj 
le  Pontifiut  Maxinms,  to  quit  his  mllttary  habit, 
1  the  robe  lie  wore  in  the  senate.  Yalailiie  tiien 
I  head  with  a  veil,  conunanded  him  to  put  forth 
ider  bis  robe  to  his  chin,  and,  standing  vrith  both 
ft  Javelin,  to  repeat  tliese  words: — **  O  Janus, 
Ion,  Romulus,  Bellona!  and  ye.  Lares  and 
(  An  joo  heroes  who  dwell  in  heaven .'  and  all 
3  rale  over  us  and  onr  onemiea— especially  ye  gods 
honour  yow,  invirice  you,  and  hnmhfy  entreat  yoo 
Vb»  arms  of  the  Romans,  and  to  transfer  all  fisar 
from  them  to  their  memies ;  and  I  do,  for  the 


ZX. 

Theirs  be  the  biij^t  and  sacred  names,  enshrined 
Far  in  the  bosom  I  for  their  deeds  belong, 
Not  to  the  gorgeous  fiuth  which  charm'd  Biankind 
l^nth  its  rich  pomp  of  festiYsl  and  song. 
Garland,  and  shrine,  and  incense-bearing  throng ; 
But  to  that  Spirit,  hallowing,  as  it  tries 
Man's  hidden  soul  in  whispers,  yet  more  strong 
Than  storm  or  earthquake's  Toioe;  foTtkmntniaa 
All  that  mysterious  world's  unseen  BablhoBities. 


Well  might  ikf  name,  brave  Constantino  t  awake 
Such  thought,  suck  feeling ! — ^Bot  the  scene  again 
Bursts  on  my  vision,  as  the  day4>eamB  break 
Through  the  nd  sulphurous  mists :  the  camp,  the 

plain. 
The  terraced  palaces,  the  dome-capt  fane. 
With  its  bright  cross  fix'd  high  in  crowning  grace ; 
Spears  on  the  ramparts,  galleys  on  the  main. 
And,  chrding  all  with  arms,  that  turban'd  race — 
The  Sim,  the  desert,  stamp'd  in  each  daik  haughty 

fiice. 

XXIL 

Shout,  ye  seven  hills !    Lo  I  Christian  pennons 

streaming 
Red  o'er  the  waters  !  *    Hail,  deliverers,  haO  ! 
Along  your  billowy  wake  the  radiance  gleaming. 
Is  Hope's  own  smile !  They  crowd  the  swellingsail, 
On,  with  the  foam,  the  sunbeam  and  the  gale. 
Borne,  as  a  i^stor^s  car  I    The  batteries  poor 
Their  douds  and  thunders ;  but  the  rolHng  veil 
Of  smoke  floats  up  the  exulting  winds  before  ! 
— ^And  oh  !  the  glorious  burst  of  that  bright  sea 

and  shore! 

xxm. 
The  rodcs,  waves,  ramparts,  Europe's,  Asia's  coast, 
All  throng'd  !  one  theatre  for  kingly  war  ! 
A  monarch,  girt  with  his  barbaric  host. 
Points  o'er  the  beach  his  flashing  scimitar ! 

safety  of  the  Roman  people,  and  tlieh*  legions,  devote  myself, 
and  with  mysdf  tiie  army  and  auxiliaries  of  tiie  enemy,  to 
the  infernal  gods,  and  the  goddess  of  the  earth.**  Daehu 
then,  girding  his  robe  around  them,  mounted  his  borsa,  and 
rode  full  speed  into  the  thiclcest  of  the  enemy's  battalions. 
The  Latins  were,  for  a  while,  thunderstruck  at  this  spectacle ; 
but  at  length  recovering  themselves,  they  discharged  a  showv 
of  darts,  under  which  the  Consul  felL 

>  See  Gibboa's  anhnaied  description  of  the  anhral  of  Ave 
Christian  sUpe,  with  man  and  pravWoas,  for  the  sneeour 
of  the  besieied,  not  many  days  bete*  the  tail  of  Con- 
staatfaiople.-— DaeUiw  and  JWI  q^  Oe  itoiMni  Emphm,  toL 
ziLp.ai& 
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Dark  tribes  are  tossing  javelins  from  afiur. 
Hands  waving  banners  o'er  each  battlement^ 
Decks,  with  their  serried  gmis,  array 'd  to  bar 
The  promised^  aid :  buthaiiL!  a  shout  ia  sent 
Up  from  the  noble  bari^a  ! — ^the  Moslem  line  is 
rent! 

XXIY. 

On,  on  through  rushing  flame  and  arrowy  shower, 
The  welcome  prows  have  cleft  their  rapid  way; 
And,  with  the  shadows  of  the  vesper  hour, 
Furl'd  their  white  sails,  and  anchor'd  in  the  bay. 
Then  were  the  streets  with  song  and  torch-fire  gay. 
Then  the  Greek  wines  flowed  mantling  in  the  light 
Of  festal  halls ;  and  there  was  joy ! — the  ray 
Of  dying  eyes,  a  moment  wildly  bright — 
The  sunset  of  the  soul,  ere  lost  to  mortal  sight 

XXV. 

For  vain  that  feeble  succour !    Day  by  day 
Th'  imperial  towers  are  crumbling;  and  the  sweep 
Of  the  vast  engines,  in  their  ceaseless  play. 
Comes  powerful,  as  when  heaven  unbinds  the  deep! 
— Man's  heart  is  mightier  than  the  castled  steep, 
Tet  will  it  sink  when  earthly  hope  is  fled ; 
Man*s  thou^ts  work  darkly  in  such  hours,  andsleep 
Flies  hi ;  and  in  ihdr  mien,  the  waUs  who  tread. 
Things  by  the  brave  xmtold  nuly  fearfully  be  read! 

XXVI. 

It  was  a  sad  and  solemn  task,  to  hold 
Their  midnight-watch  on  that  beleaguer  d  wall ! 
As  the  sea-wave  beneath  the  bastions  rolled, 
A  sound  of  &te  was  in  its  rise  and  tsX\ ; 
The  heavy  clouds  were  as  an  empire's  pall. 
The  giant  shadows  of  each  tower  and  £Buie 
Lay  like  the  grave's ;  a  low  ntysterious  call 
Breathed  in  the  wind,  and,  fix>m  the  tented  plain, 
A  voice  of  omens  rose  with  each  wild  martial  strain. 

xxvn. 
For  they  might  catch  the  Arab  chargers  neighing; 
The  Thracian  drum,  the  Tartar's  drowsy  song ; 
Might  almost  hear  the  soldan's  banner  swaying. 
The  watchword  mutter*d  in  some  eastern  tongue. 
Then  flash'd  the  gun's  terrific  light  along 
The  marble  streets,  all  stillness — ^not  repose ; 
And  boding  thoughts  came  o'er  them,  dark  and 
strong; 

'  "  The  sammito  of  the  lofty  rocks  in  th«  GKmatic,  par- 
ticDlarty  about  the  Ghants,  are  eometlmee  coTered  whh  the 
bamboo  tree,  which  grows  io  thidc  dumps,  and  is  of  soch 
uncommon  aridity  that,  in  the  soltxy  season  of  the  jsar,  the 
friction  occasioned  by  a  strong  dry  wind  will  literaDy  produce 


For  heaven,  earth,  air,  speak  auguries  to  those 
Who  see  their  number'd  hours  fast  pressing  to  tht 
dose. 

zxYm. 
But  strength  is  fi^>m  the  Mightiest !   There  is  one 
Still  in  the  breach  and  on  the  rampart  seen. 
Whose  cheek  shows  paler  with  each  morning  son. 
And  tells  in  silence  how  the  nig^t  hath  been 
In  kingly  halls  a  vigil :  yet  serene 
The  ray  set  deep  within  his  thoughtful  eye ; 
And  there  is  that  in  his  collected  mien. 
To  which  the  hearts  of  noble  men  reply 
With  firea^  partaking  not  this  frame's  mortality  I 

XXIX. 

Yes  !  call  it  not  of  lofty  minds  the  fi&te 
To  pass  o'er  earth  in  brightness  but  alone ; 
High  power  was  made  their  birthright,  to  create 
A  thousand  thoughts  responsive  to  their  own ! 
A  thousand  echoes  of  their  qurit's  tone 
Start  into  life,  where'er  their  path  may  be. 
Still  following  fiist;  as  when  the  wind  hath  blown 
O'er  Indian  groves,^  a  wanderer  wild  and  f^. 
Kindling  and  bearing  flames  afar  from  tree  to  tree! 

XXX. 

And  it  is  thus  with  thee  !  thy  lot  is  cast 

On  evil  days,  thou  Csesar ! — yet  the  few. 

That  set  their  generous  bosom  to  the  blast 

\Sliich  rocks  thy  throne — the  fearless  and  the  tme^  { 

Bear  hearts  wherein  thy  glance  can  still  renew 

The  free  devotion  of  the  years  gone  by. 

When  from  bright  dreams  th'  ascendant  Roman 

drew 
Enduring  strength  !    States  vanish — ages  fly — 
But  leave  one  task  unchanged — ^tosuffer  andtodie! 

XXXI. 

These  are  our  nature's  heritage.    But  thou. 
The  crown'd  with  empire !  thou  wcrt  call'd  to  share 
A  cup  more  bitter.    On  thy  fever'd  brow 
The  semblance  of  that  buoyant  hope  to  wear. 
Which  long  had  pass'd  away;  alone  to  bear  \ 

The  rush  and  pressure  of  dark  thoughts,  that  came  • 
As  a  strong  billow  in  their  weight  of  care. 
And  with  all  this  to  smUe  !   For  earth-bom  fifvne 
These  are  stem  conflicts,  yet  they  pass,  unknown 
to  fieime! 

sparks  of  fire,  which,  frequently  setting  the  woods  in  a  falaae* 
exhibit  to  the  spectator  stationed  in  a  vallqr  summnded  by 
rocks,  a  magnificent  though  hnperfect  circle  of  flreL'*->jre«BS 
to  Ki!n>sii8i^Y*8  SpecintenM  <^  Hindoo  LUferahire. 
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zxxn. 
I  on  the  triumph,  on  the  field, 
caffold ;  and  where'er,  in  sight 
es,  the  human  soul  is  steel'd 
ii  seem  as  of  immortal  might, 
d  Nature's  !   But  her  meteor-light 
>  depths,  no  clouds;  it  falls  not  where 
id  in  secret,  and  in  night, 
iart  doth  wrestle  with  despair, 
ro  strong  than  death  from  its  unwit- 
.  prayer. 

XSXIIL 

cn  firm  in  battle ;  they  have  stood 
dling  hopo  on  ravaged  plains, 
birthright  of  their  hearths  with  blood, 
oicing,  midst  their  ancient  fimes, 
:  children,  undefiled  with  chains, 
p  there  in  peace.   But  they  that  stand 
beacon  o'er  the  wave  remains, 
)  perish  with  a  ruin'd  land, 
dom  dies  with  them — call  thue  a 
T-band ! 

XXXIV. 

d  hoeds  them  not    Or  if,  perchance, 
trifc  it  bend  a  careless  eye, 
he  Roman's  stoic  glance 
stage,  where  man's  last  agony 
'm  sport,  who,  knowing  one  must  die, 
idi  champion ;  but  prepared  the  strain, 
ho  bloody  wreath  of  victory, 
conqueror;  while,  with  calm  disdain, 
I'd  proudly  met  the  doom  he  met  in 


XXXV. 

Fate  comes  on  !  and  it  is  fraught 
Liberty,  that  now  the  need 
I  the  brow  of  anxious  thought,  [bleed, 
the  heart,  which  still  beneath  must 
&ir-8eeming  drapery.    Wo  are  freed 
ike  these  by  misery  :  one  alone 
ave,  and  rest  shall  be  thy  meed, 
ler,  wearied  one  !  when  thou  hast 
I  [and  throne, 

e  cloudy  space  which  parts  the  grave 

XXXVL 

3  full.    They  are  not  in  the  sky, 
lany  voices  of  the  air, 

t«er  their  westward  coune  through  the  middle 
>  may  at  onoe  deeciy  the  high  lands  of  Thrace 
u)d  nerer  loee  sight  of  the  lofty  wminit  <ii 


Nor  the  swift  clouds.    No  fiery  hosts  on  high 
Toss  their  wild  spears:  no  meteor  banners  glare> 
No  comet  fiercely  shakes  its  blazing  hair ; 
And  yet  the  signs  are  full :  too  truly  seen 
In  the  thinn'd  ramparts,  in  the  pale  despair 
Which  lends  one  language  to  a  people's  mien. 
And  in  the  ruin'd  heaps  where  wall  and  towers 
have  been ! 

zxxvn. 
It  is  a  night  of  beauty :  such  a  night 
As,  from  the  sparry  grot  or  laurel-shade. 
Or  wave  in  marbled  cavern  rippling  bright. 
Might  woo  the  nymphs  of  Grecian  fount  and  glade 
To  sport  beneath  its  moonbeams,  which  pervade 
Their  forest  haxmts ;  a  night  to  rove  alone 
Wherethe  youngleave6l>y  vernal  winds  aresway'd. 
And  the  roods  whisper  with  a  dreamy  tone 
Of  melody  that  seems  to  breathe  from  worlds 
unknown; 

zxxyni. 
A  night  to  call  from  green  Elysium's  bowers 
The  shades  of  elder  bards ;  a  night  to  hold 
Unseen  communion  with  th'  inspiring  powers 
That  made  deep  groves  their  dwelling-place  of  old ; 
A  night  for  mourners,  o'er  the  hallow'd  mould. 
To  strew  sweet  flowers — for  revellers  to  fill 
And  wreathe  the  cup— for  sorrows  to  be  told 
Which  love  hath  cherish'd  long.   Yain  thoughts  i 

be  still! 
It  is  a  night  of  fiite,  stamp'd  with  Almighty  Will ! 

XXXIX. 

It  tihcndd  oome  sweeping  in  the  storm,  and  rending 
The  ancient  summits  in  its  dread  career  ! 
And  with  vast  billows  wrathfiilly  contending. 
And  with  dark  clouds  o'ershadowing  every  sphere ! 
But  He,  whose  footstep  shakes  the  earth  with  fear. 
Passing  to  lay  the  sovereign  cities  low. 
Alike  in  His  omnipotence  is  near. 
When  the  soft  winds  o'er  spring's  green  pathway 

blow. 
And  when  His  thunders  cleave  the  monarch 

mountain's  brow. 

XL. 

The  heavens  in  stiU  magnificence  look  down 
On  the  hush'd  Bosphorus,  whose  ocean  stream 
Sleeps  with  its  paler  stars :  the  snowy  crown 
Of  far  Olympus,^  in  the  moonlight  gleam. 

Mount  Olympus,  covered  with  eternal  tnowi.~2>eel<iie  and 
FaU,  dec  TOL  UL  p.  8. 
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ToweiB  radiantly,  as  when  the  Figan's  dream 
Throng'd  it  with  gods,  and  bent  th' adoring  knee; 
— ^Bat  that  is  past — and  now  the  One  Sopreme 
illls  not  alone  ikom  haimtSy  but  earth,  air,  sea. 
And  Time,  which  preBSoe  on  to  finish  his  decree. 

XLL 

Olympus,  Ida,  Delphi  !  ye,  the  thronee 
And  temples  of  a  visionary  mi^t, 
Brooding  in  clouds  above  your  forest  zones, 
And  mantling  thence  the  realms  beneath  with 

night: 
Te  have  look'd  down  on  battles — ^Fear  and  Flight, 
And  arm'd  Revenge,  all  hurrying  past  below ! — 
Bat  there  is  yet  a  more  appalling  nght 
For  earth  prepared  than  e'er,  with  tranquil  brow, 
Te  gazed  on  from  your  world  of  solitude  and  snow! 

XLIL 

Last  night  a  sound  was  in  the  Moslem  camp. 
And  Asia's  hills  re-echo'd  to  a  cry  [tramp 

Of  savage  mirth  !     Wild  horn  and  war«teeds' 
Blent  with  the  shout  of  barbarous  revelry. 
The  dash  of  deeert-spoars  !    Last  night  the  sky 
A  hue  of  menace  and  of  wrath  put  on, 
Gaoght  from  red  watch-fires,  biasing  ftr  and  high. 
And  countless  as  the  flames  in  ages  gone. 
Streaming  to  heaven's  bright  queen  from  ahftdowy 
Lebanon ! 

SLni. 
But  all  is  stillness  now.    May  this  be  sleep 
Which  wraps  those  Eastern  thousands  1    Tcs ! 

perchance 
Along  yon  moonlit  shore  and  dark-blue  deep. 
Bright  are  their  viedons  with  the  Houri's  glance. 
And  th^  behold  the  sparkling  fountains  dance 
Beneath  the  bowers  of  paradise  that  shed 
Rich  odours  o'er  the  fiiithfUl ;  but  the  lance. 
The  bow,  the  spear,  now  round  the  slumberers 

spread,  [dead. 

Ere  Fate  fulfil  such  dreams;,  must  rest  beside  the 

xuv. 
May  this  be  sleep,  this  hush  ? — ^A  sleepless  eye 
Doth  hold  its  vigU  midst  that  dusky  race  ! 
One  that  would  scan  th'  abyss  of  destiny 
Ken  now  is  ganng  on  the  skies  to  traoe^ 
In  those  bright  worlds,  the  burning  isles  of  space, 
Fkte's  mystic  pathway  :  they  the  while,  serene, 
Walk  in  their  beauty ;  but  Mohammed's  &oe 

1  MnhammH  IL  was  greatly  addietod  to  tte  111147  of 
aitrologj.    Hit  calcalaUons  in  this  idonco  led  him  to  fix 


Kindles  beneath  their  aspect,^  and  his  mien. 
All  fired  with  stormy  joy,  by  that  soft  Ug^t  is 


ZLT. 

Oh  !  wUd  presumption  of  a  oonqneroi's  dream. 
To  gase  on  those  pure  altar-fires,  enshrined 
In  depths  of  blue  infimtude,  and  deem 
They  shine  to  guide  the  qpoiler  of  mankind 
O'er  fields  of  blood!    But  with  the  restless  nund 
It  hath  been  ever  thus  !  and  they  that  weep 
For  worlds  to  conquer,  o'er  the  bounds  assign'd 
To  human  search,  in  daring  pride  would  sweep, 
As  o'er  the  trampled  dust  wherein  they  soon  most 
sleep. 

XLTL  I 

But  ye  I  that  beam'd  on  Fate's  tremendous  nig^  j 
When  the  storm  burst  o'er  golden  Babylon; 
And  ye,  that  sparkled  with  your  wonted  U^ 
O'er  burning  Salem,  by  the  Roman  won ; 
And  ye,  that  calmly  view'd  the  slaughter  done 
In  Rome'sown  streets,  when  Alaric*s  trumpetUsst 
Rang  throu^  the  Capitol :  bright  spheres !  roU 

on ! 
SHU  bright,  though  empires  fiJl ;  andbidmancesi 
His  humbled  eyes  to  earth,  and  commune  with 

the  past 

ZLYIL 

For  it  hath  mighty  lessons  !  from  the  tomb, 
And  from  the  ruins  of  the  tomb,  and  where^ 
Midst  the  wreck'd  cities  in  the  desert's  gloom. 
All  tameless  creatures  make  their  savage  lair. 
Thence  comes  its  voice,  that  shakes  the  midnight 

air. 
And  calls  up  clouds  to  dim  the  laughing  day. 
And  thrills  the  soul ; — ^yet  bids  us  not  deqpair. 
But  make  one  Rock  our  shelter  and  our  stay. 
Beneath  whose  shade  all  else  is  passiug  to  decay ! 

XLVnL 

The  hours  move  on.    I  see  a  wavering  gleam 
O'er  the  hush'd  waters  tremulously  fidl. 
Poured  from  the  Caesars'  palace ;  now  the  beam 
Of  many  lamps  is  brightening  in  the  hall. 
And  fWmi  its  long  arcades  and  pillars  tall 
Soft  graceful  shadows  undulating  lie 
On  the  wave's  heaving  bosom,  and  recall 
A  thought  of  Venice,  with  her  moonU^t  sky. 
And  festal  seas  and  domes,  and  fiiiiy  pageantry. 


upon  tbe  moniing  of  the  S9Cli  of  May,  •■  the 
for  a  general  attaek  upon  the  cMy. 
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tfaat  dweUing  floats  no  mirthfiil  lound  ! 
i  of  flute  and  Grecian  lyre  no  more, 
in  atmoephere  of  mnaic  round, 
hufih*d  seaman,  gliding  past  the  shore, 
larchs  revel  there  !    Its  feasts  are  o'er — 
tn  the  lights  along  its  colonnade  1 
train  of  guests  in  silence  pour 
its  long. avenues  of  terraced  shade, 
lately  founts  and  bowers  for  joy  alone 
sromade ! 


e,  and  in  arms!      With  helm — with 

ord — 

)  no  marriage  garments  I    Tet  e*en  now 

ial  feast  should  grace  the  regal  board, 

B;ian  bride  should  wreathe  her  lovely  brow 

imperial  diadem  !^ — but  thou, 

rince  !  art  called,  and  these  with  thcc, 

r  scenes ;  and  thou  host  Icam'd  to  bow 

stem  sceptre  to  the  dread  decree, 

it  it  joy  enough  to  perish — being  free  ! 

LL 

gh  long  vestibules,  with  solemn  tread, 

that  in  some  time  of  fear  and  woe, 

dy  to  their  rest  the  noble  dead, 

01  by  day  their  sorrows  may  not  flow, 

iors  pass :  their  measured  stops  are  slow, 

)w  echoes  fill  the  marble  haUs, 

ng-drawn  vistas  open  as  they  go 

tc  pomp ;  and  from  the  pictured  walls, 

s  the  light  itself  which  on  their  armour 

Is! 

LIL 

■  have  reach'd  a  gorgeous  chamber,  bright 
we  dream  of  splendour ;  yet  a  gloom 
thcr'd  o'er  it  to  the  boding  sight, 
7  that  anticipates  the  tomb  ! 
i  its  fretted  roof  the  lamps  illume 
canopy,  a  golden  throne ; 
empty  ! — ^hath  the  stroke  of  doom 
ere  already  1    Where  is  He,  the  One, 
b  high  seat  to  fill,  supremely  and  alone  1 

Lm. 
re  are  times  whose  pleasure  doth  ef&ce 
Edn  distinctions  !    When  the  storm  beats 
udy 

ntine  PitfiBologat  wm  b«Croth«d  to  a  GtorgUn 
nd  the  rery  qnring  trtiich  witnened  the  ikll  of 


When  the  strong  towers  are  tottering  to  their  base. 
And  the  streets  rock, — who  mingle  in  the  crowd? 
— Peasant  and  chiei^  the  lowly  and  the  proud. 
Are  in  that  throng  I  Tea, life  hath  many  anhour 
Which  makes  us  kindred,  by  one  chast'ningbow'd. 
And  feeling  but,  as  from  the  storm  we  cower. 
What  «V>rinting  wcakness  feels  before  unbounded 
power ! 

uv. 
Yet  then  that  Power,  whose  dwelling  is  on  high. 
Its  loftiest  marvels  doth  reveal,  and  speak. 
In  the  deep  human  heart  more  gloriously. 
Than  in  the  bursting -Uiunder  !    Thence  the  weak, 
Th^  that  seem'd  form'd,  as  flower«tems,  but  to 

break  [name 

With  the  first  wind,  have  risen  to  deeds  whose 
Still  calls  up  thoughts  that  mantle  to  the  dieek. 
And  thrill  the  pulse ! — ^Ay,  strength  no  pangs  could 

tame  [and  flame ! 

Hath  look'd  frt>m  woman's  eye  upon  the  sword 

LV. 

And  this  is  of  such  hours  I — That  throne  is  void. 
And  its  lord  comes  uncrown'd   Behold  him  stand. 
With  a  calm  brow,  where  woes  have  not  destroyed 
The  Greek's  heroic  beauty,  midst  his  band. 
The  gathered  virtue  of  a  sinking  land — 
Alas !  how  scanty !    Kow  is  cast  aside 
All  form  of  princely  state ;  each  noble  hand 
Is  press'd  by  turns  in  his :  for  earthly  pride 
There  is  no  room  in  hearts  where  earthly  hope 
hath  died  I 

LVI. 

Amoment's  hush — andthenhe  speaks — he  speaks! 
But  not  of  hope !  that  dream  hath  long  gone  by : 
His  words  are  full  of  memoiy — as  he  seeks, 
By  the  strong  names  of  Rome  and  Liberty, 
Which  yet  are  living  powers  that  fire  the  eye, 
And  rouse  the  heart  of  manhood ;  and  by  all 
The  sad  yet  grand  remembrances,  that  lie 
Deep  with  earth's  buried  heroes ;  to  recall 
The  soul  of  other  years,  if  but  to  grace  their  fall ! 

Lvn. 
His  words  are  fiill  of  fiiith  I — and  thoughts^  more 

high 
ThanBome  e'er  knew,  nowfillhis  glanoe  with  light ; 
Thoughts  which  give  nobler  lessons  how  to  die. 
Than  e'erwere  drawn  from  Nature'shaughty  might! 

CoiiiteiitlBO|ilt  had  boen  llzod  vpon  m  the  tfano  for  coovqr- 
ing  tho  imperial  bride  to  tiurt  tUty, 
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And  to  that  eye,  mth  all  the  spirit  bright. 
Have  thein  replied  in  tears,  which  may  not  shame 
The  bravest  in  such  moments !    Tis  a  sig^ 
To  make  all  earthly  splendours  cold  and  tame, 
— That  generous  burst  of  soul,  with  its  electric 
flame ! 

Lvnr. 
They  weep— those  champions  of  the  Cross — they 

weep, 
Tetvowthemselves  todeath !    Ay,mid8t that  train. 
Are  martyrs,  privileged  in  tears  to  steep 
Their  lofty  sacrifice !    The  pang  is  vain. 
And  yet  its  gush  of  sorrow  shall  not  stain 
A  warrior's  sword.     Those  men  are  strangers 

here:^ 
The  homes  they  never  may  behold  again. 
Lie  fiir  away,  with  all  things  blest  and  dear. 
On  laughing  shores,  to  which  their  barks  no  more 

shall  steer! 

LIX. 

Know  st  thou  the  land  where  bloom  the  orange 

bowers  ?* 
Where,  through  dark  foliage,  gleam  the  citron's 

dyes? 
— It  is  their  own.   They  see  their  Others'  towers 
Midst  its  Hesperian  groves  in  sunlight  rise: 
They  meet,  in  soul,  the  bright  Italian  eyes 
Which  long  and  \'ainly  shall  explore  the  main 
For  their  white  sails'  return :  the  melodies 
Of  that  sweet  land  are  floating  o'er  their  brain — 
Oh  !  what  a  crowded  world  one  moment  may 

contain  ! 

LX. 

Such  moments  come  to  thousands ! — ^few  may  die 
Amidst  their  native  shades.   The  young,  the  brave, 
.The  beautiful,  whose  gladdening  voice  and  eye 
Made  summer  in  a  parent's  heart,  and  gave 
Light  to  their  peopled  homes;  o'er  land  and  wav^ 
Are  scatter'd  fiist  and  flu:,  as  rose-leaves  ftdl 
From  the  deserted  stem.    They  find  a  grave 
Far  from  the  shadow  of  th'  ancestral  hall, 
A  lonely  bed  is  theirs,  whose  smiles  were  hope  to  all ! 

LXL 

But  life  flows  on,  and  bears  us  with  its  tide. 
Nor  may  we,  lingering,  by  the  slumberers  dwell, 

1  Many  of  the  ftdh«reiits  of  Comtantiiw,  in  his  lait  noble 
ttand  for  the  liberties,  or  rmtber  the  honour,  of  a  CdHng 
empire,  were  fora^nen,  and  chiefly  Italians. 

3  xiiit  and  the  next  line  are  an  almost  litenl  tmuibtion 
from  a  beantiftil  song  of  Goethe^  :— 


Thou^  they  were  those  once  blooming  at  our  side 
In  youth's  gay  home !    Away !  what  sound's  deep 

swell 
Comes  on  the  windl — ^It  is  an  empire's  kndl. 
Slow,  sad,  majestic,  pealing  through  the  nigjit ! 
For  the  last  time  speaks  forth  the  solemn  bdl 
Which  calls  the  Christians  to  their  holiest  rite. 
With  a  funereal  voice  of  solitary  might. 

LXIL 

Again,  and  yet  again !    A  startling  power 
In  sounds  like  these  lives  ever;  for  they  bear. 
Full  on  remembrance,  each  eventful  hour 
Checkering  life's  crowded  path.    They  fill  the  air 
When  conquerors  pass,  and  fearful  cxtieB  wear 
A  mien  like  joy's;  and  when  your  brides  are  led 
From  their  paternal  homes ;  and  when  the  g^are 
Of  burning  streets  on  midnight's  cloud  waves  red. 
And  when  the  silent  house  receives  its  guest— 
the  dead.' 

Lxm. 
Butto  those  tones  what  thrilling  soul  was  giTen    ^ 
On  that  last  night  of  empire !    As  a  spell  I 

Whereby  the  life-blood  to  its  source  is  driven. 
On  the  chiU'd  heart  of  multitudes  they  £eIL 
Each  cadence  seem'd  a  prophecy,  to  tell 
Of  sceptres  passing  from  their  line  away. 
An  angel- watcher^s  long  and  sad  fiureweU, 
The  requiem  of  a  fiuth's  departing  sway, 
A  throne's,  a  nation's  dii^gc,  a  wail  for  earth's  dectj. 

LXIV. 

Again,  and  yet  again ! — from  yon  high  dome, 
StiU  the  slow  peal  comes  awfully;  and  they 
Who  never  more,  to  rest  in  mortal  home. 
Shall  throw  the  breastplate  off  at  fall  of  day, 
Th'  imperial  band,  in  dose  and  arm'd  array. 
As  men  that  from  the  sword  must  part  no  mon^ 
Takethrou^  the  midnight  streets  their  B£lentwigr> 
Within  their  ancient  temple  to  adore. 
Ere  yet  its  thousand  years  of  Christian  pomp  art 
o'er. 

LXV. 

It  is  the  hour  of  sleep :  yet  few  the  eyes 
O'er  which  foxgetfiilness  her  balm  hath  shed 
In  the  beleaguer'd  city.    Stillness  lies. 
With  moonlight,  o'er  the  hills  and  waters  spread. 


"  KnuMt  da  dai  land,  wo  die  iltrciMB  blate 
Mil  donkala  bub  die  gold  onogm  glaha  ?** • 

'  The  idea  expressed  in  tliis  stanza  is  beantiftil^ 
in  ScfaiUcr'spoMn,  **  Das  Lied  der  Oiocka." 
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But  not  the  leas,  with  sigxiB  and  sounds  of  dread, 
The  time  speeds  on.    No  voice  is  raised  to  greet 
The  last  brsve  Ck)n8fcantine ;  and  yet  the  tread 
Of  many  steps  is  in  the  echoing  street. 
And  pressoze  of  pale  crowds,  scarce  conscious  why 
they  meet. 

LZVT. 

Their  homes  are  luxury's  yet;  why  pour  they  thence 
T^^th  a  dim  terror  in  each  restless  eye? 
I    Hath  the  dread  car  which  bears  the  pestilence, 
I    In  daiisieaBy  with  its  heavy  wheels  roll'd  by, 
I   And  xock'd  their  palaces;^  as  if  on  high        [board 
I   The  whirlwind  pass'd  ?    From  couch  and  joyous 
j  Hath  the  fierce  phantom  beckon'd  them  to  die !  ^ 
;   — Ko! — what  are  these  1 — for  them  a  cup  is 
I  poured  [and  the  sword. 

More  dark  with  wrath, — man  comes — ^the  spoiler 


Lxm. 
SdH,  as  the  monarch  and  his  chieftains  pass 
Through  those  pale  throngs,  the  streaming  torch- 

li(^t  throws 
On  some  wild  form,  amidst  the  living  mass. 
Hoes,  deeply  red  like  lava's,  which  disclose 
What  coontless  shapes  are  worn  by  mortal  woes ! 
1.98  bloodless,  quivering  limbs,  hands  dasp'd  in 


pirayer. 


[shows 


Starts^  tremblings,  hunyings,  tears ;  all  outward 
Betokening  inward  agonies,  were  there:  [despair! 
Qnaks  I  Homans  I  all  but  such  as  image  brave 


LXVnL 

But  hig^  above  that  scene,  in  bright  repose, 
ind  beantj  borrowing  from  the  torches'  gleams 
A  mien  of  life,  yet  where  no  life-blood  flows. 
But  aU  nutinct  with  loftier  being  seems, 
hk,  f^tad,  colossal :  lo  !  th'  embodied  dreams 
Of  ym  1-— Gods,  heroes,  bards,  in  marble  wrought, 
look  down,  as  powers,  upon  the  wild  extremes 
Of  aoftal  paanon  I    Tet  'twas  man  that  caught, 
Aad  IB  etch  glorious  form  enshrined  immortal 
thought  1 

LXIX. 

8h)od  ye  not  thus  amidst  the  streets  of  Rome? 
Ihai  Roma  which  witnees'd,  in  her  sceptred  days, 
80  Bmdi  of  noble  death?    When  shrine  and  dome, 
IGdrt  doDdi  of  incense,  rang  with  choral  lays, 

1  It  k  aya  to  be  a  Qmk  aqMntftion  that  the  pbgne 
ty  Ae  beavy  itdBng  of  mn  inTtalble  duuiot, 
I  aft  flBkbilght ;  and  abo  bjtha  l^>peanaot 
«Im>  miiiaoiia  the  dorotad  ptnon  bj 


As  the  long  triumph  paaa'd,  with  all  its  blaze 
Of  regal  spoil,  were  ye  not  proudly  borne, 
O  sovereign  forms  !  concentring  all  the  rays 
Of  the  soul's  lightnings? — did  ye  not  adorn 
The  pomp  which  earth  stood  still  to  gaze  on,  and 
to  mourn? 

LXZ. 

Hath  it  been  thus? — Or  did  ye  grace  the  halls. 
Once  peopled  by  the  mighty  ?    Haply  there. 
In  your  still  grandeur,  from  the  pillared  walls 
Serene  ye  smiled  on  banquets  of  despair,* 
Where  hopeless  courage  wrought  itself  to  dare 
The  stroke  of  its  deliverance,  midst  the  g^ow 
Of  living  wreaths,  the  sighs  of  perfumed  air, 
The  sound  of  lyres,  the  flowe^crown'd  goblet's 
flow.  [ii^gB  uow ! 

— ^Behold  again ! — ^high  hearts  make  nobler  ofifer- 

T.TTT. 

The  stately  &ne  is  reach'd — and  at  its  gate 
The  warriors  pause.   On  life's  tumultuous  tide 
A  stillness  fiodls,  while  he  whom  regal  state 
Hath  mark'd  from  all,  to  be  more  sternly  tried 
By  suffering,  speaks :  each  ruder  voice  hath  died. 
While  luB  implores  forgiveness  ! — "  If  there  be 
One  midst  your  throngs,  my  people  t  whom,  in 

pride 
Or  passion,  I  have  wrong'd ;  such  pardon  free 
As  mortals  hope  from  heaven,  accord  that  man  to 

me!" 

Lxxn. 
But  all  is  silence ;  and  a  gush  of  tears 
Alone  replies  !    He  hath  not  been  of  those 
Who,  feared  by  many,  pine  in  secret  fears 
Of  all ;  th'  environed  but  by  slaves  and  foes. 
To  whom  day  brings  not  safety,  night  repose. 
For  they  have  heard  the  voice  cry,  **  SUep  no  morer 
Of  them  he  hath  not  beeo,  nor  such  as  dose 
Their  hearts  to  misery,  till  the  time  is  o'er, 
When  it  speaks  low  and  kneels  th'  oppressor's 
throne  before ! 

Lxxm. 
He  hath  been  loved.    But  who  may  trust  the  love 
Of  a  degenerate  race  ? — in  other  mould 
Are  cast  the  free  and  lofty  hearts  that  prove 
Their  &ith  through  fieiy  trials.    Tet  behold, 

s  Many  latlanoei  of  inch  baaqoeti,  gfren  and  shared  bj 
penoDS  molved  upon  death,  might  be  adduced  from  andenft 
hiflory.  That  of  Vibfais  Virfcie,  at  Ckpna,  it  amongil  the 
most  memorable. 
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And  call  him  not  forsaken  1 — thou^ia  untold 
Have  lent  his  aspect  calmnfg«»  and  his  tread 
MoTcs  finnly  to  the  shzine.    What  pomps  nnibld 
Within  ita  piednciB !    Ides  and  seas  ha;?e  shed 
Their  goigeoos  tnasnres  there,  aixmnd  th'  im- 
perial dead. 

LXXIV. 

*Tis  a  proud  Tision — ^that  most  regal  pile 
Of  ancient  dajs  t    The  lamps  are  streaming  bright 
FVom  its  rich  altar,  down  eadi  pillar*d  aide^ 
Whose  Tista  fiides  in  dimness;  but  the  sight 
Is  lost  in  splendonrs^  as  the  wa;vering  light 
Develops  on  those  mUs  the  thousand  djes 
Of  the  Tein*d  marbles,  which  array  their  hei^t^ 
And  finom  yon  dome,  the  lodestar  of  all  eyes,^ 
Pour  such  an  iria-glow  as  emulates  the  skies. 

LXXV. 

But  gaze  thou  not  on  these ;  though  heaven's  own 

hues 
In  their  soft  clouds  and  radiant  tracery  vie— 
Though  tints,  of  sun-bom  glory,  may  sufiuse 
Arch,  column,  rich  mosaic — ^paas  thou  by 
The  stately  tombs,  where  Eastern  Geesars  lie, 
Beneath  their  trophies :  pause  not  here ;  for  know, 
A  deeper  source  of  all  sublimity 
Lives  in  man*s  bosom,  than  the  world  can  show 
In  nature  or  in  art — above,  around,  below. 

LXXVI. 

Turn  thou  to  mark  (though  tears  may  dim  thy  gaze) 
The  steel-clad  group  before  yon  altarstone  : 
Heed  not  though  gems  and  gold  around  it  blaze ; 
Those  heads  imhelm'd,  those  knoelingforms  alone, 
Thu8bow'd,lo(^^orioushere.   Thetightisthrown 
Full  finom  the  shrine  on  one,  a  nation's  lord, 
A  sufiSsrer  !  but  his  task  shall  soon  be  done — 
Ken  now,  as  Faith's  mysterious  cup  is  poured. 
See  to  that  noble  brow,  peacet,  not  of  earth,  re- 
stored ! 

Lxxvn. 
The  rite  is  o'er.    The  band  of  brethren  part. 
Once — and  btU  once — to  meet  on  earth  again  ! 

^  For  a  mfarato  deKiiptkm  of  tlM  marbte,  JMpen,  and 
porphyries,  employed  in  the  oonstmction  of  8t  Sophia,  see 
The  DeeUne  and  Fall,  dee.,  toL  TiL  p.  13a 

s  The  aeanlt  of  the  dty  took  place  at  daybreak,  and  tbe 
Turks  were  strictly  enjoined  to  adTance  in  siience,  which  had 
aln  bean  coBBaadad,  OB  pais  of  death,  during  the  pneedlng 
Bight.  TUB  drcanstaaeali  finely  allBded  to  bjHisBBaiilia, 
iB  bar  tngady  of  CmrtanUm  FaUnietmi  f-^ 

"  aOni  duOl  b*  tiM  nar^  •  nor  dnm,  m 
Kot  dMhoTaniM,  dMUto  th«  vatebAd  Am 


Eadi,  in  the  strength  of  a  collected  heart. 

To  dare  what  man  may  dare — and  know  'tiavaini 

The  rite  is  o'er :  and  thou,  m^jwrtir  &ne  1 

The  glory  is  departed  finom  thy  brofw  ! — 

Be  clothed  with  dust }— ihe  €3iristini*8  fuefwdl 

strain 
Hath  died  within  these  walls;  thy  Cross  must  bow. 
Thy  kingly  tombs  be  i^oiTd,  the  golden  shrines 

laid  low ! 

Lxxvm. 
The  streets  grow  still  sad  lonely — and  the  star. 
The  last  bright  lingerer  in  the  path  of  mom, 
CQeams  &int ;  and  in  the  very  lap  of  war. 
As  if  young  Hc^  with  twxli{^s  r^r  were  ben. 
Awhile  the  city  sleeps :  her  throngsi,  o'erwon 
With  fears  and  watchings,  to  their  homea  retire. 
Nor  is  the  balmy  air  of  dayqwing  torn 
With  battle-sounds  f  the  winds  in  sighs  exinre. 
And  quiet  broods  in  mists  that  veil  the  sunbeam's 
fire. 


LTTTT. 

The  dty  sleeps  !    Ay  t  on  the  combatTs  ere^ 
And  by  the  scaffold's  brink,  and  midst  the  swell 
Of  angry  seas,  hath  Nature  won  relieve     [wdl 
Thus  from  her  cares.    The  brave  have  shunhcr  d 
And  e'en  the  fearful,  in  their  dungeon  oeD, 
Chain'd  between  life  and  death.      Sodi  rest  be 

thine. 
For  conflicts  wait  thee  still  \ — yet  who  can  tdl. 
In  that  brief  hour,  how  much  of  heaven  may  shine 
Full  on  thy  spirit's  dream  ! — Sleep,  weary  Con- 

stantine  ! 

LXXX. 

Doth  the  blast  rise  1 — the  clouded  east  is  red. 
As  if  a  storm  were  gathering ;  and  I  hear 
What  seems  like  heavy  rain-drops,  or  the  tread, 
The  soft  and  smother'd  step  of  those  that  fear 
Surprise  finom  smbush'dfoes.  Hark!  yet  more  neir 
It  oomes,  a  many-toned  and  min§^ed  sound ; 
A  rustling  as  of  winds,  where  bou^is  are  sere— 
A  rolling,  as  of  wheels  that  shake  the  ground 
From  far ;  a  heavy  rush,  like  seas  that  burst  their 
bound ! 


Aath* 
Slow 


vrtrcft  Ibot  oa  LAfa^  i 

with  eroodi'd  ■bcmlden  oo  \ 


OoacrrAimn  pAuaouwoa,  act  b. 


"  The  march  and  labour  of  tbocnands 
Gibbon  obaerves.  *'  have  inevitably 


,■" 


I 


fiisioo  of  diseovdant  ckmoors,  irtueb 
vatdunca  cm  the  towers.** 


reachadthai 


oflki 
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T.TTTT. 

!  'wake  1    They  oome  from  sea  and  shore 
ttKending 

ts  your  ramparts  !    Arm  ye  for  the  day  t 
tow  may  sleep  amidst  the  thonden  rending 
B^h  tower  and  wall,  a  path  for  their  array  1 
how  the  trumpet  cheers  them  to  the  prey, 
ts  wild  Toice,  to  which  the  seas  reply ; 
le  earth  rocks  beneath  their  engines'  sway, 
le  far  hills  repeat  their  battloKsy,      [sky  ! 
Kt  fierce  tumult  seems  to  shake  the  vaulted 

T.TTTTT- 

dl  not  now,  the  generous  bahd,  that  long 
anged  their  swords  around  a  falling  throne; 
I  those  fearloBS  men  the  walls  are  strong, 
,  such  as  rescue  empires,  are  their  own  ! 
1  those  high  energies  be  vainly  shown  \ 
x>m  their  towers  th'  invading  tide  is  driven 
ike  the  Red  Sea  waves,  when  Qod  had  blown 
lis  strong  winds  !     The  dark-brow'd  ranks 
are  riven  ^  [Heaven  ! 

warriors  of  the  Cross  ! — for  victory  is  of 

Lxxxnx. 
firm  !   Again  the  Crescent  host  is  mahing, 
le  waves  foam,  as  on  the  galleys  sweep, 
all  their  fires  and  darts,  though  blood  is 
gushing 

er  their  sides,  as  rivers  to  the  deep, 
firm ! — there  yet  is  hope;  th*  ascent  is  steep, 
om  on  high  no  shaft  descends  in  vain, 
those  that  fall  swell  up  the  mangled  heap, 
red  moat,  the  dying  and  the  slain, 
er  that  fearful  bridge  the  assailants  mount 
again  ! 

LXZXIV. 

be  dread  mingling,  in  that  awfiil  hour, 
terrific  sounds  ! — the  savage  tone 
wild  horn,  the  cannon's  peal,  the  shower 
dng  darts,  the  crash  of  walls  o'erthrown, 
^p  dull  tambour^s  beat — man's  voice  alone 
•e  unheard  !    Ye  may  not  catch  the  cry 
npled  thousands — prayer,  and  shriek,  and 
moan. 


fler  a  conflict  of  two  hours,  the  Greeks  stfll  mmln- 
nd  preserred  their  adTantege,**  says  Gibbon.  The 
IS  exertions  of  the  janizaries  first  turned  the  fortune 

I  efrenmslaiiee  that  distingnJAee  the  siege  of  Con- 
iple  to  the  ankm  of  the  andeot  and  modem  artillery, 
let  and  the  battering-ram  were  directed  against  the 
01 ;  nfx  had  the  discovery  of  gunpowder  superseded 


All  drown'dy  as  that  fierce  hurricane  sweeps  by. 
But  swell  the  unheeded  sum  earth  paysfor  victoiy 


Waxssloodfl  bsva  wxapt  the  dty! — through 

don 
O'erloaded  canopy,  at  times  a  blaze 
As  of  an  angry  storm-preraging  sun. 
From  the  (keek  fire  shoots  up  1' and  lighbung  nys 
Flash,  from  the  shock  of  sabres,  through  the  haze. 
And  glancing  arrowB  deave  the  dodiy  air ) 
— ^Ay  !  tAtff  18  in  the  compass  of  our  gaie, 
But  fearful  things  unknown,  untold,  are  there — 
Workings  of  wrath  and  dsttth,  and  anguish,  and 

despair ! 


Woe,  shame  and  woe  1 — ^A  chiet  a  warrior  flies, 
A  red-eroes  champion,  bleeding,  wild,  and  pale  I 
— Oh  Qod  !  that  Nature's  passing  agonies 
Thus,  o'er  the  spark  which  dies  not,  should  prevail ! 
Tes  !  rend  the  arrow  from  thy  shattered  mail. 
And  stanch  the  blood-drops,  Qenoa's  fiillen  son ! ' 
Fly  swifter  yet !  the  javelins  pour  as  hail  1 
— ^But  there  are  tortures  which  thou  canst  not 

shun: 
The  spirit  is  t&ctr  prey — ^thy  pangs  are  but  begun! 

LUXVIL 

Oh,  happy  in  their  homes,  the  noble  dead ! 
The  seal  is  set  on  their  nu^eBtio  fione ;        [shed. 
Earth  has  drunk  deep  the  generous  blood  they 
Fate  has  no  power  to  dim  their  stainless  name  I 
Tke^  Ttasj  not,  in  one  bitter  moment,  shame 
Long  glorious  years.    From  many  a  lofty  stem 
Fall  graceful  flowers,  and  esgle  hearts  grow  tame, 
And  stars  drop,  fisbding  from  the  diadem; 
But  the  bright  jKUt  is  theirs — there  is  no  diange 
forCAon/ 

Lxxxvni. 
Where  art  thou,  Constantino  1 — where  death  is 

reaping 
His  sevenfold  harvest  I — where  the  stormy  light. 
Fast  as  th'  artillery's  thunderbolts  are  sweeping, 
Throws  meteor^nrsts  o'er  battle's  noonday-night  I 


the  use  of  the  liquid  and  inextinguishable  fire.**— 2)ieeNfie  a»d 
FaU^  dec,  w6L  xiL,  p.  SIS. 

*  «*  The  fanmediate  loss  of  Constantinople  may  be  ascribed 
to  the  bullet,  or  anvw,  which  pisreed  the  gaantlet  of  John 
JiHkinkBi,  (a  Genoese  cfaiet)  The  sight  of  hie  blood  and 
exqaWtepain  appaDed  the  connge  of  the  cfalaf,  whoee  anae 
and  eoaniels  issra  the  firmest  lamparft  of  the  dty.**— XtacNiM 
and  FM,  &e.  toL  siL  p.  S». 


232 


TALES  AND  HISTORIC  SCENES. 


Where  the  towers  rock  and  cmmble  &om  their 

hei^t» 
As  to  the  earthquake,  and  the  engmes  ply 
Like  red  Veeavio ;  and  where  human  might 
Confironts  all  this,  and  still  brave  hearts  beat  high. 
While  sdmitars  ring  loud  on  shivering  panoply. 

T.mUL 

Where  art  thou,  Constantine  1 — ^vdiere  Christian 

blood 
Hath  bathed  the  walls  in  torrenti^  and  in  vain  ! 
Where  fidth  and  valour  perish  in  the  flood. 
Whose  billowB,  rising  o'er  their  bosoms^  gain 
Dark  strength  each  moment ;  where  the  gallant 

slain 
Around  the  banner  of  the  Croes  lie  strew'd 
Thick  as  the  vine-leaves  on  th*  autumnal  plain ; 
Where  aD,  save  one  high  spirit^  is  subdued. 
And  through  the  breach  press  on  th'  o'erwhelming 

multitude. 

xa 
Now  is  he  battling  midst  a  host  alone. 
As  the  last  oedar  stems  awhile  the  sway 
Of  mountain  storms^  whose  fury  hath  o'erthrown 
Its  forest-brethren  in  their  green  am^  ! 
And  he  hath  cast  his  purple  robe  away. 
With  its  imperial  bearings,  that  his  sword 
An  iron  ransom  from  the  chain  may  pay. 
And  win,  what  haply  £Ette  may  yet  accord, 
Asoldier  s  death — theallnowleft  an  empire's  lord! 

XCL 

Search  for  him  now  where  bloodiest  lie  the  files 
Which  once  were  men,  the  fiiithful  and  the  brave ! 
Search  for  him  now  where  loftiest  rise  the  piles 
Of  shatter*dhelmsand  shields  which  could  not  save, 
And  crests  and  banners  never  more  to  wave 
In  the  free  winds  of  heaven  I    He  is  of  those 
O  er  whom  the  host  may  rush,  the  tempest  rave, 
And  the  steeds  trample,  and  the  spearmen  dose, 
Tet  wake  them  not ! — so  deep  their  long  and  last 
repose ! 

XCZL 

Woe  to  the  vanquish'd  ! — ^thus  it  hath  been  still 
Since  Time's  first  march !    Hark,  hark,  a  people's 

ciy ! 
Ay,  now  the  conquerors  in  the  streets  fulfil 

1  Mofaunmed  IL,  on  «Dteriiig,  ftftar  bb  Tictory,  tiM  pttow 
oftbe  Byauitin*  empvon,  was  ttrongly  impraMd  with  tte 
ritenee  mod  datohtion  wideh  re%iMd  wfChin  Hi  pndnolL 
"A  nMbaehoty  nOmUkm.  on  the  irlcMtedst  of  famnM 
gnfttMM  forced  itMlf  on  hit  mhid,  aad  ho  rtp«lid  an 


Their  task  of  wrath !    In  vain  the  victims  fly  ; 
Hark  I  now  each  pierdi^  tone  of  agony 
Blends  in  the  city's  shriek  !    The  ki  is  east 
Slaves !  twas  your  dUwee  ^Sosom,  rather  thus,  to  diey 
Than  where  the  warrioi^s  blood  flows  warm  and 
fiist,  [the  last  r 

And  roused  and  mi^^ty  hearts  beat  proudly  to 

xcnL 
Oh  !  well  doth  freedom  battle !    Men  have  made^ 
ETen  midst  their  biasing  roofr,  a  noUe  stand. 
And  on  the  floors,  whereonce  their  diildren  play'df 
And  by  the  hearths^  round  which  their  housdiold 

band 
At  evening  met;  ay,  struggling  hand  to  hand. 
Within  the  veiy  chambers  of  their  sleep, 
Thert  have  they  taught  the  spoHers  of  the  Isnd 
In  **KftinlftaR  hearts  what  fieiy  strength  lies  desp^ 
To  guard  free  homes!    But  ye! — kneel, tremblcn! 

kneel,  and  weep  1 

xcrr. 
'TIS  eve— ^e  storm  hath  died,  the  valiant  rest 
Low  on  their  shields ;  the  day's  fierce  work  is  done^ 
And  blood-stain'd  seas  and  burning  towers  atteit 
Its  fesifiil  deeds.    An  empire's  race  is  run  I 
Sad,  midst  his  glory,  looks  the  parting  sun 
Upon  the  a^ve  city.    Hark  !  a  swell 
(Meet  to  proclaim  barbaric  war-fields  won) 
Of  fierce  triumphal  sounds,  that  wildly  tell 
TheSoldan  comes  within  the  Caesars^  halls  todweD  f 

xcv. 
Tes  !  with  the  peal  of  cymbal  and  of  goo^ 
He  comes :  the  Moslem  treads  those  ancient  balk! 
But  all  is  stillness  there,  as  death  had  long 
Been  lord  alone  within  those  goigeous  vraDs. 
And  half  that  silence  of  the  grave  appals    (hoar, 
The  conqueroi's  heart    Ay!  thus,  with  trinmpM 
Still  comes  the  boding  whisper,  which  recalls 
A  thou^t  of  those  impervious  douds  that  lowtf 
O'er  grandeur's  path,  a  sense  of  some  fiur  mightifr 
Power ! 

XCVL 

"  The  owl  upon  Afrasiab's  towers  hath  sung 
Her  watch-song,^  and  around  th*  imperial  throne 
The  spider  weaves  his  web  !** — Still  darkly  hung 
That  verse  of  omen,  as  a  prophet's  tone. 


•legEnt  distich  of  Peniaii  poetry:  *  The  ipider  haa 
irab  in  the  imperial  palace,  and  the  owl  hath  iOBg: 
MM^  on  the  tonera  of  A  ftaaiah.'  **—lkdkm 
ToLx9.p.240. 
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3u8h*d  spirit  Yean  on  years  have  flown 
I  its  truth :  kings  pile  their  domes  in  air, 
coil*d  snake  may  bask  on  soulpturedstone, 
ons  clear  the  forest,  to  prepare  [there  I 
^d  fox  and  wolf  more  stately  dwellings 

xcvn. 
I  that  on  thy  ramparts  proudly  dying, 
¥n*d  leader  in  such  hours  should  die^ 
J  pyre  of  shiTcr'd  spears  art  lying, 
I  heavens  o'er  thee  for  a  canopy, 
aers  for  thy  shroud  1    No  tear,  no  sigh, 
3gle  with  thy  diigc ;  for  thou  art  now 
ricissitude  1    Lo  i  rear'd  on  high, 
cent  blazes,  while  the  Cross  must  bow — 
e  no  change  can  reach,  there,  Constantine, 
t  thou ! 

xcvni. 
ie's  fitful  fever  thou  sleep*st  well  !** 
not  mourn  thee  I    Sceptred  chiefe,  from 
bom 

ti  received  her  destiny,  and  fell 
lem  trembling — ^to  a  sterner  doom 
•  been  call'd.     For  them  the  dungeon*s 
oom, 

cold  starless  midnight,  hath  been  made 
rful  darkness,  where,  as  in  a  tomb, 
a  tomb  s  repose,  the  chain  hath  weighed 
ry  soul  to  dust,  with  each  high  power 
jcay'd. 

ZCQ. 

)  eye  of  thousands  they  have  stood, 

the  stroke  of  death;  but  not  like  thee  ! 

ids  and  scafifolds  hath  appealed  £A«ir  blood, 

.  didst  fall  unfetter'd,  orm'd,  and  free, 

^ly  to  the  last !    And  if  it  be, 

a  the  viewless  world,  whose  marvels  none 

o  tell,  a  spirit's  eye  can  see 

gs  of  earth :  still  may'st  thou  hail  the  sun, 

or  thy  land  shall  dawn,  when  freedom's 

;ht  is  won  ! 

c. 
bour  comes,  in  storm  !  A  light  is  glancing 
jgh  the  forest  god  s  Arcadian  shades ! 
»t  the  moonbeam,  tremulously  dancing, 
me  Alpheus  bathes  his  haunted  glades. 


'  the  ceremoniM  by  which  the  battie  of  Platcft  was 
iommemonted  wms,  to  crown  with  wine  a  cup 
Bowi  qf  Libertpt  which  was  afterwards  poured 
atton. 


A  murmur,  gathering  power,  the  air  pervades, 
Ro\md  dark  Cithffiron  and  by  Delphi's  steep ; 
— ^'Tis  not  the  song  and  lyre  of  Grecian  maids. 
Nor  pastoral  reed  that  lulls  the  vales  to  sleep. 
Nor  yet  the  rustling  pines,  nor  yet  the  sounding 
deep  1 

CL 

Arms  glitter  on  the  mountains,  which  of  old 
Awoke  to  freedom's  first  heroic  strain. 
And  by  the  streams,  once  crimson,  as  they  roll'd 
The  Persian  helm  and  standard  to  the  main ; 
And  the  blue  waves  of  Salamis  again 
Thrill  to  the  trumpet ;  and  the  tombs  reply. 
With  their  ten  thousand  echoes,  frt>m  each  plain. 
Far  as  Plateea's,  where  the  mighty  lie. 
Who  crown'd  so  proudly  there   the  bowl  of 
liberty  !* 

en. 
Bright  land,  with  glory  mantJed  o  er  by  song  ! 
Land  of  the  vision-peopled  hills,  and  streams, 
And  foxmtains,  whose  deserted  banks  along 
Still  the  soft  air  with  inspiration  teems ; 
Land  of  the  graves,  whose  dwellers  shall  bo  themes 
To  verse  for  ever ;  and  of  ruin'd  shrines. 
That  scarce  look  desolate  beneath  such  beams. 
As  bathe  in  gold  thine  ancient  rocks  and  pines? 
— When  shall  thy  sons  repose  in  peace  beneath 
their  vines! 

cm. 
Thou  wert  not  made  for  bonds,  nor  shame,  nor 

fear  1 
— Do  the  hoar  oaks  and  dark-green  laurels  wave 
0*or  Mantinea's  earth? — doth  Pindus  rear 
His  snows,  the  sunbeam  and  the  storm  to  bravo? 
And  is  there  yet  on  Marathon  a  grave  1 
And  doth  Eurotas  lead  his  silvery  line 
By  Sparta's  ruins  ?    And  shall  man,  a  slave, 
Bow'd  to  the  dust,  amid  such  scenes  repine  ? 
— If  e'er  a  soil  was  mark'd  for  freedom's  step» 

'tis  thine  1 

crv. 
Washfrom  that  soil  the  stains withbattle-showers. 
— Beneath  Sophia's  dome  the  Moslem  prays. 
The  Crescent  gleams  amidst  the  olive-bowers. 
In  the  Comneni's  halls  the  Tartar  sways  :* 


3  The  Comneni  were  amongst  the  mort  distinguished  of  flie 
families  who  filled  the  Byzantine  throne  in  the  declining 
years  of  the  Eastern  Empire. 
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Bat  not  for  long ! — ^the  spirit  of  those  dajs. 
When  the  three  hundred  made  their  funeral  pile 
Of  Asia's  deed,  is  kindling,  like  the  rays 
Of  thy  rejoicing  sun,  when  first  his  smile 
Wanns  the  Parnassian  rock,  and  gilds  the  Dehan 
isle. 

If  thai  'tis  given  thee  to  arise  in  mighty 
Trampling  the  scourge,  and  <ia«hing  down  the 

Pure  be  thy  triumphs,  as  thy  name  is  biig^t ! 
The  cross  of  victory  should  not  know  a  stain  ! 
So  may  that  fiuth  once  more  supremely  reign« 
Through  which  we  lift  our  ^[urits  from  the  dust ! 
And  deem  not,  e'en  when  virtue  dies  in  vain. 
She  dies  forsaken ;  but  repose  our  trust 
On  Him  whose  ways  are  dark,  unsearchable — but 
just 

AXXOTATIOM  OIV  '*TMB  LA.8T  COlTSTAKTIIfS.** 

tit  maynanneoMsuyto  iii0iitkmtliai**TheIjMtCoii8«aa- 
tin***  fink  ai^teared  in  a  volume  (Mnnay,  1823)  along  witli 
««  BeUutsar'B  FeMt,**  the  *'  Siege  of  Velende/*  and  aoDM 
Ijrical  miaoeUanles. 

**  ThepKaent  pabKcatioo  apfwan  to  as,  (Dr  Mordiead  in 
fkmaiahU*9  Magazime,  Sept  1B23,)  in  vnaj  mpeci  aoperior 
to  any  thing  Mza  Hetnane  haa  yet  written :  mora  powerftil 
in  particular  paaagea — more  interaiting  in  the  narrative 
part — as  pathetic  and  delicate  in  the  reflective— at  dabo- 
rately  fi&ultlem  in  its  vnsification — as  copious  in  imagery. 
Of  the  longer  poems,  *T1ie  Last  Constantine*  isoDr&voarite. 

The  leading  lieatures  of  Constantine's  diarac- 

ter  seem  to  be  taken  from  the  unequal,  but,  on  the  whole, 
admirable  play  of  ConstanHne  PaUeologWy  by  the  gifted  ri\-al 
of  our  authoress,  Joanna  BaiUie ;  and  the  picture  of  that 
enduring  and  Christian  courage  which,  in  the  midst  of  a 
mined  city  and  a  £sUen  state,  sustained  the  fa»t  of  the 
Csesars,  when  all  earthly  hope  and  bdp  had  fiuled  him,  is 
eminently  touching  and  poeticaL  The  following  stanzas 
appear  to  us  particularly  beantiftil : — 

'  Soand*  fttwn  Uw  waten,  loandt  apoo  the  earth, 
Soondi  In  the  air,  of  tiBttle,'ete. 

The  fidlowing  stansas,  too,  in  which  the  leading  idea  of  Con- 
stantine's  diaracter  is  still  more  fully  brought  out,  are  like- 
wise excellent :— ^ 

'  It  was  •  Md  and  eokmn  task  to  hold 
Their  midnight  watch  on  that  belcacner'd  wall,'  etc. 

These  are  splendid  passages,  Justly  conceived,  admirably  ex- 
pressed, fun  of  eloquence  and  melody ;  and  the  poem  con- 
tains many  others  equally  bcantifkiL  As  we  have  already 
hinted,  the  story  might  have  been  better  told— or  rather, 
there  b  scarcely  any  story  at  all ;  but  the  reader  is  borne 
down  the  stream  of  pensive  reflection  so  gently,  and  so  easily, 
that  he  scarcely  perceives  the  want  of  it."] 


THE  LEAGUE  OF  THE  ALPS; 

OB»    THK    XnnXO    OH    1HX    FKLD    OF 
GRDTLL 


[It  was  In  the  year  130S  that  the  Swiss  roae  againal  the 
tyranny  of  the  bailifi  i^ypc^ted  over  them  by  Albert  of 
Austria.  The  Add  called  the  Gmtli,  at  the  footer  the  Seefis- 
berg,  and  near  the  boundaries  of  Uri  and  Uaterwalian,  was 
fixed  upon  by  three  spirited  yoemen,  Walter  Fnnt,  (the  fiOhv- 
In-law  of  WDlam  Tell,)  Werner  Stanfhrhfr,  and  Skni  (or 
Arnold)  Mdchthal,  as  thdr  place  of  meeting  te 
the  acoompUrimieat  of  their  prejeeta. 
**  Hither  came  Fnnft  and  Mekfathal,  aloe« 
the  hejgfata,  and  Stanflacher  in  his  boat  acroae  the  Lakeef 
the  Four  Cantons.  On  the  night  preceding  the  Uth  of 
November  1907,  they  met  here,  eadi  with  ten 
men  of  approved  worth  ;  and  while  at  tfaia 
wve  wrapt  in  the  oantamplation  that  OB  their  I 
the  &te  of  their  whole  poeterity,  W4 
Arnold  hdd  up  their  hands  to  heaven,  and  in  the  name  of 
the  Afani^ty,  who  has  created  man  to  an  inaKrnaWe  dsgni 
of  fineedom,  swore  jointly  and  strenuously  to  defend  that  free- 
dom. The  thhty  associates  heard  the  oath  with  awe;  and 
with  npUAed  hands  attested  the  same  God.  and  all  Wa  aaiali, 
that  they  were  firmly  bent  on  oflering  up  thdr  ttvas  for  tht 
defience  of  their  injured  liberty.  They  then  cafanl^y  agreed  Oi 
their  future  proceedings,  and  for  the  preeent  eadi  nConsd 
to  his  hamM.**— PuufTA's  ITMery  ^  Ae  BdmKc  Cm^ 

On  the  first  day  of  the  year  1306,  they  sneceeded  ha  thtov- 
ing  oir  the  Austrian  yoke,  and  **  it  b  weU  atteeted,**  aya  tfas 
same  author,  **  that  not  one  drop  of  blood 
memoraUe  occasion,  nor  had  one  proprietor  to 
kMB  of  a  daim,  a  privilege,  or  an  indi  of  land, 
met  on  the  succeeding  Sabbath,  and  once  mote  oonfinaedfey 
oath  their  ancient,  and  (as  th^  fondly  named  it)  their  p»* 
petual  league**] 


*TwAS  night  upon  the  Alps.  The  Sennas  wild  hon,^ 
Like  a  wind's  Toice,  had  poured  its  last  long  tone, 
Whose  pealing  echoes^  through  the  laich^woods 

borne. 
To  the  low  cabins  of  the  glens  made  knoivn 
That  welcome  steps  were  nigh.    The  floda  M 

gone 
By  cliff  and  pine  bridge  to  their  place  of  rest ; 
The  chamois  sltunber'd,  for  the  chase  was  done; 
His  caTem-bod  of  moss  the  hunter  preas'd. 
And  the  rock-eagle  couch'd  high  on  his  dondr 

nest. 

n. 
Did  the  land  sleep?  Thewoodman'saxehftdoeiEcd 
Its  ringing  notes  upon  the  beech  and  plane ;         1 
The  grapes  were  gathered  in ;  the  vintage  feast       , 
Was  closed  upon  the  hills,  the  reaper  s  strain        i 
Hush'd  by  the  streams ;  the  year  was  in  its  wise 

^  Senn,  the  name  given  to  a  herdiAian 
Alps. 
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in  its  mid  watch — ^it  was  a  time 

d  and  halloVd  unto  slombei'B  reign ; 

its  were  stirring,  restless  and  soblime, 

is  white  Alps  moved  the  qpiiit  of  the 

le. 

m. 
where  snows,  in  crowning  glory  spread, 
mmark'd  by  mortal  footstep  lay ; 
where  torrents,  mid  the  ioe-caves  fed, 
icir  joy  of  light  and  sound  away ; 
where  freedom,  as  in  scornful  play, 
man's  dwellings  midst  the  realms  of 

he  veiy  birthplace  of  the  day — 
KTould  dream  that  tyranny  could  dare 
withering  hand  on  Qod's  bright  works 
therel 

rv. 
was.  Amidst  the  fleet  streams  gushing 
own  rainbows  o'er  their  sparry  cell, 
od  heights,  through  mist  and  tempest 
ling 

the  Sim's  red  fire-glance  earliest  fell, 
resh  pastures  where  the  herd's  sweet 

ch  life  as  Eastern  patriarchs  led ; 

ant  men  their  free  thoughts  might 

tell 

s  hour  of  shadows  and  of  dread, 

w  soimds  that  wake  to  Quilt's  dull 

Ithy  tread. 

V. 

nd  of  happy  shepherd  homes^ 
n  hills  in  quiet  joy  reclining, 
bright  hearth-fires,  midst  the  twilight 
ms,  [shining — 

7ery    lattice    through    the    fir-woods 
egends  and  wUd  songs,  entwining 
ory  with  all  memories  loved  andblest — 
and  there  dwells  a  power,  combining 
th  of  many  a  calm  but  fearless  breast ; 
>  him  who  breaks  the  Sabbath  of  its 


VL 

vent  up — the  wave's  dark  sleep  was 

:en — 

be  was  heard  a  midnight  oar — 

ief  course  a  troubled  moment's  token 

waters  to  their  barriers  bore ; 

heir  gloom  a  flashing  image  wore 


Of  torch-fires  streaming  out  o*er  crag  and  wood. 
And  the  wild  Eicon's  wing  was  heard  to  soar 
In  startled  haste — and  by  that  moonlight  flood, 
A  band  of  patriot  men  on  Grutli's  verdure  stood. 

vn. 
They  stood  in  anna :  the  wolf-spear  and  the  bow 
Had  waged  their  war  on  things  of  mountain 
race ;  [foe  ? 

Might  not  their  swift  stroke  reach  a  mail-dad 
— Strong  bands  in  harvest,  daring  feet  in  chase. 
True  hearts  in  fight»  were  gathered  on  that  place 
Of  secret  council.    Not  for  £Eune  or  spoil 
So  met  those  men  in  Heaven's  nujestic  &oe : 
To  guard  free  hearths  they  rose,  the  sons  of  toQ, 
The  hunter  of  the  rocks,  the  tiller  of  the  soiL 

vnL 
O'er  their  low  pastoral  valleys  might  the  tide 
Of  years  have  flow'd,  and  still,  from  sire  to  son. 
Their  names  and  records  on  the  green  earth  died. 
As  cottage  lamps*  expiring  one  by  one 
In  the  dim  glades,  when  midnight  hath  begun 
To  hush  all  sound.    But  silent  on  its  height* 
The  snow  mass,  full  of  death,  while  ages  run 
Their  course,  may  slumber,  bathed  in  rosy  light, 
Till  some  rash  voice  or  step  disturb  its  brooding 
might. 

DC 

So  were  they  roused.  Th'  invading  step  had  pass'd 
Their  cabin  thresholds,  and  the  lowly  door. 
Which  well  had  stood  against  the  Fohnwind's 

blast,! 
Could  bar  Oppression  from  their  home  no  more. 
Why,  what  had  «^  to  do  where  all  things  wore 
Wild  grandeur's  impressi   In  the  storm's  free  way. 
How  dared  Ae  lift  her  pageant  crest  before 
Th'  enduring  and  magnificent  array 
Of  sovereign  Alps,  that  wing'd  their  eagles  with 

the  day"? 


This  might  not  long  be  borne  :  the  tameless  hills 
Have  voices  from  the  cave  and  cataract  swelling. 
Fraught  with  His  name  whose  awful  presence  fills 
Their  deep  lone  places,  and  for  ever  telling 
That  He  hath  made  man  free  !  and  they,  whose 

dwelling 
Was  in  those  ancient  fastnesses,  gave  ear ; 
The  weight  of  sufferance  frx>m  their  hearts  repel- 
ling, 

1  Fohnwind,  the  louth-eMt  wind,  which  frequently  Ia}*s 
waste  the  ooontiy  befoie  it 


They  rose — the  forester — the  mountaineer — 
Oh  !  what  hath  earth  more  strong  than  the  good 
peasant  spear ! 

XL 

Sacred  be  Grutli's  field  1  Their  vigil  ke^>ing 
Through  many  a  blue  and  stany  summer  ni^t — 
There,  while  the  sons  of  happier  lands  were  sleep- 
ing, 
Had  those  brave  Switzezs  met ;  and  in  the  mfjtit 
Of  the  just  God,  who  pours  forth  burning  uofjbt 
To  gird   the   oppress'd,  had  given  their  deep 

thoughts  way, 
And  braced  their  spirits  for  the  patriot  fi^t, 
With  lovely  images  of  homes  that  lay         [spny* 
Bower*d  midst  the  rustling  pines;,  or  by  the  torrent 

XII. 

Now  had  endurance  reach'd  its  bounds !    They 

came 
With  courage  set  in  each  bright  earnest  eye. 
The  day,  the  signal,  and  the  hour  to  name, 
When  they  should  gather  on  their  hilla  to  die, 
Or  shake  the  gladers  with  their  joyous  cry 
For  the  land*s  freedom.    Twas  a  scene  combining 
All  g^ory  in  itself— the  solemn  sky. 
The  stars,  the  waves  their  softened  light  enshrining, 
And  man's  high  soul  supreme  o*er  mi^ty  Nature 

shining. 

xm. 
Calmly  they  stood,  and  with  oollected  mien. 
Breathing  their  souls  in  voices  firm  but  low — - 
As  if  the  spirit  of  the  hour  and  scene,  [flow, 

With  the  woods'  whisper  and  the  waves'  sweet 
Had  temper'd  in  their  thoughtful  hearts  the  glow 
Of  all  indignant  feeling.    To  the  breath 
Of  Dorian  flute,  and  lyre-note  soft  and  slow, 
Fen  thus  of  old,  the  Spartan  finom  its  sheath 
Drew  his  devoted  sword,  and  girt  himself  for  death. 

XIV. 

And  three,  that  seem'd  as  chieftains  of  the  band. 
Were  gathered  in  the  midst  on  that  lone  shore 
By  Uri's  kke.  A  fiither  of  the  land,^ 
One  on  his  brow  the  silent  record  wore 
Of  many  days,  whose  shadows  had  pass'd  o'er 
His  path  among  the  hills,  and  quench'd  the  dreams 
Of  youth  with  sorrow.    Yet  from  memory's  lore 
Still  his  life's  evening  drew  its  loveliest  gleams, 
For  he  had  walk'd  with  God,  beside  the  mountain 
streams. 

1  Walter  Funt,  tb«  &thflr-in-faiw  of  TelL 

s  Wcrn«r  Stinffachw,  who  had  been  nrged  by  his  wifi  to 


xvm. 
But  who  was  he  that  on  his  hunting-Eqpear 
Lean'd,  with  a  prouder  and  more  fiery  bearing? 
His  was  a  brow  for  t}Tant  hearts  to  fear. 
Within  the  shadow  of  its  dark  locks  wearing 
That  which  they  may  not  tame — a  soul  dedariog 
War  against  earth's  oppressors.  Midst  that  ihroog 
Of  other  mould  he  seem'd,  and  loftier  daring; 
One  whose  blood  swept  high  impulses  along. 
One  that  should  pass,  and  leave  a  name  for  wir 
like  song — 

XIX. 
A  memory  on  the  mountains  ! — one  to  stand. 
When  the  hills  echo'd  with  the  deepening  swell 
Of  hostile  trumpets,  foremost  for  the  land. 
And  in  some  rock  defile,  or  savage  dell, 

rooMand  unite  his  coantiTmen  for  the  ddvenuMt  of  8«^ 


XT. 

And  his  gray  hairs,  in  happier  times,  mig^t  weQ     | 
To  their  last  pillow  silently  have  gone. 
As  melts  a  wreath  of  snow.    But  who  shall  tell 
How  life  may  task  the  spirit  1    He  was  one 
Who  fix>m  its  mom  a  fireeman's  work  had  done, 
And  reap'd  his  harvest,  and  his  vintage  press'd, 
Fearlees  of  wrong ;  and  now,  at  set  of  sun. 
He  bow'd  not  to  his  years,  for  on  the  breast 
Of  a  still  chainless  land  he  deem'd  it  much  to 
rest* 


XVL 

But  for  such  holy  rest  strong  hands  must  toil. 
Strong  hearts  endure !    By  that  pale  elder  s  ade^ 
Stood  one  that  seem'd  a  monarch  of  the  soil. 
Serene  and  stately  in  his  manhood's  prido — 
Werner,*  the  brave  and  true !    If  men  have  died 
Their  hearths  and  shrines  inviolate  to  ke^ 
He  was  a  mate  for  such.    The  voice  that  cried 
Within  his  breast,  "Arise  !"  came  still  and  deep 
From  his  fiu>  home,  that  smiled  e'en  then  in  hmmb- 
light  sleep. 

xvn. 
It  was  a  home  to  die  for  !    As  it  rose 
Through  its  vine  foliage,  sending  forth  a  sound      j 
Of  mirthful  childhood,  o'er  the  green  repose  • 

And  laughing  sunshine  of  the  pastures  round ;  • 
And  he,  whose  life  to  that  sweet  spot  was  bound,  , 
Raised  unto  Heaven  a  glad  yet  thoughtful  eye. 
And  set  his  free  step  firmer  on  tiie  ground. 
When  o'er  his  soul  its  melodies  went  by. 
As,  through  some  Alpine  pass,  a  breese  of  Italy. 
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peasant  children  to  repel 

%  sending  arrows  for  his  chains  ! 

fold  around  him,  as  he  fell, 

:  with  a  smile — ^for  through  his  veins 

danger  fiow'd,  as  torrents  to  the  plains. 

XX. 

at  times  a  wildness  in  the  light 
k-flashing  eye ;  a  something  bom 
Alps,  and  beautifully  bright, 
,  and  tameless,  laughing  fear  to  scorn ! 
ht  be  ! — Young  Emi's  step  had  worn  ^ 
ng  snows  on  their  most  regal  steeps, 
1  the  lynx  above  the  clouds  of  mom, 
'd  where  the  flying  chamois  leaps 
dark  blue  rifts,  th'  unfathom'd  glacier 

)S. 

XXL 

feature  of  the  Alpine  sky, 

lose  bright  spirit  had  been  fed 

Town'd  heights  of  joy  and  liberty, 

^hts  of  power.    He  knew  each  path 

2hled 

c's  treasure  caves,  whose  crystal  shod 

•'or  secret  fountains.    At  the  tone 

I  horn  the  Lammer-Qeyer'  had  spread 

wing — for  oft  that  peal  had  blown 

free  cataract's  voice  was  wont  to  sound 

e. 

XXII. 

d  tracked  the  waste,  his  soul  had  stirr'd 

t  solitudes — his  voice  had  told 

to  call  down  heaven.'    That  tale  was 

•d 

lales,  and  where  the  shepherds'  fold 

3  in  dark  ravine  and  craggy  hold 

ik  Oberland ;  and  where  the  light 

it  footsteps  bathos  in  burning  gold 

li's  clifis;   and  whei'e  Mount  Pilate's 

;ht 

lis  glassy  lake  the  darkness  of  his  might 

XXIIL 

heard  in  vain.     There  all  things  press 

htsonman.  The  fearless  hunter  pess'd, 

the  bosom  of  the  wilderness, 

t  a  spirit  and  a  power  to  cast 

.  of  bondage  down — and  bright  and&st, 

lold  Sfeldithal. 

mer-Q«yer,  the  largwt  kind  of  Alpine  eegle. 
of  hii  aged  fittber  bad  been  pot  out  by  the  orders 
ui  governor. 


As  the  dear  waters,  joyously  and  free. 
Burst  from  the  desert  rock,  it  rush'd  at  last, 
Through  the  £ur  valloys ;  till  the  patriot  throe 
Thus  with  their  brethren  stood,  beside  the  Forest- 
Sea.* 

XXIV. 

They  link'd  their  hands,  they  pledged  their  stun- 
less  fSedth 
In  the  dread  presence  of  attesting  Heaven, 
They  bound  their  hearts  to  suffering  and  to  death. 
With  the  severe  and  solemn  transport  given 
To  bless  such  vojirs.   How  nobly  man  had  striven, 
Howman  fMgkt  strive,  and  vainly  strive,  they  knew. 
And  call'd  upon  their  Qod,  whose  arm  had  riven 
The  crest  of  many  a  tyrant,  since  He  blew 
The  foaming  sea-wave  on,  and  Egypt's  might  o'er- 
threw. 

XXV. 

They  knelt,  and  rose  in  strength.   The  valleys  lay 
Still  in  their  dimness,  but  the  peaks  which  darted 
Into  the  bright  mid  air,  had  caught  from  day 
A  flush  of  fire,  when  those  true  Switssers  parted. 
Each  to  his  glen  or  forest,  steadfiast-hearted. 
And  fiill  of  hope.    Not  many  suns  had  worn 
Their  setting  glory,  ere  from  slumber  started 
Ten  thousand  voices,  of  the  mountains  bom — 
So  far  washeard  the  blast  of  frcedom'sechoing  horn ! 

XXVL 

The  ice*vault8  trembled,  when  that  peal  came 

rending 
The  frozen  stillness  which  around  them  hung ; 
From  cliff  to  cliff  the  avalanche  descending 
Gave  answer,  till  the  sky's  blue  hollow  rung ; 
And  the  flame-signals  through  the  midnight  sprung 
From  the  Surennen  rocks,  like  banners  streaming 
To  the  far  Seelisbeig ;  whence  light  was  flung 
On  Grutli's  field,  till  all  the  red  lake  gleaming 
Shone  out,  a  meteor-heaven  in  its  wild  splendour 

seeming. 

XXVIL 

And  the  winds  toss'd  each  summit's  blazing  crest. 
As  a  host's  plumage;  and  the  giant  pinesi, 
Fell'd  where  they  waved  o'er  crag  and  eegle*8  nest, 
Heap'd  up  the  flames.   The  clouds  grew  fieiy  signs. 
As  o'er  a  city's  burning  towers  and  shrines, 
Beddening  the  distance.  Wine-cups,  crown'd  and 

bright^ 
In  Werner's  dwelling  floVd;  thronghleaflcss  vines 

«  Forert-Sea   the  liJn  of  fbe  Fonr  Cantooi  ie  frequently 
•0  called. 
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tVom  Walter^s  hearth  stream'd  forth  the  SsBtive 

lighty  [that  night 

And  Emi'a  blind  old  sire  gave  thasks  to  heaTen 

xxym. 
Then  on  the  silence  of  the  snows  there  lay 
A  Sabbath's  quiet  sunshine — and  its  bell 
Fill'd  the  hush'd  air  awhile,  with  lonely  sway; 


For  the  stream's  voioe  was  chained  by  winter  s  q>ell. 
The  deep  wood-sounds  had  ceased.   Bat  rock  and 

deU 
Bang  forth,  ere  long,  when  strains  of  jubilee 
Peal'd  from  the  mountain  churcheB,  with  a  swell 
Of  praise  to  Him  who  stills  the  raging  sea — 
For  now  the  strife  was  dosed,  the  glorious  Alps 

were  free! 


SONGS  OF  THE  CID.^ 


THE  cms  DEPARTURE  DTK)  EXILK 

With  sixty  knights  in  his  gallant  train. 
Went  forth  the  Campeador  of  Spain ; 
For  wild  sierras  and  plains  a&r. 
He  left  the  lands  of  his  own  Bivar.* 

To  march  o'er  field,  and  to  watch  in  tent. 
From  his  home  in  good  Castile  he  went ; 
To  the  wasting  siege  tod  the  battle*s  van, 
— For  the  noble  Cid  was  a  banish'd  man  ! 

Through  his  olive-woods  the  mom-breeze  play'd, 
And  his  native  streams  wild  music  made, 
And  clear  in  the  sunshine  his  vineyards  lay, 
AVhen  for  march  and  combat  he  took  his  way. 

With  a  thoughtful  spirit  his  way  he  took. 
And  he  tum'd  his  steed  for  a  parting  look, 
For  a  parting  look  at  his  own  fiur  towers, 
— Oh  !  the  exile's  heart  hath  weary  hours ! 

The  pennons  were  spread,  and  the  band  array'd, 
But  the  Cid  at  the  threshold  a  moment  stay'd — 
It  tMu  but  a  moment ;  the  halls  were  lone. 
And  the  gates  of  his  dwelling  all  open  thrown. 

There  was  not  a  steed  in  the  empty  stall, 
Kor  a  spear  nor  a  cloak  on  the  naked  wall, 
Nor  a  hawk  on  the  perch,  nor  a  seat  at  the  door, 
Kor  the  sound  of  a  step  on  the  hollow  floor.' 

^  Theie  ballads  are  not  translations  from  the  Spanish,  bat 
are  founded  upon  some  of  the  '*  wQd  and  wonderfbl"  tradi- 
tions presenred  in  the  romances  of  that  language,  and  ttie 
ancient  poem  of  the  Cid. 

s  Bivar,  the  supposed  birthplace  of  the  CSd,  ms  a  castle, 
about  two  leogues  from  Burgos. 

*  **  Tomaba  la  cabesa,  e  estabaloa  cataado : 
Vio  puertas  abiertas,  e  uzos  sin  cafiados. 


Then  a  dim  tear  swell'd  to  the  warrior  a  eg^ 
As  the  voioe  of  his  native  groves  went  by; 
And  he  said — "  My  foemen  their  wish  have  won : 
Now  the  will  of  God  be  in  all  things  done  1" 

But  the  trumpet  blew,  with  its  note  of  cheer. 
And  the  winds  of  the  morning  swept  off  ^e  teir^ 
And  the  fields  of  his  glory  lay  distant  fiu*, 
— He  is  gone  from  the  towers  of  his  own  Bivar ! 


THE  em's  DEATHBED. 

It  was  an  hour  of  grief  and  fear 

Within  Valencia's  walls, 
When  the  blue  spring-heaven  lay  still  and  clear 

Above  her  marble  halls. 


There  were  pale  cheeks  and  troubled  ^yes, 

And  steps  of  hurrying  feet> 
^Vh6re  the  Zambra's^  notes  were  wont  to 

Along  the  sunny  street. 

It  was  an  hour  of  fear  and  grief 

On  bright  Valencia's  shore. 
For  Death  was  busy  with  her  chief. 

The  noble  Campeador. 

The  Moor-king's  barks  were  on  the  deep. 
With  Boimds  and  signs  of  war; 

But  the  Cid  was  passing  to  his  sleep. 
In  the  silent  Alcazar. 


Alcandazas  vadas,  sin  pieDes e tin  mantoa: 
E  sin  &Icones,  e  sin  adtores  mudados. 
Sospird  mio  Cid."  Fwm  ^tkt  Cid. 

*  The  Zambra,  a  Moorish  dance.    When  TnlenfJa 
taken  by  the  Cid,  many  of  the  Mooridi  insiilte 
remain  there,  and  reside  under  his  gOTenunent. 


to 
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Xo  motn  wae  heard  through  the  towera  of  state, 

Now  wave,  ye  banners  of  many  a  fi^t ! 

No  weeper's  aspect  seen. 

As  the  fresh  wind  o'er  you  sweeps  ; 

Bat  by  the  couch  Ximena  sate. 

The  wind  and  the  banners  fidl  hush'd  as  night : 

With  pale  yet  steadfast  xniim.^ 

The  Campeador — he  sleeps  ! 

Stillness  was  round  the  leader's  bed. 

Sound  the  battle-horn  on  the  breeze  of  mom^ 

Warriors  stood  mournful  nigh. 

And  swell  out  the  trumpet's  blast, 

And  banners,  o'er  his  glorious  head. 

Till  the  notes  prevail  o'er  the  voice  of  wail. 

Were  drooping  heavily. 

For  the  noble  ad  hath  pass'd  ! 

And  feeble  grew  the  conquering  hand. 

And  cold  Uie  yaliant  breast ; 

. 

He  had  fought  the  battles  of  the  land. 

And  his  hour  was  come  to  rest. 

THE  CID'S  FUNERAL  PROCESSION. 

What  said  the  Ruler  of  the  field? 

The  Moor  had  beleaguered  Valencia's  towers, 

— ^His  Toice  is  &int  and  low ; 

And  lances  gleam'd  up  through  her  citron  bowers, 

Tbe  breeze  that  creeps  o'er  his  lanoo  and  shield 

And  the  tents  of  the  desert  had  girt  her  plain. 

Hath  louder  accents  now. 

And  camels  were  trampling  the  vines  of  Spain ; 

For  the  CM  was  gone  to  rest 

"  Raise  ye  no  cry,  and  let  no  moan 

Be  made  when  I  depart ; 

There  were  men  &om  wilds  where  the  death-wind 

The  Moor  must  hear  no  diige  s  tone ; 

sweeps, 

Be  ye  of  mighty  heart ! 

There  were  spears  from  hills  where  the  lion  sleeps, 

There  were  bows  from  sands  whore  the  ostrich 

''Let  the  cymbal-clash  and  the  trumpet^tram 

runs. 

From  your  walls  ring  for  and  shrill  ,* 

For  the  shrill  horn  of  Afnc  had  calld  her  sons 

And  fear  ye  not,  for  the  saints  of  Spain  • 

To  the  battles  of  the  West. 

Shall  grant  you  -victory  stilL 

The  midnight  bell,  o'er  the  dim  seas  heard. 

"And  gird  my  form  with  mail-anuy. 

Like  the  roar  of  waters,  the  air  had  stirr'd ; 

And  set  me  on  my  steed ; 

The  stars  were  shining  o'er  tower  and  wave. 

So  go  ye  forth  on  your  funeral-way. 

And  the  camp  lay  hush'd  as  a  wizard's  cave ; 

And  God  shall  give  you  speed. 

But  the  Christians  woke  that  night. 

"Qo  with  the  dead  in  the  front  of  war, 

They  rear'd  the  Cid  on  his  barded  steed. 

All  arm'd  with  sword  and  helm,' 

Like  a  warrior  mail'd  for  the  hour  of  need, 

And  march  by  the  camp  of  Eling  Bucar, 

And  they  fix'd  the  sword  in  the  cold  right  hand 

For  the  good  Castiliaa  realm. 

Which  had  fought  so  well  for  his  father's  land. 

And  the  shield  from  his  neck  hung  bright 

"And  let  me  slumber  in  the  soil 

Which  gave  my  Others  birth ; 

There  was  arming  heard  in  Valencia's  halls. 

1  haye  dosed  my  day  of  battle-toil. 

There  was  vigil  kept  on  the  rampart  walls  ; 

And  my  course  is  done  on  earth." 

Stars  had  not  faded  nor  clouds  tum'd  red. 

When  the  knights  had  girded  the  noble  dead. 

—Now  wave,  ye  glorious  banners !  wave  ! 

And  the  burial  train  moved  out. 

Through  the  lattice  a  wind  sweeps  by, 

And  the  anna,  o'er  the  deathbed  of  the  brave. 

With  a  measured  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one. 

Send  forth  a  hollow  sigh. 

Was  the  stUl  death-march  of  the  host  begun ; 

/      1  TbecalmforUtndbofXimwaiifreqaently  aDudedtoin 

Tremolando  estan  al  viento 

the  raoanoei. 

Y  Donm  aonqoe  no  hablao,**  Aca 

Herder's  tranalatioii  of  these  romances  (Der  Cid,  nach 

2  **  Bandens  antiigiias,  tiirtet 

Spanischen  Romanaen  besungen)  are  remarkable  for  tbeir 

D«  vIctorlM  un  tioDpo  aaasdai. 

spirit  and  scrapaloas  fidelity. 
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With  a  silent  step  went  the  cuirass'd  bands. 
Like  a  lion's  tread  on  the  burning  sands ; 
And  they  gave  no  battle-shout. 

When  the  first  went  forth,  it  was  midnight  deep. 
In  heaven  was  the  moon,  in  the  camp  was  sleep ; 
When  the  last  through  the  city's  gates  had  gone. 
O'er  tent  and  rampart  the  bright  day  shone. 
With  a  sun-burst  finom  the  sea. 

There  were  knights  five  hundred  went  arm*d  before. 
And  Bormudez  the  Cid*s  green  standard  bore  ;^ 
To  its  last  fiiir  field,  with  the  break  of  mom. 
Was  the  glorious  banner  in  silence  borne. 
On  the  glad  wind  streaming  free. 

And  the  Campeador  came  stately  then. 
Like  a  leader  circled  with  steel-clad  men  ! 
The  helmet  was  down  o'er  the  fiu»  of  the  dead, 
But  his  steed  went  proud,  by  a  warrior  led. 
For  he  knew  that  the  Cid  was  there. 

He  was  there,  the  Cid,  with  his  own  good  sword. 
And  Ximena  following  her  noble  lord ; 
Her  eye  was  solemn,  her  step  was  slow, 
But  there  rose  not  a  sound  of  war  or  woe. 
Not  a  whisper  on  the  air. 

The  halls  in  Valencia  were  still  and  lone. 
The  churches  were  empty,  the  masses  done ; 
There  was  not  a  voice  through  the  wide  streets  far. 
Nor  a  footfall  heard  in  the  Alcazar, 
— So  the  burial-train  moved  out. 

With  a  measured  pace,  as  the  pace  of  one. 
Was  the  still  death-march  of  the  host  begun  ; 
With  a  silent  step  went  the  cuirass'd  bands. 
Like  a  lion's  tread  on  the  burning  sands ; 
And  they  gave  no  battle-shout. 

But  the  deep  hills  peal'd  with  a  cry  ere  long, 
When  the  Christians  burst  on  the  Paynim  throng ! 
— ^With  a  sudden  flash  of  the  lance  and  spear. 
And  a  chaigc  of  the  war^teed  in  full  career. 
It  was  Alvar  Fanes  came  ! ' 


1  **  And  white  tluy  flood  tbfln.tb^aaw  the  Cid  Rqj  Din 
coming  np  with  tfarao  hundred  knjghte;  for  he  had  not  heen 
in  the  battle,  and  th^  knew  his  yntn  jMinon.**— Southbt's 
ChnmidaqftKtCid. 

3  AlTmrFafieiMfaiva,oiMOfth«Cid'femoitdirtingaished 
wanrionL 

*  A  MoorMi  Amaaon,  who,  with  a  band  of  finnaie  war- 
liori,  aoeompanisd  King  Bncar  from  Afrlea.    Uer'aRowa 


He  that  was  wr^>t  with  no  funeral  sfaxood. 
Had  pass'd  before  like  a  threatening  dood  ! 
And  the  storm  ruah'd  down  on  the  tented  plain. 
And  the  Archer^^ueen, '  with  her  bands,  U) 
slain; 
For  the  Cid  upheld  his  fiune.  * 

Then  a  terror  fell  on  the  King  Bucar, 
And  the  Libyan  kings  who  had  join'd  hia  war; 
And  their  hearts  grew  heavy,  and  died  away. 
And  their  hands  could  not  wield  an 
For  the  dreadful  things  they  saw  I 


For  it  seem'd  where  Minaya  his  onset  made. 
There  were  seventy  thousand  knights  array'd. 
All  white  as  the  snow  on  Nevada's  steep. 
And  they  came  like  the  foam  of  a  roaring  deep 
— ^TwBs  a  sight  of  fear  and  awe  ! 

And  the  crested  form  of  a  warrior  tall. 
With  a  sword  of  fire,  went  before  them  all ; 
With  a  sword  of  fire  and  a  banner  pale. 
And  a  blood-red  cross  on  his  shadowy  mail ; 
He  rode  in  the  battle's  van  I 

There  was  fear  in  the  path  of  his  dun  white 

horse. 
There  was  death  in  the  giant-warrior's  course ! 
Wlicre  his  banner  stream'd  with  its  ghostly  light, 
Where  his  sword  blazed  out,  there  was  hurrying 

flight— 
For  it  seem'd  not  the  sword  of  man  ! 

The  field  and  the  river  grew  darkly  red. 
As  the  kings  and  leaders  of  Afric  fled ; 
There  was  work  for  the  men  of  the  Cid  that  dav ! 
— They  were  weary  at  eve,  when  they  ceased  to 
slay. 
As  reapers  whose  task  is  done  ! 

The  kings  and  the  leaders  of  Afnc  fled ! 
The  sails  of  their  galleys  in  haste  were  spread ; 
But  the  sea  had  its  share  of  the  Fiaynim  slain. 
And  the  bow  of  the  desert  was  broke  in  ^lain. 
— So  the  Cid  to  his  grave  pass'd  on  ! 


were  to  onerring,  that  the  obtained  the  name  of  the 
Archen. 

'*  Una  Mora  may  gftDarda, 
Ona  miiitw,  mi  •!  tinr. 
Con  9MtM  d*l  AQan, 
Dc  kM  areot  de  TarqioJa 
Kstrtlla  •mnombteda, 
Por  U  dastma  q««  avla 
la  ailMrlr  da  la  Xam.** 
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THE  CID'S  RISING. 

the  deep  mid-watch  of  the  silent  night, 

nd  Leon  in  slumber  lay, 

a  sound  went  forth  in  rushing  might, 

ike  an^umy  on  its  way !  ^ 

de  stillness  of  the  hour 

01  the  dreams  of  sleep  have  power, 

ad  men  foi:get  the  day. 

;h  the  dark  and  lonely  streets  it  went, 
II  the  slumberers  woke  in  dread ; — 
und  of  a  passing  armament, 
ith  the  chai^er^s  stony  tread. 
*e  was  heard  no  trumpet's  peal, 
the  heavy  tramp  of  steel, 
)  a  hosf  8  to  combat  led. 

;h  the  dark  and  lonely  streets  it  pass'd, 
id  the  hollow  pavement  rang, 
See  SuuTHBY's  ChrorHek  (tflhit  Cidt  p.  3S2. 


And  the  towers,  as  with  a  sweeping  blast, 

Rock'd  to  the  stormy  clang  ! 
But  the  march  of  the  viewless  train 
Went  on  to  a  royal  fime. 

Where  a  priest  his  night-hymn  song. 

There  was  knocking  that  shook  the  marble  floor. 

And  a  voice  at  the  gate,  which  said — 
"  That  the  Cid  Buy  Diex,  the  Campeador, 
Was  there  in  his  arms  array'd ; 
And  that  with  him,  from  the  tomb. 
Had  the  Count  Gk>nzalez  come 
With  a  host,  uprisen  to  aid  ! 

"  And  they  came  for  the  buried  king  that  lay 

At  rest  in  that  ancient  &ne ; 
For  he  must  be  arm'd  on  the  battle-day. 
With  them  to  deUver  Spain  !'* 
— Then  the  march  went  sounding  on. 
And  the  Moors  by  noontide  sun 
Were  dust  on  Tolosa's  plain. 
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THE  STORM  OF  DELPHI.^ 

through  the  Delphian  shades 

1  Eastern  trumpet  rung ! 

e  startled  eagle  rush'd  on  high, 

80\mding  flight  through  the  fioiy  sky; 

banners,  o'er  the  shadowy  glades, 

>  the  sweeping  winds  were  flung. 

lers,  with  deep-red  gold 
1  waving  as  a  flame, 

fitfiil  glance  from  the  bright  spear-hoad 
dim  wood-paths  of  the  mountain  shed, 
a  peal  of  Asia's  war-notes  told 
lat  in  arms  the  Persian  came. 

ame  with  starry  gems 

I  his  quiver  and  his  crest ; 

tany  gems,  at  whose  heart  the  day 

cloudless  Orient  burning  lay, 

they  cast  a  gleam  on  the  laurcl-stcms, 

i  onward  his  thousands  press'd. 


he  acooimt  cited  from  Herodotus,  in  Milford*i  Greece, 


But  a  gloom  fell  o'er  their  way, 
And  a  heavy  moan  went  by  1 
A  moan,  yet  not  like  the  wind's  low  swell. 
When  its  voice  grows  wild  amidst  cave  and  dell. 
But  a  mortal  murmur  of  dismay. 
Or  a  warrior's  dying  sigh ! 

A  gloom  fell  o'er  their  way ! 
'Twos  not  the  shadow  cast 
By  the  dark  pine-boughs,  as  they  cross'd  the  bhio 
Of  the  Grecian  heavens  With  their  solemn  hue ; 
The  air  was  fill'd  with  a  mightier  sway — 
But  on  the  spearmen  pass'd  i 

And  hollow  to  their  tread 
Came  the  echoes  of  the  ground; 
And  banners  droop'd,  as  with  dews  o'erbome. 
And  the  wailing  blast  of  the  battle-horn 
Had  an  alter'd  cadence,  dull  and  dead. 
Of  strange  foreboding  sound. 

But  they  blew  a  louder  strain. 
When  the  steep  defiles  were  pass'd  ! 
And  afar  the  crown'd  Parnassus  rose, 
To  shine  throu^^  heaven  with  his  radiant  snowsy 
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And  in  golden  light  the  Delphian  fieuie 
Before  them  stood  at  last ! 

In  golden  light  it  stood. 
Midst  the  lauxels  gleaming  lone ; 
For  the  Sun-god  yet,  with  a  loTely  smile, 
O'er  its  graceful  pillars  look'd  awhile^ 
Though  the  stormy  shade  on  cli£f  and  wood 
Grew  deep  round  its  moimtain-throno. 

And  the  Persians  gave  a  shout  1 
But  the  marble  walls  replied 
With  a  dash  of  steel  and  a  sullen  roar 
Like  heavy  wheels  on  the  ocean-shore. 
And  a  savage  trumpet's  note  peal'd  out. 
Till  their  hearts  for  terror  died  ! 

On  the  armour  of  the  god 

Then  a  viewless  hand  was  laid ; 
There  were  helm  and  spear,  with  a  clanging  din. 
And  corslet  brought  fipom  the  shrine  within. 
From  the  inmost  shrine  of  the  dread  abode. 
And  before  its  front  array'd. 

And  a  sudden  silence  fell 
Through  the  dim  and  loaded  air ! 
On  the  wild-bird's  wing  and  the  myrtle  spray. 
And  the  very  foimts  in  their  silvery  way : 
With  a  weight  of  sleep  came  down  the  spell, 
Till  man  grew  breathless  there. 

But  the  pause  was  broken  soon  ! 
Twas  not  by  song  or  lyre ; 
For  the  Delphian  maids  had  left  their  bowers, 
And  the  hearths  were  lone  in  the  city's  towers, 
But  there  burst  a  sound  through  the  misty  noon — 
That  batUe-noon  of  fire ! 

It  buret  from  earth  and  heaven  I 
It  roll'd  frx>m  crag  and  doud  1 
For  a  moment  on  the  mountain-blast 
With  a  thousand  stormy  voices  pass'd ; 
And  the  purple  gloom  of  the  sky  was  riven. 
When  the  thunder  peal'd  aloud. 

And  the  lightnings  in  their  play 
Flash'd  forth,  like  javelins  thrown  : 
Like  sun-darts  winged  from  the  silver  bow. 
They  smote  the  spear  and  the  turban'dbrow;  [spray. 
And  the  bright  gems  flew  from  the  crests  like 
And  the  banners  were  struck  down  I 

And  the  massy  oak-boughs  crash'd 
To  the  fire4>olt8  from  on  high. 


And  the  forest  lent  its  billowy  roar. 
While  the  glorious  tempest  onward  bore. 
And  lit  the  streams,  as  they  foam'd  and  dash'd, 
With  the  fierce  rain  sweeping  by. 

Then  rush'd  the  Delphian  men     * 
On  the  pale  and  scatter'd  host. 
Like  the  joyous  burst  of  a  flashing  wave. 
They  rush'd  from  the  dim  Coiycian  cave; 
And  the  singing  blast  o'er  wood  and  glen 
Roll'd  on,  with  the  spears  they  toss'd. 

There  were  cries  of  wild  dismay. 
There  were  shouts  of  warriorglee, 
There  were  savage  sounds  of  the  tempest  s  mirth. 
That  shook  the  realm  of  their  eagle-birth ; 
But  the  mount  of  song,  when  they  died  away, 
Still  rose,  with  its  temple,  free  ! 

And  the  Paean  swell'd  ere  long, 
loPSean!  from  the  fime; 
lo  PSBon  !  for  the  war-array 
On  the  crown'd  Parnassus  riven  that  day  ! 
— Thou  shalt  rise  as  free,  thou  mount  of  song ! 
With  thy  bounding  streams  again. 


THE  BOWL  OF  LIBERTY.* 

Before  the  fiery  sun — 
The  sun  that  looks  on  Greece  with  cloudless  eyv, 
In  the  free  air,  and  on  the  war-field  won — 
Our  fathers  crown'd  the  Bowl  of  Liberty. 

Amidst  the  tombs  they  stood. 
The  tombs  of  heroes  !  with  the  solemn  skiee^ 
And  the  wide  plain  around,  where  patriot-blood 
Had  stocp'd  the  soil  in  hues  of  sacrifice. 

They  caU'd  the  glorious  dead. 
In  the  strong  ^th  which  brings  the  viewless  nigli, 
And  pour'd  rich  odours  o'er  their  battle-bed. 
And  bade  them  to  their  rite  of  liberty. 


They  call'd  them  from  the  shade 
The  golden-fruited  shades,  where  minstrels  tell 
How  softer  light  th'  immortal  dime  pervades, 
And  music  floats  o'er  meads  of  asphodeL 

Then  fast  the  bright-red  wine 
Flow'd  to  their  names  who  taught  the  world  to  die, 

1  This  and  the  following  piectt  Kp^entd  origiiulljr  la  tbt 
I  New  Monthly  Mofftuim, 


I 


GREEK  SONGS. 


243 


the  land's  green  turf  a  living  during 
10  wreath  and  Bowl  of  liberty.^ 

)  rejoicing  earth 

her  vines  again  the  blood  she  gave, 
'  flowers  to  deck  the  tomb  drew  birth 
reo  soil,  thus  hallow'd  to  the  brave. 

ve  the  battle-fields, 
,  the  names,  the  blue  majestic  sky, 
10  founts  the  purple  vintage  yields ; 
All  ire  crown  the  Bowl  of  Liberty  t 


THE  VOICE  OF  SaO. 

7E  from  Scio's  isle— 
>f  song,  a  voice  of  old 
r  as  doud  or  billow  roll'd, 
urth  was  hush'd  the  while — 

•uls  of  nations  woke  ! 
ce  the  land  whose  hills  among 
?c  of  victory  hath  not  rung, 
trumpet  spoke  ? 

',  and  sea,  and  shore, 
whose  blood  on  Ilion*s  plain 
)m  the  rivers  to  the  main, 
tous  tale  it  bore. 

7  our  sun-bright  deep, 
the  fame  that  fiery  lay 
)und  them,  in  its  rushing  way, 
ns  of  battle  sleep. 

ngs  their  turf  have  crown'd ! 
dms  o  er  the  foaming  wKve 
glands  there  :  so  rest  the  brave, 
bus  their  bard  have  found  ! 

3  firom  Scio*s  isle, 
A  deep  hath  risen  again ; 
Edl  peal  its  thrilling  strain, 
'cr  our  sun  may  smile  ! 

t  its  tones  expire  ! 
rer  to  waken  earth  and  heaven, 
it  and  vengeance,  ne'er  was  given 
rial  song  or  lyre  ! 

t»>unt  of  this  ceremony,  anciently  perfonned 
ation  of  the  battle  of  Platca,  ne  Pottxr's 
Orceee,  rol.  L  p.  389. 


Enow  ye  not  whence  it  corneal 
— ^From  ruin'd  heazths,  tsom,  burning  ISuieB, 
From  kindred  blood  on  yon  red  pkuns^ 

From  desolated  homes  ! 

'Tis  with  U8  through  the  ni^t  f 
Tis  on  oiur  hills,  'tis  in  our  sky — 
Hear  it,  ye  heavens  1  when  swords  flash  high 

O'er  the  mid-waves  of  fight ! 


THE  SPARTANS'  MARCH.> 

("  The  Spartans  used  not  Uie  trumpet  in  their  march  into 
battle,  lays  IliQcydides,  became  thsy  wished  not  to  ezdte  the 
rage  of  their  warrion.  Ilieir  diarging-step  was  made  to  the 
*  Dorian  mood  of  Antes  and  soft  rscorden.'  The  valour  of  a 
Spartan  was  too  highly  tempered  to  rs<|airB  a  stminhif  or  a 
rousing  impolse.  HJs  spirit  was  Uha  a  steed  too  proud  for  the 
spur."— CAMrBSLX.,  On  the  EUgiac  FoOry  qfthe  Qredu."] 

'TwAS  mom  upon  the  Grecian  hills, 
Where  peasants  dress'd  the  vines ; 

Sunlight  was  on  Cithseron's  rills, 
Arcadia's  rocks  and  pines. 

And  brightly,  through  his  reeds  and  flowers, 

Enrotas  wander'd  by, 
When  a  sound  arose  from  Sparta's  towers 

Of  solemn  harmony. 

Was  it  the  hunters*  choral  strain 
To  the  woodland-goddess  poured) 

Did  virgin  hands  in  Pallas'  fane 
Strike  the  full-sounding  chord  1 

But  helms  were  glancing  on  the  stream. 

Spears  ranged  in  close  array. 
And  shields  flung  back  a  glorious  beam 

To  the  mom  of  a  fearful  day  I 

And  the  mountain-echoes  of  the  land 
Swell'd  through  the  deep  blue  sky ; 

While  to  soft  strains  moved  forth  a  band 
Of  men  that  moved  to  die. 

They  march'd  not  with  the  trumpet's  blasts 

Nor  bade  the  horn  peal  out ; 
And  the  laurel  groves,  as  on  they  paas'd. 

Rang  with  no  battle-shout ! 

They  ask'd  no  clarion's  voice  to  fire 
Their  souls  with  an  impulse  high ; 

But  the  Dorian  reed  and  the  Spartan  lyre 
For  the  sons  of  liberty  1 

>  Originally  pahlkbed  t^iJimBdMmrgkMa^vim, 
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And  still  sweet  flutes  their  path  around 

Sent  forth  JSolian  breath ; 
They  needed  not  a  sterner  sound 

To  Tnarshal  them  for  death  1 

So  moved  they  calmly  to  their  field. 

Thence  never  to  return. 
Save  bearing  back  the  Spartan  shield. 

Or  on  it  proudly  borne  1 


THE  URN  AND  SWORD. 

Thst  sought  for  treasures  in  the  tomb. 
Where  gentler  hands  were  wont  to  ^read 
Fresh  boughs  and  flowen  of  purple  bloom. 
And  sunny  ringlets,  for  the  dead.^ 

They  scattered  far  the  greensward  heap. 
Where  once  those  hands  the  bright  wine  pour'd ; 
— What  found  they  in  the  home  of  sleep  \ — 
A  mouldering  urn,  a  shivered  sword  t 

An  un,  which  held  the  dust  of  one 
Who  died  when  hearths  and  shrines  were  fineo ; 
A  sword,  whose  woik  was  proudly  done 
Between  our  mountains  and  the  sea. 

>  Sm  Pottkr's  Orteian  AntiquUktt  toI.  IL  p.  234.  I 


And  these  are  treasures  ! — ^undismay'd. 
Still  for  their  suffering  land  we  trust. 
Wherein  the  past  its  fiune  hath  laid 
With  freedom's  sword  and  valour's  dust. 


THE  MYRTLE  BOUGH. 

Still  green,  along  oiur  sunny  shor^ 

The  flowering  myrUe  waves, 
As  when  its  fragrant  boughs  of  yore 

Were  offer'd  on  the  graves — 
The  graves  wherein  our  mighty  men 
Had  rest,  unviolated  then. 

Still  green  it  waves  1  as  when  the  hearth 
Was  sacred  through  the  land ; 

And  fearless  was  the  banquet  s  mirth. 
And  free  the  minstrel's  hand ; 

And  guests^  with  shining  myrtle  crown'd. 

Sent  the  wreath'd  lyre  and  wine^nip  round 

Still  green  1  as  when  on  holy  ground 
The  tyrant's  blood  was  pour'd  : 

Fox^get  ye  not  what  garlands  bound 
The  young  deliverer's  sword  ! 

Though  earth  may  shroud  Harmodius  non 

Wo  still  have  sword  and  myrtle  bough  ! 
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ON  A  FLOWER  FROM  THE  FIELD  OF 

QRiJTLL 

Whence  art  thou,  flower !    From  holy  ground, 
Where  freedom's  foot  hath  been  I 

Yet  bugle-blast  or  trumpet-sound 
Ne'er  shook  that  solemn  scone. 

Flower  of  a  noble  field  !  thy  birth 
Was  not  where  spears  have  croes'd. 

And  shivcr'd  helms  have  strewn  the  earth. 
Midst  banners  won  and  lost. 

But  where  the  sunny  hues  and  showers 

Unto  thy  cup  were  e^ven, 
There  met  high  hearts  at  midnight  hours, 

Pure  hands  were  raised  to  heaven ; 


And  vows  were  pledged  that  man  should  roa 

Through  every  Alpine  dell 
Free  as  the  wind,  the  torrent  s  foam. 

The  shaft  of  William  TelL 

And  prayer,  the  full  deep  flow  of  prayer, 

Hallow'd  the  pastoral  sod ; 
And  souls  grew  strong  for  battle  there. 

Nerved  with  the  peace  of  God. 

Before  the  Alps  and  stan  they  knelt, 

That  calm  devoted  band, 
And  rose,  and  made  their  spirits  felt 

Through  all  the  mountain-land. 

Then  welcome,  Grutli's  froe-bom  flower  ! 
Even  in  thy  pale  decay 
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There  dwells  a  breath,  a  tone,  a  power, 
Which  all  high  thoughts  obey. 


ON  A  LEAF  FROM  THE  TOMB  OF  VIRGIL. 

And  was  thy  home,  pale  withered  thing, 
Beneath  the  rich  blue  southern  sky  1 
Wert  thou  a  nursling  of  the  spring, 

The  winds  and  suns  of  glorious  Italy  ] 

Those  suns  in  golden  light  e*en  now 

Look  o*er  the  poet's  lovely  grave ; 

Those  winds  are  breathing  soft,  but  thou 
Answering  their  whisper,  there  no  more  shalt  wave. 

The  flowers  o*er  Poailippo's  brow 
May  clxister  in  their  purple  bloom. 
But  on  th'  overshadowing  ilex-bough. 

Thy  breezy  place  is  void  by  Virgil's  tomb. 

Thy  place  is  void ;  oh  !  none  on  earth. 
This  crowded  earth,  may  so  remain. 
Save  that  which  soiils  of  loftiest  birth 

Leave  when  they  part,  their  brighter  home  to  gain. 

Another  lea^  eve  now,  hath  sprung 
On  the  green  stem  which  once  was  thine ; 
When  shall  another  strain  be  sung 

Like  his  whose  dust  hath  made  that  spot  a  shrine  ? 


THE  CHIEFTAIN'S  SON. 

Yes,  it  is  ours  ! — ^the  field  is  won, 

A  dark  and  evil  field  ! 
Lift  fix>m  the  groimd  my  noble  son. 
And  bear  him  homewards  on  his  bloody  shield. 

Let  me  not  hear  your  trumpets  ring. 

Swell  not  the  battle-horn  ! 
Thoughts  far  too  sad  those  notes  will  bring. 
When  to  the  grave  my  glorious  flower  is  borne  ! 

Speak  not  of  victory  ! — ^in  the  name 

There  is  too  much  of  woe  ! 
Hush'd  be  the  empty  voice  of  Fame — 
Call  me  back  Aw  whose  graceful  head  is  low. 

Speak  not  of  victory  1— finom  my  halls 

The  sunny  hour  is  gone ! 
The  ancient  banner  on  my  walls 
Most  sink  ere  long ;  I  had  but  him — but  one  ! 


Within  the  dwelling  of  my  sires 
The  hearths  will  soon  be  cold. 
With  me  must  die  the  beacon-fires 
That  stream'd  at  midnightfromthe  mountain-hold. 

And  let  them  fiule,  since  this  must  be. 

My  lovely  and  my  brave  ! 
Was  thy  bright  blood  pourVd  forth  for  me  ? 
And  is  there  but  for  stately  youth  a  grave  ] 

Speak  to  me  once  again,  my  boy  ! 

Wilt  thou  not  hear  my  call  ? 
Thou  wert  so  full  of  life  and  joy, 
I  had  not  dreamt  of  ihu — that  thou  couldst  fidl ! 

Thy  mother  watches  from  the  steep 

For  thy  returning  pluifte ; 
How  shall  I  tell  her  that  thy  sleep 
Is  of  the  silent  house,  th'  untimely  tomb  1 

Thou  didst  not  seem  as  one  to  die. 

With  all  thy  young  renown  ! 
— Ye  saw  hiB  fisdchion's  flash  on  high,    [down  I 
In  the  mid-fight,  when  spears  and  crests  went 

Slow  be  your  march  !  the  field  is  won  ! 

A  dark  and  evil  field ! 
Lift  from  the  ground  my  noble  son. 
And  bear  him  homewards  on  his  bloody  shield. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

Rest  on  your  battle-fields,  ye  brave  ! 
Let  the  pines  murmur  o'er  your  grave. 
Your  diige  be  in  the  moaning  wave — 
We  call  you  back  no  more  ! 

Oh  !  there  was  mourning  when  ye  fell, 
In  yoiur  own  vales  a  deep-toned  knell. 
An  agony,  a  wild  fieurewell — 

But  that  hath  long  been  o'er. 

Rest  with  your  still  and  solemn  £smie ; 
The  hills  keep  record  of  your  name, 
And  never  can  a  touch  of  shame 
Darken  the  buried  brow. 

But  we  on  changeful  days  are  cast. 
When  bright  names  from  their  place  fiaJl  &st ; 
And  ye  that  with  your  glory  pass'd, 
We  cannot  mourn  you  now. 
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ENQULND-S  DEAD. 

Soa  of  the  Ocean  Ide  ! 
Where  sleep  your  mighty  deibd! 
Show  me  what  high  and  stately  pile 
Is  reared  o'er  Glory's  bed. 

QoyBtnmger  1  tnck  the  deep — 
FVee^  free  the  white  nil  spread  1 
Wave  mAy  not  foam,  nor  wild  wind  sweep» 
Where  rest  not  England's  dead. 

On  Egypt's  burning  plains. 
By  the  pyrunid  o'erswsy'd. 
With  fearful  power  the  noonday  rcignSy 
Ajid  the  palm-trees  yield  no  shads;— 

But  let  the  angry  sun 
From  hesTon  look  fiercely  red, 
Unfelt  by  those  whose  task  is  done  ! — 
Ikert  slumber  England's  dead. 

The  hnmicaDe  hath  miglit 
Along  the  Indian  shore. 
And  fkr  by  Ganges'  banks  at  night 
Is  heard  the  tiger's  roar; — 

But  let  the  sound  roU  on  I 
It  hath  no  tone  of  dread 
For  those  that  from  their  toils  arc  gone, — 
There  slumber  England's  dead. 

Loud  rush  the  torrent-floods 
The  Western  wilds  among. 
And  free,  in  green  Columbia's  woods. 
The  huntcr^s  bow  is  strung ; — 

But  let  the  floods  rush  on  ! 
Let  the  arrow's  flight  be  sped  ! 
Why  should  thty  reck  whose  task  is  dcme  ? — 
Then  slumber  England's  dead  ! 

The  moimtain  storms  rise  hi^ 
In  the  snowy  Pyrenees, 
And  toss  the  pine-boughs  through  the  sky 
like  rose-leaves  on  the  breese ; — 

But  let  the  storm  rage  on  ! 
Let  the  fresh  wreaths  be  shed  ! 
For  the  Roncesvallcs'  field  is  won, — 
Tkert  slumber  Eng^d's  dead. 

On  the  fh>zen  deep's  repose 
Tis  a  dark  and  dreadftil  hoar. 


When  round  the  ship  the  io^-fields  dose. 
And  the  northern  ni^t-doods  lower  ^ 

But  let  the  ice  drift  on  ! 
Let  the  odd-blue  desert  quread  1 
7%^r  course  with  mast  and  flag  is  done, — 
Even  there  sleep  England's  dead. 

The  warlike  of  the  idee, 
The  men  of  fidd  and  wave ! 
Are  not  the  rocks  their  fimerd  piles. 
The  seas  and  shores  their  gravel 

Go,  stranger !  tra<^  the  deep — 
F^ee,  finee  the  white  adl  spread ! 
Wave  may  not  foam,  nor  wild  wind  sweep. 
Where  rest  not  England's  dead. 


THE  MEETING  OF  THE  BARDS. 
waiTTBic  ffoa  AM  sisrsDOvoo,  ML  MUBTiJce  or 

BAAOa,  HELD  \M  lOttUOn,  MAT  22,  182SL 


[Tbo  GcneddoH,  or  maeHngi  of  the  Brittih  boidi, 
ftndentlj  ordained  to  bt  hdd  In  the  open  air,  on  eoaM 
afkicnous  attaatkm,  whiik  Uie  enn  was  above  the  boriaon ;  or, 
according  to  the  etprwrion  employed  on  tbeie  occaajoni,  **  fa 
the  Cftce  of  the  nn,  and  in  the  ^e  of  U^t.**  The  place*  «l 
apart  for  this  purpose  were  mariied  oat  bj  a  drde  of  8tone^ 
called  the  circle  of  federation.  The  presiding  bard  stood  oa 
a  large  stone  (Maen  Gomdd,  or  the  stone  of  assembly)  is 
the  centre.  Tlie  sheathing  of  a  sword  upon  this  stooe  w 
the  ceremony  which  annoonced  the  opening  of  a  G<)rttdiL,(n 
meeting.  The  bards  alwaysstood  in  their  uni-coloared  robei 
with  their  heads  and  iieet  uncoTered,  within  the  circle  of  fBde> 
ration.— See  OMrvirli  Trmtdatitm  q^  the  Heroic  EUgkt  o, 
Ufwarek  Hen.'} 

Whkri  met  our  bards  of  old?  —  the  ^oiioai 

throng, 
They  of  the  mountain  and  the  battle^King  1 
They  met— oh  !  not  in  kingly  hall  or  bower. 
But  where  wild  Nature  girt  herself  with  power : 
They  met  where  streams  flash'd  bright  from 

rocky  caves ;  [gnives 

They  met  where  woods  made  moan  o'er  warriors' 
And  where  the  torrent's  rainbow  spray  was  cast. 
And  where  dark  lakes  were  heaving  to  the  blast, 
And  midst  the  etemd  difb,  whose  strength  defies 
The  crested  Roman,  in  his  hour  of  pride ; 
And  where  the  Camedd,^  on  its  londy  tiin^ 
Bore  silent  record  of  the  mi^ty  still ; 

>  Cunedd,  a  stooe-barrow,  or  odre. 
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And  where  the  Druid's  ancient  Cromlech^  frown'd, 
Andihe  oaks  breathed  mysterious  murmurs  round. 

There  throng'd  th'  inspired  of  yore  ! — on  plain 

or  height^ 
1%  iU  nm^sfaoe,  heneath  the  eye  of  light, 
And,  baring  onto  heaven  each  noble  head. 
Stood  in  the  circle^  where  none  else  might  tread. 
Well  might  their  lays  be  lofty  . — soaring  thought 
fVom  Nature's  presence  tenfold  grandeur  caught : 
Well  might  bold  freedom's  soul  pcn-ade  the  strains 
Which  startled  eagles  from  their  lone  domains. 
And,  like  a  breeze  in  chainless  triumph,  went 
Up  through  the  blue  resounding  firmament 
Whence  came  the  echoes  to  those  numbers  high  1 
TwM  from  the  battle-fields  of  days  gone  by. 
And  from  the  tombs  of  heroes,  laid  to  rest 
With  Uieir  good  swords,  upon  the  mountain's 

breast; 
And  from  the  watch-towers  on  the  heights  of  snow, 
Serer'd  by  doud  and  storm  from  all  bdow ; 
And  the  turf-mounds,'  once  girt  by  ruddy  spears, 
And  the  rock-altars  of  departed  years. 
—Thence,  deeply  mingling  with  the  torrent's  roar, 
Th»  vinds  a  thousand  wild  responses  bore ; 
And  the  green  land,  whose  every  vale  and  glen 
Ml  shiine  the  memory  of  heroic  men, 
Ob  all  her  hOls  awakening  to  rejoice, 
tet  Ibrth  proud  answers  to  her  children's  voice. 

Ibr  fOM,  not  ours  the  festival  to  hold, 
IGdit  the  stone  circles  hallow'd  thus  of  old ; 
Vet  where  great  Nature's  m^esty  and  might 
Rnt  btoke  all  glorious  on  our  in&nt  sight ; 
Kokaear  the  tombs»  where  sleep  our  frt^  and  brave, 
Ihthj  the  mountain-Uyn,'  the  ocean-wavp, 
b  these  late  days  we  meet— dark  Hona's  shore, 
Kyifa^  diffii  resound  with  harps  no  more ! 

Bkit  as  the  stream,  (though  time  or  art  may  turn 
Aa  €iizx«it>  bursting  frx)m  its  cavem'd  urn. 
Am  Alpine  g^ens  or  ancient  foreai  bowers. 
To  btthe  soft  vales  of  pasture'  and  of  flowers,) 
Afike  in  mahing  strength  or  sunny  sleep, 
BloUb  on  its  oourset,  to  mingle  with  the  deep ; 
fha^  Hunigh  crar  paths  be  changed,  still  warm 

and  free, 
Und  of  the  boidl  our  spirit  flies  to  thee !    [belong, 
lb  fhee  onr  thoughts,  our  hopes,  our  hearts 
are  haunted  by  thy  voice  of  song  1 

a  Dnddieal  mouuiumt  or  altar.    Th*  word 


Nor  yield  our  souls  one  patriot-feeling  less 
To  the  green  memory  of  thy  loveliness,    [height^ 
Than  theirs,  whose  harp-notes  peal'd  firom  every 
In  the  nm'f /ooe,  heneath  the  eye  of  light  / 


JMtUk  diteft  froqxMBtiy  huangiwd 
artiflcial  mounts  of  turf.— JVimaML 


THE  VOICE  OF  SPRING.* 

I  coMfi,  I  come  i  ye  have  call'd  me  long — 
I  come  o'er  the  mountains  with  light  and  song  ! 
Ye  may  trace  my  step  o'er  the  wakening  earth 
By  the  winds  which  tell  of  the  violet's  birth. 
By  the  primrose-stars  in  the  shadowy  grass, 
By  the  green  leaves  opening  as  I  pass. 

I  have  breathed  on  the  South,  and  the  chestnut 

flowers 
By  thousands  have  burst  from  the  forest-bowers. 
And  the  ancient  graves  and  the  fallen  fimes 
Are  veil'd  with  wreaths  on  Italian  plains ; — 
But  it  is  not  for  me,  in  my  hour  of  bloom, 
To  speak  of  the  ruin  or  the  tomb  ! 

I  have  look'd  on  the  hills  of  the  stormy  North, 

And  the  larch  has  hung  all  his  tassels  forth. 

The  fisher  is  out  on  the  sunny  sea. 

And  the  reindeer  bounds  o'er  the  pastures  free, 

And  the  pine  has  a  fringe  of  softer  green, 

And  themosslooksbright  where  my  foot  hath  been. 

I  have  sent  through  the  wood-paths  a  glowing  sigh. 
And  call'd  out  each  voice  of  the  deep  blue  sky ; 
From  the  night-bird's  lay  through  the  starry  time. 
In  the  groves  of  the  soft  Hesperian  clime, 
To  the  swan's  wild  note  by  the  Iceland  lakes, 
When  the  dark  fir^ranch  into  verdure  breaks. 

From  the  streams  and  founts  I  have  loosed  the  chain. 
They  are  sweeping  on  to  the  silveiy  main. 
They  are  flnahing  down  from  the  mountain  brows. 
They  are  flinging  spray  o'er  the  forest  boughs. 
They  are  bursting  fresh  from  their  sparry  caves. 
And  the  earth  resounds  with  the  joy  of  waves ! 

Come  forth,  0  ye  children  of  gladness  !  come  ! 
Where  the  violets  lie  may  be  now  your  home. 
Ye  of  the  rose-lip  and  dew-bright  eye. 
And  the  bounding  footstep,  to  meet  me  fly !    [lay. 
With  the  lyre,  and  the  wreath,  and  the  joyoos 
Come  forth  to  the  sunshine — ^I  may  not  stay. 

s  I4711,  a  kka  or  pool 

^  JSIryrI,  Boovdmi. 
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Away  from  the  dwellings  of  care-worn  men. 
The  waters  are  sparkling  in  grove  and  glen  ! 
Away  fix>m  the  chamber  and  sullen  hearth. 
The  young  leaves  are  dancing  in  breezy  mirth  1 
Their  light  stems  thrill  to  the  wild-wood  strains. 
And  youth  is  abroad  in  my  green  domains. 

But  ye  ! — ^yc  are  changed  since  ye  met  me  last ! 
There  issomethingbright  from  your  features  passed! 
There  is  that  come  over  your  brow  and  eye 
Which  speaksof  a  world  where  theflowersmust  die! 
— ^Ye  smile !  but  your  smile  hath  a  «^ii«TiAa»  yet : 
Oh !  ^niiat  have  you  looked  on  since  last  we  met  1 

Ye  are  changed,  ye  are  dianged ! — and  I  see  not 

here 
All  whom  I  saw  in  the  vanished  year ! 
There  were  graceful  heads,  with  their  ringlets 

bri^t. 
Which  toss'd  in  the  breeze  with  a  play  of  light ; 
There  were  eyes  in  whose  glia*iwimg  laughter  lay 
No  faint  remembrance  of  dull  decay  ! 

There  were  steps  that  flew  o*er  the  cowslip  s  head, 
Asiffor  a  banquet  all  earth  were  ^read;  [sky. 
There  were  voices  that  rang  through  the  sapphire 
And  had  not  a  sound  of  mortality ! 

£M « jij,  Y^){„  of  Spring/  perhaps  the  bert  known  and  beit 
loTed  of  all  Bfrs  Hemans' Ijrrict,  was  written  earity  in  the  year 
1823 ;  and  Is  thus  alluded  to  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  who  had 
lately  suffered  a  seTsre  and  sadden  bereavement :— *  *  The 
Yoioe  of  Spring'  cxpw esses  some  peculiar  feelings  of  my  own. 
Although  my  life  has  yet  been  unvisited  by  any  affliction  so 
deeply  impresure,  in  all  its  drcnmslances,  as  the  one  you 
have  been  called  upon  to  sustain ;  yet  I  cannot  but  feel 
erery  year,  with  the  return  of  the  violet,  how  much  the 
shadows  of  my  mind  have  deepened  since  its  last  appearance ; 
and  to  me  the  spring,  irtth  all  its  Joy  and  beauty,  is  generally 
a  time  of  thougfatfulnesi  rather  tlum  mirth.  I  think  the  most 
deUghtful  poetry  I  know  upon  the  subject  of  this  season,  is 
contained  In  the  works  of  Tie^,  a  Gennan  poet,  with  whom 
you  are  perhaps  acquainted ;  hot  the  fedings  he  eatpiesess  are 
of  a  very  different  diaracter  from  thoee  I  have  described  to  you, 
seeming  aD  to  proceed  from  an  overflowing  sense  of  Ufeand  Joy.' 
**  This  indefinable  fjpding  of  langoor  and  dcpi'esilimprodnced 
by  the  influence  of  firing,  wQl  be  well  understood  by  many  a 
gentle  hearl    Never  do  the 

*  Foed  ■traqgc  yaarnings  from  the  MMiri  deep  cell 
GMh  fbr  tlw  %Km  we  no  more  aliall  tee/ 

with  such  uncontrollable  power,  as  when  aD  external  nature 
breathes  of  life  and  gladness.  Amidst  aD  the  bright  and 
joyous  things  around  us,  we  are  haunted  with  images  of  death 
and  the  grave.  The  force  of  contrast,  not  lees  strong  than 
that  of  anak)gy,  b  unceasingly  reminding  us  of  the  great 
gulf  that  divides  us  from  those  who  are  now  *  gone  down 
In  sDenoe.'  Some  unforgotlen  vofee  b  ever  wfaiipering— 
*  And  I  too  in  Arcadia ! '  We  remember  how  we  wwe  wont 
to  rejoice  in  the  soft  air  and  pleasant  wmriihie ;  and  these 
things  can  diarm  us  no  k>nger,  'beeaoie  ttqr  are  not.* 
The  fenweO  mdnees  of  autumn,  on  the  oontniy— Me  felling 


Are  they  gone  1  is  their  mirth  fix>m  the  moantainB 

pass'dl 
Ye  have  look'd  on  death  since  ye  met  me  last ! 

I  know  whence  the  shadow  comes  o*er  you  now— 
Ye  have  strewn  the  dust  on  the  sonny  brow ! 
Ye  have  given  the  lovely  to  earth's  embrace — 
She  hath  taken  the  £Bdrest  of  beauty's  race. 
With  their  laughing  eyes  and  their  festal  crown : 
They  are  gone  from  amongst  you  in  sUenoe  down ! 

They  are  gone  from  amongst  you,  the  young  and 

fiiir. 
Ye  have  lost  the  gleam  of  their  shining  hair ! 
But  I  know  of  a  land  where  there  fiills  no  bHght— 
I  shall  find  them  there,  with  their  eyes  of  liglit ! 
Where  Death  midst  the  blooms  of  the  mom  nnj 

dwell, 
I  tarry  no  longer — ^farewell,  fiirewell ! 

The  summer  is  coming,  on  soft  winds  bc^rne — 
Ye  may  press  the  grape,  ye  may  bind  the  com ! 
For  me,  I  depart  to  a  brighter  shore — 
Ye  are  marked  by  care,  ye  are  mine  no  more; 
I  go  where  the  loved  who  have  left  you  dwell, 
And  the  flowers  are  not  Death's.   Fare  ye  wdl, 
fEoewell ! 


leaves,  and  universal  imagery  <rf  decay,  by  hringiBg 
home  to  us  the  sense  of  our  own  mortality,  identifies  as  nm 
closely  with  thosewho  are  gone  before,  and  the  veil  of  sepa- 
ration becomes,  as  it  were,  more  tzan^arent.  We  are  ha- 
preseed  with  a  more  pervading  conviction  that  *  w«  dialfs 
to  them ;  *  while,  in  qiring,  every  thing  seems  moomftii^  t» 
edio, '  they  wiD  not  return  to  us ! ' 

**  Theee  peculiar  associations  may  be  traced  in  nnny  of  Mn 
Hemans*  writings,  deepening  with  the  influence  of  jean  and 
of  sorrows,  and  more  particulariy  developed  in  the  poem  caled 
*  BreatUngs  of  Spring.'  And  when  it  is  remembered  ttit 
it  was  at  thb  season  her  own  earthly  course  was  flniefceil,  te 
followtng  passage  from  a  letter,  written  in  the  month  of  M^y, 
some  yean  after  the  one  last  quoted,  cannot  be  read  wiUuat 
emotion  : — *  Poor  A.  H.  is  to  be  buried  to-motrow.  Wtt 
Uie  bright  sunshine  laughing  around,  it  seems  more  Sid  to 
think  of;  yet,  if  I  could  diooee  when  I  would  wish  to  As,  ft 
should  be  in  spring— the  influence  of  that  season  b  SO  etraafi^ 
depreedng  to  my  heart  and  frame.'  **— JMTanoir,  p.  6S-08. 

**  *  The  Voice  of  Spring,*  one  of  the  first  of  what  msy  be 
called  Bfrs  Hemans'  fendlkil  lyrics,  which  ptesiint^y 
as  feTpflfau'  es  the  music  ^  some  popular  conipoesr 
brought  to  our  doon  by  wandering  minstrels." — Caoaun^ 
Memcrial$t  voL  L  p.  IIS. 

**  But  it  b  Ume  Mrs  Hemans*  poetry  were  aUowvd  to 
ferttsdf;  in  making  our  extracts  fixnn  it,  we  have 
as  mndi  puzsled  as  a  difld  gathering  flowers  in  a  lovely  gaidsB 
— now  attracted  by  a  roeo  straii^itway  aUnred  Iqr  a  Hy--»ow 
tempted  by  a  stat^  tulip— and  agidn  unsettled  by  a  breatti- 
fa«  vkOet,  or  *  well-attfred  woodbine.'  We  do  think,  ham 
ever,  that  the  *  Yok»  of  Spring'  b  the  prMe  of  Mb  B.^ 
pat  telle    theroee  of  her  poetry.**— (A.  A.  Watm.)    Ifciaij 
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ELYSIUM. 

a  th«  Elyiium  of  tho  andenti,  iro  find  non«  Imt  boroci 
w>nt  who  had  either  been  fortonate  or  diftinguished 
h ;  the  chfldren,  and  apparently  the  daree  and  Iow«r 
-that  is  to  aiy.  Poverty,  Misfortune,  and  Innocence— 
tniihed  to  the  fnliwnal  Regiona.**— Cbatsaubrxaxo, 
\u  Chriitianitme,'} 

'aib  weit  thou  in  the  dreams 

er  time,  thou  land  of  glorious  flowers 

ammer  winds  and  low-toned  silvery  streams, 

nth  the  shadows  of  thy  laurel  bowers, 

STiere,  as  they  pass'd,  bright  hours 

lO  fiunt  sense  of  parting;  such  as  clings 

rthly  love,  and  joy  in  loveliest  things  ! 

air  wert  thou,  with  the  light 

f  blue  hiUs  and  sleepy  waters  cast 

purple  skies  ne'er  deep'ning  into  night, 

>ft,  as  if  each  moment  were  theii*  last 

f  glory,  fading  fiist 

the  mountains  ! — ^but  thy  golden  day 

ot  as  those  that  warn  us  of  decay. 

nd  ever,  through  thy  shades, 
U  of  deep  .^lolian  sound  went  by 
fountain-voices  in  their  secret  glades, 
)w  reed-whispers,  making  sweet  reply 

0  summer's  breezy  sigh,  [breath, 
'oung  leaves  trembling  to  the  wind's  light 

1  ne'er  had  touch'd  them  with  a  hue  of  death  \ 

nd  the  transparent  sky 

IS  a  dome,  all  thrilling  to  the  strain 

ps  that  midst  the  woods  made  harmony, 

Q  and  sweet ;  yet  troubling  not  the  brain 

rith  dreams  and  yearnings  vain, 

un  remembrances,  that  still  draw  birth 

the  bewildering  music  of  the  earth. 

nd  who,  with  silent  tread, 

.  o'er  the  plains  of  waving  asphodel  1 

from  the  dim  procession  of  the  dead, 

nidst  the  shadowy  amaranth-bowers  might 

dweU, 

ad  listen  to  the  swell 

»e  majestic  hymn-notes,  -and  inhale 

(irit  wandering  in  the  inunortal  gale  ? 

bey  of  the  sword,  whose  praise, 

he  bright  wine,  at  nations'  feasts  went  round ! 

>f  the  lyre,  whose  unforgotten  lays 

on  the  winds  had  sent  their  mighty  sound, 

nd  in  all  regions  found 


Their  echoes  midst  the  mountains ! — and  become 
In  man's  deep  heart  as  voices  of  his  homo ! 

They  of  the  daring  thought ! 
Daring  and  powerful,  yet  to  dust  allied — 
Whose  flight  through  stars,  and  seas,  and  depths, 

had  sought 
The  soul's  fiir  birthplace — ^but  without  a  guide  ! 

Sages  and  seers,  who  died. 
And  left  the  world  their  high  mysterious  dreams. 
Bom  midst  the  olive  woods  by  Qredan  streams. 

But  the  most  loved  are  they 
Of  whom  fame  speaks  not  with  her  clarion  voice. 
In  regal  halls !    The  shades  o'erhang  their  way ; 
The  vale,  with  its  deep  fountains,  is  their  choice. 

And  gentle  hearts  rejoice 
Around  their  steps ;  till  silently  they  die, 
As  a  stream  shrinks  from  summor^s  burning  eye. 

And  these — of  whose  abode. 
Midst  her  green  valleys,  earth  retain'd  no  trace. 
Save  a  flower  springing  from  their  burial-sod, 
A  shade  of  sadness  on  some  kindred  face, 

A  dim  and  vacant  place  \th€»e. 

In  some  sweet  home ; — thou  hadst  no  wreaths  for 
Thou  sunny  land  1  with  all  thy  deathless  trees ! 

The  peasant  at  his  door 
Might  sink  to  die  when  vintage-feasts  were  spread. 
And  songs  on  every  wind  1  From  iky  bright  shore 
No  lovelier  vision  floated  round  his  head — 

Thou  wert  for  nobler  dead  I 
He  heard  the  boimding  steps  which  round  him  fell. 
And  aigh'd  to  bid  the  festal  son  &rewell ! 

The  slave,  whose  very  tears 
Were  a  forbidden  luxury,  and  whose  breast 
Kept  the  mute  woes  and  burning  thoughts  of  years. 
As  embers  in  a  burial-urn  compreas'd ; 

He  might  not  be  thy  guest  I 
Ko  gentle  breathings  from  thy  distant  sky 
Came  o'er  hie  path,  and  whisper'd  ''  Liberty ! " 

Calm,  on  its  leaf-strewn  bier. 
Unlike  a  gift  of  Nature  to  Decay, 
Too  rose-like  still,  too  beautiful,  too  dear. 
The  child  at  rest  before  the  mother  lay, 

E'en  so  to  pass  away. 
With  its  bright  smile  ! — Elysimm !  what  wert  thou 
To  her,  who  wept  o'er  that  young  slumb'rer's  browl 

Thou  hadst  no  home,  green  land ! 
For  the  fiur  creature  fh>m  her  bosom  gone, 
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With  life's  fresh  flowers  just  opening  in  its  hand. 
And  all  the  lovely  thoughts  and  dreams  unknown. 
Which  in  its  dear  eye  shone  [past — 

Like  spring's  first  wakening  1  but  that  light  was 
Where  went  the  dewdrop  swept  before  the  blast! 

Not  where  thy  soft  winds  play'd, 
Not  where  thy  waters  lay  in  glassy  sleep ! 
Fieide  with  thy  bowera,  thoa  Land  of  Visions,  fiide ! 
FVom  thee  no  voice  came  o'er  the  gloomy  deep, 

And  bade  man  cease  to  weep  1 
Fade,  with  the  amaranth  plain,  the  myrtle  grove, 
Whichcould  not  yield  one  hope  to  sorrowing  love !  ^ 


THE  FUNERAL  GENIUS, 

▲N  AXCIENT  STATUE. 

**  Deboot,  oouronii^  de  fleon,  les  bn>  4itni»  tt  pot^  ■or 
■I  t£te,  tt  le  dos  appay^  oontre  an  pin,  oe  fdnie  Kmble  ex- 
primtr  par  son  attitude  le  repoe  deB  morts.    Lei  bat-nOflfi 
dee  tombeanx  olfrent  eooYvnt  dee  fisnree  eemblablea,**— Via- 
coxn,  DueriptUin  <Ut  Aniiqiiia  dm  Mmtie  BajfoL 

Thou  shouldst  be  look'd  on  when  the  starlight 

falls 
Through  the  blue  stillness  of  the  summer  air. 
Not  by  the  torch-fire  wavering  on  the  walla — 
It  hath  too  fitful  and  too  wild  a  glare  ! 
And  thou  ! — ^thy  rest,  the  soft,  the  lovely,  seems 
To  ask  light  stepsi,  that  will  not  break  its  dreams. 

Flowers  arc  upon  thy  brow ;  for  so  the  dead 
Were  crown'd  of  old,  i^-ith  pale  spring-flowers  like 

these: 
Sleep  on  thine  eye  hath  sunk ;  yet  softly  shed 
As  ^m  the  wing  of  some  fiunt  southern  breeze : 
And  the  pine4)ough8  o'ershadow  thee  with  gloom. 
Which  of  the  grove  seems  breathiog — not  the 

tomb. 

They  fear'd  not  death,  whose  calm  and  gracious 

thought 
Of  the  last  hour  hath  settled  thus  in  thee  ! 


1  The  form  of  thii  poem  was  a  good  deal  altered  bj  Mn 
Hemans  tome  jears  after  its  firrt  publication,  and,  though 
done  eo  perfaape  to  adrantage,  one  Tcne  was  omitted.  As 
originally  written,  the  two  following  alsuuas  coBdnded  the 
piece: — 


For  tlM  nMMt  loved  ara  Utty 
Of  whoM  FUm  iimia  no*  wtth 
In  rcfri  kftlk  1    n*  •hadaa  o 
Tht  vel*,  with  tti  «mp  fcuWiM,  Is 


•■J* 


They  who  thy  wreath  of  pallid  roses  wrought. 
And  laid  thy  head  against  the  forest  tree. 
As  that  of  one,  by  music's  dreamy  dose. 
On  the  wood-violets  lulled  to  deep  repose. 

They  fear'd  not  death ! — yet  who  shall  say  his 

touch 
Thus  lightly  falls  on  gentle  things  and  fair  1 
Doth  he  bestow,  or  will  he  leave  so  much 
Of  tender  beauty  as  thy  featuroB  wear  1 
Thou  sleeper  of  the  bower !  on  whose  young  eyes 
So  still  a  night,  a  m^jbk  of  summer,  lies  ! 

Had  they  seen  aught  like  thee  1    Bid  some  Cur  bo j 
Thus,  with  his  graceful  hair,  before  them  rest! 
— His  graceful  hair,  no  more  to  wave  in  joy. 
But  drooping,  as  with  heavy  dews  oppreas'd ; 
And  his  eye  veil'd  so  softly  by  its  fringe. 
And  his  lip  fiEuled  to  the  whitMXMe  tinge? 

Oh  !  happy,  if  to  them  the  one  dread  hoar 
Made  known  its  lessons  from  a  brow  like  thine ! 
If  all  their  knowledge  of  the  spoiler^a  power 
Came  by  a  look  so  tranquilly  divine  ! 
— Let  him  who  thu  hath  seen  the  lovely  part» 
Hold  well  that  image  to  his  thou^tfnl  heazl 

But  thou,  fair  slumberer !  was  there  less  of  woe^ 
Or  love,  or  terror,  in  the  days  of  old. 
That  men  poured  out  their  gladd*ning  spirit's  flow, 
Like  simshine,  on  the  desolate  and  cold. 
And  gave  thy  semblance  to  the  shadowy  king, 
Who  for  deep  souls  had  then  a  deeper  sting  • 

In  the  dark  bosom  of  the  earth  they  laid 
Far  more  than  we — ^for  loftier  fidth  is  ours ! 
Tlmr  gems  were  lost  in  ashes — ^yet  they  made 
The  grave  a  place  of  beauty  and  of  flowers. 
With    fragrant   wreaths,  and    summer    boq|^ 

array'd. 
And  lovely  sciilpture  gleaming  through  the  sfaadfr 

Is  it  for  ttf  a  darker  gloom  to  shed 
O'er  its  dim  precincts  Y — do  we  not  intrust 
But  for  a  time  its  chambers  with  our  dead. 
And  strew  immortal  seed  upon  the  dust  1 

And  gentle  bcartt  rtjok* 
Aroond  their  atrps;  UO  iUenUy  Umjt  die. 
As  a  ttfwun  ■hrinki  tnok.  wimmert  barning  eye. 


Andthewwld 
2(ot  Umb,  nor  ever,  wbat  pare 
Tci  thcw  are  ihey,  who  od  the  aovh  of 
Come  bMk,  when  night  her  fbldii«  vril  balh 

The  hmg-ffememberid  de«l ! 
Bat  not  wtth  thee  might  ugfat  eave  gkey  d«r3— 
Fade,  aide  away,  thoa  «hore  of  ai^lMhirl ! 
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WLy  ahould  ««  dwell  on  that  which  liee  beneath. 
When  liiing  li^^t  hath  touch'd  the  brow  of  death  1 


THE  TOMBS  OP  PLAT^EA. 

mOM  A  PADfTUrO  BT  WIUJAMft. 

A21D  there  they  sleep  I — ^the  men  who  stood 
In  arma  before  th'  exulting  sun. 
And  bathed  their  spears  in  Persian  blood. 
And  teog^t  the  earth  how  freedom  might  be  won. 

Hmj  deep ! — th'  Olympic  wreaths  are  dead, 
Tti  Athenian  lyres  are  hush'd  and  gone ; 
Hie  Dorian  voice  of  song  is  fled — 
Shimber,  ye  mighty  !  slumber  deeply  on. 

Tlury  deep — and  seems  not  all  around 
As  hallowed  unto  glory's  tomb  1 
SQence  is  on  the  battle-ground. 
Hie  besvens  are  loaded  with  a  breathless  gloom. 

And  Stan  are  watching  on  their  height. 
But  dimly  seen  through  mist  and  doud ; 
And  still  and  solemn  is  the  light 
Which  folds  the  plain,  as  withaglimmering  shroud. 

And  thou,  pale  Kight-queen  I  here  thy  beams 
Are  not  as  those  the  shepherd  lovea^ 
Nor  kx^  tl^ey  down  on  shining  streams, 
By  Kaiada  haunted  in  their  laurel  groves. 


Tlioa  seest  no  pastoral  hamlet  sleep. 
In  diadowy  quiet^  midst  its  vines  ; 
Bb  temple  gleaming  from  the  steep, 
Kdik  the  gray  olives  or  the  mountain  pines : 

Bfei  oTer  e  dim  and  boundless  waste;, 
Ay  nij%  e*en  like  a  tomb-lamp's,  brood, 
WhsTB  man's  departed  steps  are  traced 
Bd  \fj  his  dust,  amidst  the  solitude. 

Aadbe  it  thus !— What  slave  shall  tread 
(fm  freedom's  ancient  battle-plains  1 

wnp  the  glorious  dead        [chains. 
tlftdr  bright  Land  sits  weeping  o'er  her 


Hen^  iHiere  the  Persian  clarion  rung, 
And  wliere  the  Spartan  sword  flash'd  high, 
■    Afld  wlMn  the  paan  stndns  were  sung, 
From  year  to  year  swell'd  on  by  liberty ; 


Hen  efaonld  zio  voioe,  no  sound,  be  heard, 
Uakil  the  bonds  of  Qreaoe  be  riven. 


Save  of  the  leader's  charging-word. 
Or  the  shrill  trumpet^  pealing  up  through  heaven! 

Best  in  your  silent  homes,  ye  brave ! 
No  vines  festoon  your  lonely  tree,^ 
No  harvest  o*er  your  war-fleld  wave, 
Till  rushing  winds  proclaim — The  land  is  free ! 


THE  VIEW  FROM  CASTRI. 

rROM  A  PAIimNO  BY  WIIXIAKB. 

Thebe  have  been  bright  and  glorious  pageants  here. 
Where  now  gray  stones  and  moss-grown  columns 

lie ;  [hear. 

There  have  been  words,  which  earth  grew  pale  to 
Breathed  from  the  cavern's  misty  chambers  nigh : 
There  have  been  voices  through  the  sunny  dcy. 
And  the  pine-woods,  their  choral  hymn-notes 

sending, 
And  reeds  and  lyres,  their  Dorian  melody 
With  incense-clouds  around  the  temple  blending, 
And  throngs  with  laurel-boughs  before  the  altar 

bending. 

There  have  been  treasures  of  the  seas  and  ides 
Brought  to  the  Day-god's  now-forsaken  throne ; 
Thunders  have  peal*d  along  the  rock-defiles. 
When  the  &r«choing  battle-hom  made  known 
That  foes  were  on  their  way !    The  deep  wind's 

moan 
Hath  chill'd  th'  invader's  heart  vdth  secret  fear ; 
And  from  the  Sibyl-grottoes,  wild  and  lone. 
Storms  have  gone  forth,  which,  in  their  fierce 

career,  [the  spear. 

From  his  bold  hand  have  struck  the  banner  and 

The  shrine  hath  sunk  ! — ^but  thou  tmchanged  art 

there ! 
Moimt  of  the  voice  and  vision,  robed  with  dreams ! 
Unchanged — and  rising  through  the  radiant  air. 
With  thy  dariL  waving  pines,  and  fladiing  streams. 
And  all  thy  founts  of  song !    Their  bright  course 

teems 
With  inspiration  yet ;  and  each  dim  hazse, 
Or  golden  doud  which  floats  aroimd  thee,  seems 
As  with  its  mantle  veiling  from  our  gaze 
The  mysteries  of  the  past,  the  gods  of  elder  days! 

Away,  vain  fimtadee ! — doth  less  of  power 
Dwell  round  thy  summit,  or  thy  difib  invest^ 

1  A  rin^  twt  wpffmn  In  Mr  WIUiam'fanimjMiTt  pietora 
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Though,  in  deep  stillness,  now  the  ruin's  flower 
Wave  o*er  the  pillars  mouldering  on  thy  breast  1 
— ^Lift  through  the  free  blue  heavens  thine  arrowy 

crest! 
Let  the  great  rocks  their  solitude  regain ! 
No  Delphian  lyres  now  break  thy  noontide  rest 
With  their  fuU  chords : — but  silent  be  the  strain ! 
Thou  hast  a  mightier  voice  to  speak  th*  Eternal's 

reign  i^ 


THE  FESTAL  HOUR. 

When  are  the  lessons  given 
That  shake  the  startled  earthi    When  wakes  the 
foe  [blow  1 

While  the  friend  sleeps)   When  fiills  the  traitor's 

When  are  proud  sceptres  riven, 
High  hopes  o*erthrown  t — It  is  when  lands  rejoice. 
When  cities  blaze  and  lift  th*  exulting  voice. 
And  wave  their  banners  to  the  kindling  heaven ! 

Fear  ye  the  festal  hour  !  [night 

When  mirth  overflows,  then  tremble  ! — Twas  a 
Of  gorgeous  revel,  wreaths,  and  dance,  and  light. 

When  through  the  regal  bower 
The  trumpet  peal'd  ere  yet  the  song  was  done. 
And  there  were  shrieks  in  golden  Babylon, 
And  trampling  armies,  ruthless  in  their  power. 

The  marble  shrines  were  crown'd : 
Young  voices,  through  the  blue  Athenian  sky, 
And  Dorian  reeds,  made  summer-melody, 

And  censers  waved  around ; 
And  lyres  were  strung  and  bright  libations  pour'd ! 
When  through  the  streets  flash'd  out  the  avenging 

sword. 
Fearless  and  free,  the  sword  with  myrtles  bound !' 

Through  Rome  a  triumph  pass'd. 
Rich  in  her  Sun-god's  mantling  beams  went  by 
That  long  array  of  glorious  pageantry. 

With  shout  and  trumpet-blast 
An  empire's  gems  their  starry  splendour  shed 
O'er  the  proud  march ;  a  king  in  chains  was  led ; 
A  stately  victor,  crown'd  and  robed,  came  last ' 


1  This,  with  the  pncedinff,  and  wrenl  of  the  following 
pieces,  fint  appealed  in  the  EdMtmrsh  Magaxinc 

s  The  sword  of  Harmodins. 

*  PanhuJSmOias,  one  of  whose  sons  died  a  Cbw  days  before, 
and  another  shortly  after,  his  trfannph  on  the  conquest  of 

iledin^ains* 


And  many  a  Dryad's  bower 
Had  lent  the  laurels  which,  in  waving  play, 
Stirr'd  the  warm  air,  and  glisten'd  round  his  i 

As  a  quick-flashing  shower. 
— O'er  his  own  porch,  meantime,  the  cypress  hn 
Through  his  fiiir  halls  a  cry  of  anguish  rung — 
Woe  for  the  dead ! — the  fiUher^s  broken  flowei 

A  soimd  of  lyre  and  son^ 
In  the  still  nig^t,  went  floating  o'er  the  Kile, 
Whose  waves,  by  many  an  old  mysterioos  pile 

Swept  with  that  voice  along ; 
And  ]anq»  were  shining  o'er  the  red  wine's  £b 
Where  a  chief  revell'd  in  a  mcMiarch's  dome. 
And  fresh  rose-garlands  deck'da  glittering  thro 

Twas  Antony  that  bade 
The  joyous  chords  ring  out !    But  siraiiM  aroi 
Of  wilder  omen  at  the  banquet's  doee  ! 

Soimds,  by  no  mortal  made,^ 
Shook  Alexandria  through  her  stress  thai  nig 
And  pass'd — and  with  another  sunsef  s  lig^t^ 
The  kingly  Roman  on  his  bier  was  laid. 

Bright  midst  its  vineyards  lay 
The  fiiir  Campanian  city,*  with  its  towers 
And  temples  gleaming  through  daii^  olive-bowi 

Clear  in  the  golden  day ; 
Joy  was  around  it  as  the  glowing  sky. 
And  crowds  had  fill'd  its  halls  of  revelry. 
And  all  the  sunny  air  was  music's  way. 

A  cloud  came  o'er  the  face 
Of  Italy's  rich  heaven  ! — its  crystal  blue 
Was  changed,  and  deepen'd  to  a  wrathfril  hue 

Of  night,  o'ershadowing  space 
As  with  the  wings  of  death  ! — in  all  his  power 
Vesuvius  woke,  and  hurl'd  the  burning  showei 
And  who  could  teU  the  buried  city's  place  1 

Such  things  have  been  of  yore. 
In  the  gay  regions  where  the  citrons  blow. 
And  purple  summers  all  their  sleepy  glow 

On  the  grape-dustera  pour; 
And  where  the  palms  to  spicy  winds  are  wavx 
Along  clear  seas  of  melting  sapphire,  laving. 
As  with  a  flow  of  light,  their  southern  shore. 


«  See  the  description  given  by  Pfaitarch,  in  his  lifo of  Anlo 
of  the  supernatural  eoonds  heard  in  the  streets  of  Alesand 
the  night  before  Antony^  death. 

<  Hercnfauieum,  of  which  tt  b  related,  that  aB  the  inh> 
tanU  were  assembled  in  the  theatres,  when  the  show  of  ei 
which  oTerwhetaned  the  tHj  deeeended. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


253 


m  we  to  other  cJimes ! — 

he  Druid  isle  a  foost  was  spread, 

le  rock-altars  of  the  warrior  dead  ;^ 

1  ancient  battle-rhymes 

lanted  to  the  harp ;  and  yellow  mead 

>wing  round,  and  tales  of  martial  deed 

ty  songs  «f  Britain's  elder  time ; — 

i  ere  the  giant-fime 
broad  shadows  on  the  robe  of  eren, 
were  the  bards,  and  in  the  fince  of  heaven, 
r  that  old  burial-plain,  [ing 

iie  keenSaxondagger  1 — ^blood  wasstream- 
ate  the  mead-cup  to  the  sun  was  gleaming, 
tain's  hearths  were  heap'd  that  night  in 
ain — 

they  returned  no  more  ! 
&t  went  forth  at  mom,  with  reckless  heart, 
&crce  banquet's  mirth  to  bear  their  part : 
1  on  the  rushy  floor, 
bright  spears  and  bucklers  of  the  walls, 
1  wood-fires  were  blosdng  in  their  halls ; 
for  them — ^they  slept — ^their  feast  was  o'er! 

r  ye  the  festal  hour  ! 
ible  when  the  cup  of  joy  o'erflows  ! 
>wn  the  swelling  heart  I    The  bridal  rose, 
1  the  rich  myrtle's  flower,  [fast 

il'd  the  sword  !    Bed  wines  have  sparkled 
nom'd  goblets,  and  soft  breezes  pass'd 
al  perfume  through  the  revel's  bower. 

ne  the  young  glowing  wreath  \ 
r  not  all  your  spirit  in  the  song, 
hrough  the  sky's  deep  azure  floats  along 
9  summer^s  quickening  breath  I 
md  is  hollow  in  the  path  of  mirth : 
too  daring  seems  the  joy  of  earth, 
y  press'd  and  girdled  in  by  death  ! 

Feital  Hour '  certainly  appears  to  us  to  be  one  of  the 
gular,  and  classical  odes  in  the  English  language — 
le  general  Idea,  and  rich  in  imagery  and  illustra- 
i  MoKKHBAD  in  CorutabU*»  MagaxiMt  SqpL  1823.] 


)F  THE  BATTLE  OF  MOBGABTEN. 


le  year  1316,  Switzerland  was  invaded  by  Duke 

'  Austria,  with  a  formidable  army.    It  is  weD  at- 

thls  ptinoe  repeatedly  declared  he  '  would  trample 

lenge,  said  by  some  traditions  to  have  been  erected 
11017  of  Ambroehis,  an  early  British  king ;  and  by 
itioned  as  a  monumental  record  of  the  massacre  of 
efii  here  aUuded  tOb 


the  audactous  rustics  under  his  fbet  ;*  and  that  he  had  pro* 
cured  a  large  stock  of  cordage,  for  the  puxpose  of  binding  their 
chiels,  and  putting  them  to  death. 

**  The  Ifith  October  1316  dawned.  The  sun  darted  its  first 
rays  on  the  shields  and  armour  of  the  advancing  host ;  and 
this  being  the  first  army  ever  known  to  have  attempted  the 
frontiers  of  the  cantons,  the  Swiss  viewed  its  long  line  with 
various  emotions.  Montfort  de  Tettnang  led  the  cavalry  into 
the  narrow  pass,  and  soon  filled  the  whole  space  between  the 
mountain  (Mount  Battel)  and  the  lake.  The  fifty  men  on  the 
eminence  (above  Morgarten)  raised  a  sudden  shout,  and  rolled 
down  he^w  of  rocks  and  stones  among  the  crowded  ranlok 
The  confederates  on  the  mountain,  perceiving  the  impression 
made  by  thto  attack,  rushed  down  in  close  array,  and  Ml  upon 
the  flank  of  the  disordered  column,  "^th  maiqr  dubs  they 
dashed  in  pieces  the  ansoor  of  the  enen^,  and  dealt  their 
blows  and  thrusts  with  long  pikes.  The  narrowness  of  the 
defile  admitted  of  no  evolutions,  and  a  slight  frost  having  in- 
jured the  road,  the  horses  were  impeded  in  all  thefr  motions ; 
many  leaped  into  the  lake ;  all  were  startled ;  and  at  last  the 
whole  column  gave  way,  and  fell  suddenly  back  on  the  in- 
fantry ;  and  these  last,  as  the  nature  of  the  country  did  not 
allow  them  to  open  their  files,  were  run  over  by  the  fugitives, 
and  many  of  them  trampled  to  death.  A  general  rout  en- 
sued, and  Duke  Leopold  was  with  much  difBculty  resened 
by  a  peasant,  who  led  hfan  to  Wlnterthur,  where  the  historian 
of  the  times  saw  him  arrive  in  the  evening,  pale,  suIImi,  and 
dismayed.*'— Pi.AiiTA'8  History  aflU  HdveUc  Cor^^bdcrae^.'] 

The  wine-month  ^  shone  in  its  golden  prime. 

And  the  red  grapes  clustering  hung. 
But  a  deeper  soimd,  through  the  Switzor* s  clime. 
Than  the  vintage  music,  rung — 
A  sound  through  vaulted  cave, 
A  sound  through  echoing  glen. 
Like  the  hollow  swell  of  a  rushing  wave ; 
— ^"Twas  the  tread  of  steel-girt  men. 

And  a  trumpet,  pealing  wild  and  far, 
Midst  the  ancient  rocks  was  blown. 
Till  the  Alps  replied  to  that  voice  of  war 
With  a  thousand  of  their  own. 

And  through  the  forest^ooms 
Flash'd  helmets  to  the  day  ; 
And  the  winds  were  tossing  knightly  plumes. 
Like  the  larch-boughs  in  their  play. 

In  Hasli's'  wilds  there  was  gleaming  steel 

As  the  host  of  the  Austrian  pass'd ; 
And  the  Schreckhom  s  *  rocks,  with  a  savage  peal, 
Made  mirth  of  his  clarion's  blast. 
Up  midst  the  Bighi  snows 
The  stormy  march  was  heard. 
With  the  charger  B  tramp,  whence  fire-sparks  rose. 
And  the  leader^s  gathering-word. 

3  Wine-numtht  the  German  name  for  October. 
3  Hasli,  a  wild  district  in  the  canton  of  Berne. 
*  Schreckhom,  thejMdl;  q^fenvr,  amoontain  in  the eantoa 
of  Berne. 
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Bat  a  band,  the  noblest  band  of  all. 

Through  the  nide  Moigarten  strait. 
With  blazoned  streamers  and  lances  tall. 
Moved  onwards  in  princely  state. 
They  came  with  heary  chains 
For  the  race  despised  so  long — 
Bat  amidst  his  Alp-domains, 

The  herdsman's  arm  is  strong  ! 

The  sun  was  reddening  the  clouds  of  mom 

When  they  entered  the  rock-defile. 
And  shrill  as  a  joyous  hunter^s  horn 
Their  bugles  rang  the  while. 
Bat  on  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood, 
There  was  stillness  as  of  night. 

When  storms  at  distance  brood. 

There  was  stillnees  as  of  deep,  dead  night. 

And  a  pause — but  not  of  fear, 
^VhiIe  the  Switzers  gazed  on  the  gathering  might 
Of  the  hostile  shield  and  spear. 

On  wound  thoee  columns  bright 
Between  the  lake  and  wood. 
But  they  look'd  not  to  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood. 

The  pass  was  fill'd  with  their  serried  power. 

All  helm'd  and  mail-array'd. 
And  their  steps  had  sounds  like  a  thundcrnshower 
In  the  rustling  forest-shade. 

There  were  prince  and  crested  knight, 
Hemm'd  in  by  cliff  and  flood. 
When  a  shout  arose  from  the  misty  height 
Where  the  mountain-people  stood. 

And  the  mighty  rocks  came  bounding  down 

Their  startled  foes  among, 
With  a  joyous  vrfiirl  from  the  summit  thrown — 
Oh  1  the  herdsman*sarm  is  strong  ! — 
They  came  like  lauwine  ^  huri*d 
From  Alp  to  Alp  in  play. 
When  theechoesshoutthroughthe  snowy  world. 
And  the  pines  are  borne  away. 

The  fir-woods  crash*d  on  the  mountain-side. 

And  the  Switzers  rush'd  from  high. 
With  a  sudden  chaige,  on  the  flower  and  pride 
Of  the  Austrian  chivalry  : 
Like  hunters  of  the  deer. 
They  storm'd  the  narrow  dell ; 

1  hauMdne^  tht  Swiis  nuM  for  tlw  avmlandMb 
t  wmiftm  TclMi  nuM  it  puilenlnty  mtntlnitd  amonsst 
llw  eoofBdentM  at  Morgirtao. 


And  first  in  the  shock,  with  Uri's 
Was  the  arm  of  William  TelL* 


There  was  tumult  in  the  crowded  stnit^ 

And  a  cry  of  wfld  dismay ; 
And  many  a  warrior  met  his  fiite 
From  a  peasanVs  hand  that  day ! 
And  the  Empire's  banner  then 
From  its  place  of  waving  free, 
Went  down  before  the  shepherd-men, 
He  men  of  the  Forest-Sea. 

With  their  pikes  and  massy  dubs  they  brake 

The  cuirass  and  the  shield. 
And  the  war-horse  dash'd  to  the  reddening  lak 
From  the  reapers  of  the  field  ! 

The  field — ^but  not  of  sheaves — 
Proud  crests  and  pennons  lay. 
Strewn  o*er  it  thick  as  the  birch-wood  leavoi 
In  the  autumn  tempest's  way. 

Oh  !  the  sun  in  heaven  fierce  havoc  view'd 

When  the  Austrian  tum'd  to  fly. 
And  the  brave,  in  the  trampling  multitude. 
Had  a  fearful  death  to  die  ! 
And  the  leader  of  the  war 
At  eve  unhelm'd  was  seen. 
With  a  hurrying  step  on  the  wilds  afio*. 
And  a  pale  and  troubled  mien. 

But  the  sons  of  the  land  which  the  freeman  ti) 

Went  back  from  the  battle-toil. 
To  their  cabin  homos  midst  the  deep-green  hi] 
All  burden'd  with  royal  spoiL 

There  were  songs  and  festal  fires 
On  the  soaring  Alps  that  night, 
When  children  sprang  to  greet  their  sires 
From  the  wild  Moigarten  fight. 


ODE  ON  THE  DEFEAT 

OF  KING  SEBASTIAN  OF  PORTUGAL 

AND  HIS  ARMY,  IN  AFRICA. 


TRAJrSLATSD  rKOM  THS  SPANISH  or  hbk: 


[FKRDOfAifo  VK  Hbkkbka,  nuTiaiiMd  the  Dhrin*,  «i 
Spanish  poet  who  lived  in  the  reign  of  CIhwIm  T.,  um 
»tm  coMidered  by  the  CMtiliani  m  on»  of  their  i  ImJi  ■ill 
He  aimed  at  the  introduction  of  a  new  style  into  ^w 
poetiy,  and  hie  lyrics  are  distinguished  by  the  enilBi 
m^^esty  of  their  language,  the  frequent  lecmiewje  of  es| 
dons  and  hnages  derived  apparently  from  a  iwwMst  il 
fA  the  prophetie  books  of  Scripture,  and  tte  leAy  tem 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


255 


vide  mainfauiwd  thxoaghoai,  and  juttifled  indeed  by 
B  of  th«  nl^jecta  to  which  some  of  thcM  productionfl 
mL  This  last  characteristic  to  blended  with  a  deep 
isiastlc  feeling  of  rdigion,  idiich  rather  ezalti  than 
be  haughty  oonfidence  of  the  poet  in  the  hig^  dee- 
is  country.    Spainistohimwliat  Jodeawastothe 

>  sang  beneath  the  sliadow  of  her  pahn-treee— the 
id  fiiToored  land,  wIuMe  people,  serered  from  all 
the  purity  and  derotedneas  of  their  fidth,  are  pecu- 
)d  to  wreak  the  Tengeanoe  of  Heaven  upon  theinfl- 
I  triompluuit  oonriction  b  powerfully  aaqyreesed  in 
ftoent  Ode  on  the  Battle  of  Lepanto. 

vesaion  of  deep  solemnity  left  npon  the  mind  of 
ih  reader,  by  another  of  Horeia's  lyric  compositions, 
feared,  be  very  inadeqnately  conveyed  througli  the 
f  the  following  translation.] 

**  Yob  d«  dolor,  7  canto  de  gamido,"  eto. 

of  woe,  a  murmur  of  lament, 
of  deep  fear  and  mingled  ire ; 
1  record  the  day,  the  day  of  wail 
itania's  bitter  chastening  sent ! 

>  hath  seen  her  power,  her  fame  expire, 
iims  them  in  the  dust,  discrown'd  and  pale. 
1  let  the  awful  tale 

ief  and  horror  every  realm  o'ershade, 

•m  Afiic's  burning  main 

ar  sea,  in  other  hues  array'd, 

!  red  limits  of  the  Orient's  reign, 

mtions,  haughty  though  subdued,  behold 

glorious  banner  to  the  winds  imfold. 

)r  those  that  in  embattled  power, 
n  array  of  chariots  and  of  horse, 
;  Libya  1  sought  thy  fatal  coast ! 
sting  not  in  Him,  the  eternal  source 
t  and  glory,  but  in  earthly  force, 
the  strength  of  multitudes  their  boast, 
lush*d  and  crested  host, 
lofty  dreams  of  victory,  trode 
ith  of  pride,  as  o'er  a  conquer'd  land 
>r  the  spoil ;  nor  raised  their  eyes  to  Qod : 
ael's  Holy  One  withdrew  his  hand, 
*Ie  support ; — and  heavily  and  prone 
[1 — the  car,  the  steed,  the  rider,  all  o'eiv 
brown ! 

the  hour  of  wrath,  the  hour  of  woe, 

0  deep  solitude  and  teais  consigned 
pled  realm,  the  realm  of  joy  and  mirth. 

1  was  on  the  heavens,  no  mantling  glow 
oed  the  mom — it  seem'd  as  nature  pined, 
ling  clouds  obscured  the  sunbeam's  birth ; 
ile,  startling  the  pale  earth, 

;  upon  the  mighty  and  the  proud 

th  visitation  dread, 

■ests  the  Eternal,  in  his  anger,  bow'd. 


And  raised  barbarian  nations  o*er  their  head. 
The  inflexible,  the  fierce,  who  seek  not  gold, 
But  vengeance  on  their  foes,  relentless,  unoon* 
trollU 

Then  was  the  sword  let  loose,  the  flaming  sword 
Of  the  strong  infidel's  ignoble  hand. 
Amidst  that  host,  the  pride,  the  fiower,  the  crown 
Of  thy  fidr  knighthood ;  and  the  insatiate  horde. 
Not  with  thy  life  content,  O  ruin'd  land  t 
Sad  Lusitania  I  even  thy  bright  renown 

De&ced  and  trampled  down ; 
And  scatter'd,  rushing  as  a  torrent-flood. 
Thy  pomp  of  arms  and  banners ; — ^till  the  sands 
Became  a  lake  of  blood — ^thy  noblest  blood  ! — > 
The  plain  a  mountain  of  thy  slaughtei^d  bands. 
Strength  on  thy  foes,  resistless  might  was  shed ; 
On  thy  devotedsons — amaze,andshame,  and  dread. 

Are  iheB€  the  conquerors,  thtae  the  lords  of  fight, 
The  warrior  men,  the  invincible,  the  fiuned. 
Who  shook  the  earth  with  terror  and  dismay. 
Whose  spoils  were  empires! — They  that  in  their 

might 
The  haughty  strength  of  savage  nations  tamed, 
And  gave  the  spacious  Orient  realms  of  day 

To  desolation's  sway, 
Mftlring  the  citics  of  imperial  name 

E'en  as  the  desert-place  1 
Where  now  the  fearless  heart,  the  soul  of  flame 
Thus  has  their  glory  closed  its  Haaffilmg  race 
In  one  brief  hour  1    Is  this  their  valonr^s  doom. 
On  distant  shores  to  fall,  and  find  not  even  a 
tombi 

Once  were  they,  in  their  splendour  and  their  pride^ 

As  an  imperial  cedar  on  the  brow 

Of  the  great  Lebanon  !    It  rose,  array'd 

In  its  rich  pomp  of  foliage,  and  of  wide 

Majestic  branches,  leaving  far  below 

All  children  of  the  forest    To  its  shade 

The  waters  tribute  paid. 
Fostering  its  beauty.    Birds  found  shelter  there 
Whose  fli^t  is  of  the  loftiest  through  the  sky. 
And  the  wfld  moimtain-creatures  made  their  lair 
Beneath ;  and  nations  by  its  canopy 
Were  shadow'd  o'er.    Supreme  it  stood,  and  ne'er 
Had  earth  beheld  a  tree  so  excellently  £ur. 

But  all  elated,  on  its  verdant  stem. 
Confiding  solely  in  its  regal  height. 
It  soared  presumptuous,  as  for  empire  bom ; 
And  God  for  this  removed  its  diadem. 
And  cast  it  from  its  regions  of  delight, 
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Forth  to  the  spoiler,  as  a  prey  and  sconi. 

By  the  deep  roots  uptom ! 
And  lo  !  encumbering  the  lone  hills  it  lay. 
Shorn  of  its  leaves,  dismantled  of  its  state ; 
While,  pale  with  fear,  men  hurried  fiir  away. 
Who  in  its  ample  shade  had  found  so  late 
Their  bower  of  rest ;  and  nature's  savage  race 
Midst  the  great  ruin  sought  their  dwelling-place. 

But  thou,  base  Libya  1  thou  whose  arid  sand 
Hath  been  a  kingdom's  death-bed,  where  one  fiite 


I  Closed  her  bright  life  and  her  majestic  fimw^^ 
Though  to  thy  feeble  and  barbarian  hand 
Hath  fidl'n  the  victory,  be  not  thou  elate ! 
Boast  not  thyseli^  though  thine  that  day  of  sham^ 

Unworthy  of  a  name  ! 
Know,  if  the  Spaniard  in  his  wrath  advance. 
Aroused  to  vengeance  by  a  nation's  cry. 

Pierced  by  his  searching  lance. 
Soon  shalt  thou  expiate  crime  with  agony. 
And  thine  affirightod  streams  to  ocean's  flood 
An  ample  tribute  bear  of  Afiic*s  Faynim  Uood 
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A  DRAMATIC  FRAGMENT. 


DBAMATX8  FEB80N& 


Sbbastiax. 
GoxxALKs,  Aif  yWendL 


ScEins  I.  TliJt  iea^hort  near  Lidxnu 
Sebastian,  Gonzalez,  Zamob. 

Seb,  With  what  young  life  and  fingrance  in  its 
breath 
My  native  air  salutes  me  I    From  the  groves 
Of  citron,  and  the  mountains  of  the  vine* 
And  thy  majestic  tide  thus  foaming  on 
In  power  and  freedom  o'er  its  golden  sands, 
Fair  stream,  my  T%jo  !  youth,  with  all  its  glow 
And  pride  of  feeling,  through  my  soul  and  frame 
Again  seems  rushing,  as  these  noble  waves 
Past  their  bright  shores  flow  joyously.  Sweet  land. 
My  own,  my  Others'  land,  of  sunny  skies 
And  orange  bowers  ! — Oh  1  is  it  not  a  dream 
That  thus  I  tread  thy  soil  1    Or  do  I  wake 
From  a  dark  dream  but  now  !    Gonzales,  say, 
Doth  it  not  bring  the  flush  of  early  life 
Back  on  th*  awakening  spirit,  thus  to  gase 
On  the  fiuvBweeping  river,  and  the  shades 
Which,  in  their  undulating  motion,  speak 
Of  gentle  winds  amidst  bright  waters  bom. 
After  the  fiery  skies  and  dark-red  sands 
Of  the  lone  desert  1    Time  and  toil  must  needs 
Have  changed  our  mien ;  but  this,  our  bleesdd  land. 
Hath  gain'd  but  richer  beauty  since  we  bade 
Her  glowing  shores  fiunewelL    Seems  it  not  thus  t 
Thy  brow  is  douded. 

GoiL  To  mine  eye  the  scene 


Zamor,  a  sftmng  AnA. 
SvxTxiaA. 

Wears,  amidst  all  its  quiet  loveliness, 

A  hue  of  desolation ;  and  the  calm. 

The  solitude  and  silence  which  pemde 

Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  seem  belonging  leas 

To  peace  than  sadness  I    We  have  proudly  rtood 

Even  on  this  shore,  beside  the  Atlantic  wave, 

Wlien  it  hath  look'd  not  thus. 

Seb.  Ay,  now  thy  soul 
Is  in  the  past  I    Oh  no  !  it  look'd  not  thus 
When  the  mom  smiled  upon  our  thousand  tmh. 
And  the  winds  blew  for  Afric    How  that  hour. 
With  all  its  hues  of  gloiy,  seems  to  bunt 
Again  upon  my  vision  !  I  behold 
The  stately  barks,  the  arming,  the  array. 
The  crests,  the  banners  of  my  chivalry, 
Sway'd  by  the  sea-breeze  till  their  motion  show'd 
Like  joyous  life !    How  the  proud  billows  foam'd ! 
And  the  oars  flash'd  like  lightnings  of  the  deep^ 
And  the  tall  spears  went  glancing  to  the  son. 
And  scattering  round  quick  rays,  as  if  to  guide 
The  valiant  unto  fame  !    Ay,  the  blue  heaven 
Seem'd  for  that  noble  scene  a  canopy 
Scarce  too  majestic,  while  it  rang  afiur 
To  peals  of  warlike  sound  1    My  gallant  bands ! 
Where  are  you  now ! 

(jkm.  Bid  the  vride  desert  tell 
Wheresleep  its  dead!  To  mightier  hosts  than  them 
Hath  it  lent  graves  ere  now ;  and  on  its  breask 
Is  room  for  nations  yet ! 
.  Seb,  It  cannot  be 
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have  perish*d  I    Many  a  noble  man, 
ptive  on  that  war-field,  may  have  burst 
Is  like  ours.   Cloud  not  this  fleeting  hour, 
3  my  soul  is  as  the  fountain's  draught 
•arch'd  lip  of  fever,  with  a  thought 
78ad  ! 

)h  never,  never  cast  [more 

•p  remembrance  from  you  I    When  once 
ice  is  midst  earth's  rulers,  let  it  dwell 
you,  as  the  shadow  of  your  throne, 
the  land  may  rest    Hy  king !  this  hour 
as  that  which  to  the  voyager^s  eye, 
d  dim  perspective,  doth  unfold 
id  boundless  world)  may  haply  be 
in  which  the  courage  and  the  power 
s  high  voice  may  reach  yoiL    Who  may 
and 

bo  man,  as  friend  to  friend,  before 
stral  throne  of  monarchs  1   Or  perchance 
ch  as  tame  the  loftiest  to  endurance, 
iih  may  wait  us  here  I    But  howsoe'er 
the  lessons  now  from  sufferings  past 
time,  all  change.     Oh  !  by  the  blood, 
,  the  generous  blood  of  Portugal, 
the  sands  of  Afric — ^by  the  names 
vith  their  centuries  of  high  renown, 
ed,  extinct  for  ever — ^let  not  those 
od  in  hope  and  gloiy  at  our  side 
this  veiy  sea-beach,  whence  they  pass'd 
ind  leave  no  trophy — ^let  them  not 
be  e'er  forgotten  !  for  their  £Eite 
Iccp  warning  in  its  awfulness, 
power  might  well  learn  wisdom  ! 
hinkst  thou,  then, 
Ts  of  sufferance  and  captivity, 
bavc  bow'd  down  eagle  hearts  ere  now, 
ic  high  eneigies  their  spoil,  have  pass'd 
y  o'er  my  spirit  ]    It  is  not  thus  I 
gs  thou  wouldst  recall  are  not  of  those 
igotten  !    But  my  heart  hath  still 
a  bounding  pulse  for  hope  and  joy, 
)  joy  which  whispers  in  the  breeze 
a  myownfreomoimtains.  Brave  Qonzaioz! 
one  to  make  thy  fearless  heart  a  shield 
J  friend,  in  the  dark  stormy  hour 
nightly  crests  are  trampled,  and  proud 
elms  [one 

d  strong  breastplates  shivered.     Thou  art 
e  the  soul  of  gallant  fortitude 
captive's  bosom,  and  beguile 
I  slow  march  beneath  the  burning  noon 
\j  patience ;  but  for  those  quick  bursts, 
iioyant  efforts  of  the  soul  to  cast 
g(ht  of  care  to  earth,  those  brief  delights 


Whose  source  is  in  a  sunbeam,  or  a  sound  [wing 
Which  stirs  the  blood,  or  a  young  breeze,  whose 
Wanders  in  ohainless  joy ;  for  things  like  these 
Thou  hast  no  ^^pathies  I    And  thou,  my  Zamor, 
Art  wrapt  in  thought !    I  welcome  thee  to  this. 
The  kingdom  of  my  fiithers.    Is  it  not 
A  goodly  heritage  \ 

Zam,  The  land  is  fiiir ; 
But  he,  the  archer  of  the  wilderness, 
Beholdeth  not  the  palms  beneath  whose  shade 
His  tents  are  scatter'd,  and  his  camels  rest ; 
And  therefore  is  he  sad ! 

Seb,  Thou  must  not  pine 
With  that  sick  yearning  of  th'  impatient  heart. 
Which  makes  the  exile's  life  one  fover'd  dream 
Of  skies,  and  hills,  and  voices  fiir  away. 
And  tBucea  wearing  the  fiuniliar  hues 
Lent  by  his  native  sunbeams.    I  have  known 
Too  much  of  this,  and  would  not  see  another 
Thus  daily  die.    If  it  be  so  with  thee, 
My  gentle  Zamor,  speak.    Behold,  our  bark 
Yet,  with  her  white  sails  catching  sunset's  glow. 
Lies  within  signal-reach.    If  it  be  thus. 
Then  fare  thee  well — &rewell,  thou  brave,  and  true. 
And  generous  friend  !    How  often  is  our  path 
Cross'd  by  some  being  whose  bright  spirit  sheds 
A  passing  gladness  o'er  it,  but  whose  course 
Leads  down  another  current,  never  more 
To  blend  with  oura !    Yet  fax  within  our  souls. 
Amidst  the  rushing  of  the  busy  world. 
Dwells  many  a  secret  thought,  which  lingera  yet 
Around  that  image.    And  e'en  so,  kind  Zamor ! 
ShfQt  thou  be  long  remember'd. 

Zam,  By  the  &me 
Of  my  brave  sire,  whose  deeds  the  warrior  tribes 
Tell  round  the  desert's  watchfire,  at  the  hour 
Of  silence,  and  of  coolness,  and  of  stars, 
I  will  not  leave  thee  1    'Twas  in  such  an  hour 
The  dreams  of  rest  were  on  me,  and  I  lay 
Shrouded  in  slupiber's  mantle,  as  within 
The  chambera  of  the  dead.    Who  saved  me  then, 
When  the  pard,  soundless  as  the  midnight,  stole 
Soft  on  the  sleeper  ?    Whoso  keen  dart  transfix'd 
The  monarch  of  the  solitudes  t    I  woke. 
And  saw  ^y  javelin  crimson'd  with  his  blood. 
Thou,  my  deliverer !  and  my  heart  e'en  then 
Call'd  thee  its  brother. 

Seb.  For  that  gift  of  life 
With  one  of  tenfold  price,  even  freedom's  self. 
Thou  hast  repaid  me  welL 

Zam,  Then  bid  me  not 
Forsake  thee  I   Though  my  father's  tents  may  rise 
At  times  upon  my  spirit,  yet  my  home 
Shall  be  amidst  thy  mountains,  prince  I  and  thoo 
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Shalt  be  my  chie(  nntQ  I  see  thee  robed 
Withallthypofwer.  When thoacmstneedno more 
Thine  Anb's  &iihful  heart  and  Tigorona  arm. 
From  the  green  regions  of  the  setting  snn 
Then  shall  the  wanderer  torn  his  steps,  and  sedc 
His  Orient  wilds  again. 

Seb.  Be  near  me  still. 
And  ever,  0  my  warrior  1  I  shall  stand 
Again  amidst  my  hosts  a  mail-dad  king, 
Begirt  with  spean  and  bannen^  and  the  pomp 
And  the  proud  soonds  of  battle.    Be  thy  place 
Then  at  my  side.    When  doth  a  monarch  cease 
To  need  true  hearts,  bold  hands?    ICot  in  the  field 
Of  arms,  nor  on  the  throne  of  power,  nor  yet 
The  conch  of  sleep.  BeourfHend,wewillnotpart 

Ckm.  Be  all  thy  firiends  thus  fiuthful,  for  e'en  yet 
They  may  be  fiercely  tried. 

SA.  I  doubt  them  not.  [welcome. 

Eren  now  my  heart  beats  high  to  meet  their 
Let  us  away ! 

Qon,  Yet  hear  once  more,  my  liege. 
The  humblest  pilgrim,  fi!om  his  distant  shrine 
Returning  finds  not  e'en  his  peasant  home 
Unchanged  amidst  its  Tineyards.  Some  loved  fiice, 
Whidi  made  the  sunlight  of  his  lowly  board. 
Is  touch'd  by  sidmess ;  some  familiar  voice 
Greets  him  no  more ;  and  shall  not  fiite  and  time 
Have  done  their  work,  since  last  we  parted  hence, 
Upon  an  empire!    Ay,  within  those  years, 
Hearts  firom  their  ancient  worship  have  fidi  n  off, 
Andbow'd  before  new  stars ;  hi^  names  have  sunk 
From  their  supremacy  of  place,  and  othere 
Qone  forth,  and  made  themselves  the  mighty  sounds 
At  which  thrones  tremble.    Oh !  be  slow  to  trust 
E'en  those  to  whom  your  smiles  were  wont  to  seem 
As  light  is  unto  flowers.    Search  well  the  depths 
Of  bosoms  in  whose  keeping  you  would  shrine 
The  secret  of  your  state.    Storms  pass  not  by 
Leaving  earth's  free  unchanged. 

SA,  Whence  didst  thou  learn  • 
The  cold  distrust  which  casts  so  deep  a  shadow 
O'er  a  most  noble  nature  ! 

Chm.  Life  hath  been 
My  stem  and  only  teacher.    I  have  known 
Vicissitudes  in  all  things,  but  the  most 
In  human  hearts.    Oh  !  yet  awhile  tame  down 
That  royal  spirit,  till  the  hour  be  come 
When  it  may  burst  its  bondage  !    On  thy  brow 
The  suns  of  burning  climes  have  set  their  seal. 
And  toil,  and  years^  and  perils,  have  not  pass'd 
O'er  the  bri^t  aspect,  and  the  ardent  eye. 
As  doth  a  breeze  of  summer.    Be  that  change 
The  mask  beneath  whose  shelter  thou  may'st  read 
Mfln^  thoughts,  and  veil  thine  own. 


SA.  Am  I  thus  diangod 
FVom  all  I  wast    And  yet  it  needs  must  b«^ 
Snoe  e'en  my  soul  bath  can^t  another  hne 
From  its  long  suflforings.    Did  I  not  array 
The  gaDant  flower  of  Lusian  diivaliy. 
And  lead  the  mighty  of  the  land,  to  pour 
De8truction.on  the  Moslem  1    I  return. 
And  as  a  fearless  and  a  trusted  friend. 
Bring,  from  the  realms  of  my  e^[»tivity. 
An  Arab  of  the  desert ! — ^Bot  the  sun 
Hath  sunk  below  th'  Atlantic.    Let  us  hence— 
Gonzalei^  fear  me  not  [i 


Sgkhs  el— il  StnH  m  Lubom  JUmmmtmi 
Makt  CinzEira. 

lit  CU.  In  sooth  our  city  wears  a  goodly  nua^ 
With  her  £Ba>blaEing  fiuoes,  and  festive  lamps 
Shining  fh>m  all  her  marble  palaces^  [hftties 

CountleaB  as  heaven's  &ir  stars.  The  humblest 
Sends  fbrth  its  radiance.  Howthesparkhngwarsi 
Fling  ba<^  the  hglit ! 

2d  CiL  Ay,  'tis  a  gallant  show ; 
And  one  which  serves;,  like  others^  to  oonoeal 
Things  which  must  not  be  told. 

Zd  OiL  What  wouldst  thou  sayl 

2d  at.  That  which  may  scarce,  in  periloastiBiBi 
like  these. 
Be  said  with  safety.    Hast  thou  look'd  within 
Those  stately  palaces  1    Were  they  but  peopled 
With  the  high  race  of  warlike  nobles,  once  [now 
Their  princely  lords,  think'st  thou,  good  friend,  thak 
They  would  be  glittering  with  this  hollow  pomp^ 
To  greet  a  conqueror  s  entrance ! 

Bd  CU,  Thou  say'st  well 
None  but  a  land  forsaken  of  its  chiefe 
Had  been  so  lost  and  won. 

ith  CU.  The  lot  is  cast;  [< 

Wo  have  but  to  yield.   Hush !  for  some 
Now,  friends,  beware. 

I^  CU,  Did  the  king  pass  this  way 
At  morning,  with  his  tiaini 

2d  CU.  Ay :  saw  you  not 
The  long  and  rich  procession? 

Sebastian  enten  wUh  Gonzalez  and  Zamob. 

SA.  to  dm.  This  should  be 
The  night  of  some  hi^  flestivaL    Ken  thos 
My  royal  city  to  the  ddes  sent  up. 
From  her  illumined  fimes  and  towers,  a  voiee 
Of  gladness,  welcoming  our  first  return 
From  Afric's  coast    Speak  thou,  Gkmzalei !  ail 
The  cause  of  this  rejoicing.    To  my  heart 
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feeliDgB  msh,  so  mingling  and  so  &8t^ 

ice  perchance  might  tremble. 

.  Citizen, 

festal  night  is  this,  that  all  your  streets 

irong'd  and  glittering  thus? 

Oit  Hast  thou  not  heard 

king's  entiy,  in  triumphal  pomp, 
eiy  momi 

.  The  king  !  triumphal  pomp  !^ 
'ords  are  dark. 

Speak  yet  again :  mine  ears 
dth  strange  sounds.    Again  f 
OiL  I  said,  the  king, 

of  Bgism,  and  now  of  Portugal, 
loming  entei'd  with  a  conquerox^s  train 
tfE  royal  palace :  and  for  this 
>Id  oar  festival 

(in  a  low  voice.)  Thou  said'st — the  king ! 
ime  9 — I  heard  it  not. 
CfU,  Philip  of  Spain. 

Philip  of  Spain  (  We  slumber,  till  aroused 

earthquake's  bursting  shock.    Hath  there 

not  fiill'n 

ien  darkness  1    All  things  seem  to  float 
rely  round  me.    Now 'tis  past   The  streets 
azing  with  strange  fire.    Go,  quench  those 

lamps; 

B^are  upon  me  till  my  very  brain 
i  dizzy,  and  doth  whirL    How  dare  ye  thus 
up  your  shrines  for  him  f 
.  Away,  away ! 
i  no  time,  no  scene 

Philip  of  Spain ! 

larne  ye  this  foil  land  1    Why,  is  it  not 
■ee,  the  chivalrous  Portugal  1 — ^the  land 
)  proud  ransom  of  heroic  blood 
'rom  the  Moor  of  old  1   Did  that  red  stream 
o  the  earth,  and  leave  no  fiery  current 
)  veins  of  noble  men,  that  so  its  tide, 
welling  at  the  sound  of  hostOe  steps, 

be  a  kingdom's  barrier? 
QU.  That  high  blood  [shed 

i  should  have  been  our  strength,  profusely 
B  rash  King  Sebastian,  bathed  the  plains 
al  Alcazar.     Our  monarch's  guilt 
brought  this  ruin  down. 

Must  this  be  heard,  [stand 

)ome,  and  imchastised?    Man,  darest  tiiou 
3  me  face  to  face,  and  thiis  arraign 
overeign  1  [prince, 

n.  (aride  to  Seb)  Shall  I  lift  the  sword,  my 
st  thy  foesi 

k  Be  still— or  all  is  lost  [and  know. 

Oit,  I  dare  speak  that  which  all  men  think 


'Tis  to  Sebastian,  and  his  waste  of  life. 
And  power,  and  treasure,  that  we  owe  these  bonds. 
8(2  (HL    Talk  not  of  bonds.     Hay  our  new 

monarch  rule 
The  weary  land  in  peace  t    But  who  art  thou  ^ 
Whence  com%t  thou,  haughty  stranger,  that  these 

things, 
Known  to  all  nations,  should  be  new  to  theet 
Sd>,  {wildly.)  I  come  from  regions  where  the 

cities  lie 
In  ruins,  not  in  chains ! 

Exit  with  Gonzalez  and  Zauob. 

2d  Cit.  He  wean  the  mien 
Of  one  that  hath  commanded ;  yet  his  looks 
And  words  were  strangely  wild. 

lit  CfU,  Mark'd  you  his  fierce 
And  haughty  gesture,  and  the  flash  that  broke 
From  his  dark  eye,  when  King  Sebastian's  name 
Became  our  theme  ? 

2d  Oit.  Trust  me,  there's  more  in  this 
Than  may  be  lightly  said.    These  are  no  times 
To  breathe  men's^oughts  i'th'open  fiu»  of  heaven 
And  ear  of  multitudes.    They  that  would  speak 
Of  monardis  and  their  deeds>  should  keep  within 
Their  quiet  homes.  Come,  let  us  hence;  and  then 
We'll  commune  of  this  stranger. 


Scene  UL—STie Portico  ofaPdlace, 
Sebastian,  Gonzalez,  Zamob. 

Seb.  Withstand  me  not !  I  tell  thee  that  my  soul, 
With  all  its  passionate  energies,  is  roused 
Unto  that  fearful  strength  which  wutt  have  way. 
E'en  like  the  elements  in  their  hour  of  might 
And  mastery  o'er  creation. 

Gon.  But  they  wait 
That  hour  in  silence.    Oh  t  be  calm  awhile — 
Thine  is  not  come.    My  king 

Ss5.  I  am  no  king, 
While  in  the  very  palace  of  my  sires. 
Ay,  where  mine  eyes  first  drank  the  glorious  light. 
Where  my  soul  s  thrilling  echoes  first  awoke 
To  the  high  sound  of  earth's  immortal  names, 
Th'  usurper  lives  and  reigns.    I  am  no  kixig 
Until  I  cast  him  thence. 

Zam.  Shall  not  thy  voice 
Be  as  a  trumpet  to  th'  awak'ning  land  1 
Will  not  the  bright  swords  flash  like  Bun-bursts 

forth. 
When  the  brave  hear  their  chief? 

Chn.  Peace,  Zamor  I  peace  ! 
Child  of  the  desert,  what  hast  thou  to  do 
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With  the  calm  hour  of  Qounsel ) 

Monarch,  pauae : 
A  kingdom's  destiny  should  not  be  the  qnurt 
Of  passion's  reckless  winds.    There  is  a  time 
When  men,  in  very  weariness  of  heart 
And  careless  desolation,  tamed  to  yield 
By  misery  strong  as  death,  will  lay  their  souls 
E'en  at  the  conqueror's  feet — as  nature  sinks, 
After  long  torture,  into  cold,  and  dull. 
And  heavy  sleep.    But  comes  there  not  an  hour 
Of  fierce  atonement  ?    Ay  1  the  slumberer  wakes 
With  gather'd  strength  and  yengeance;  and  the 

sense 
And  the  remembrance  of  his  agonies 
Are  in  themselves  a  power,  whose  fearful  path 
Is  like  the  path  of  ocean,  when  the  heavens 
Take  off  its  interdict    Wait^  then,  the  hour 
Of  that  high  impulse. 

Seb,  Is  it  not  the  sun 
Whoso  radiant  bursting  through  the  embattled 
clouds  [q>eak'8t. 

Doth  make  it  mom!    The  hour  of  which  thou 
Itself  with  all  its  g^iy,  is  the  work 
Of  some  commanding  nature,  which  doth  bid 
The  sullen  shades  disperse.    Away  ! — e*en  now 
The  land's  high  hearts,  the  fearless  and  the  true. 
Shall  know  they  have  a  leader.    Is  not  this 
The  mansion  of  mine  own,  mine  earliest,  friend 
Sylveira? 

Gon,  Ay,  its  glittering  lamps  too  well 
lUume  the  stately  vestibule  to  leave 
Our  sight  a  moment's  doubt.    He  ever  loved 
Such  pageantries. 

Stb.  ^M  dwelling  thus  adom'd 
On  such  a  night !    Tet  will  I  seek  him  here. 
He  must  be  faithful,  and  to  him  the  first 
I     My  tale  shall  be  reveal'd.    A  sudden  chill 
Falls  on  my  heart ;  and  yet  I  will  not  wrong 
My  Mend  with  dull  suspicion.    He  hath  been 
Link'd  all  too  closely  with  mine  inmost  souL 
And  what  have  I  to  lose  1 

Gon,  Is  their  blood  naught 
Who  without  hope  will  foUow  where  thou  lead'st, 
E'en  unto  death ! 

Seb.  Was  that  a  brave  man's  voice!  [leam*d 
Warrior  and  friend !  how  long,  then,  hast  thou 
To  hold  thy  blood  thus  dear! 

Chn.  Of  min€,  mine  own 
Think'st  thou  I  spoke !   When  all  is  shed  for  thee 
Thoult  know  me  better. 

Seb,  (mtermg  the  palaee.)  For  a  while  fiirewclL 

[Exit 

Oon.  Thus  princes  lead  men's  hearts.    Come, 
follow  me ; 


And  if  a  home  is  left  me  still,  brave  Zamor ! 
There  vrill  I  bid  thee  welcome. 


ScEKB  lY.— ^  BaU  wiikm  the  Palaee. 

SXBABXIAK,  StLTSIRA. 

Sjflv,  Whence  art  thou,stranger! — what  wouUst 
thou  vdth  me ! 
There  is  a  fiery  wildness  in  thy  mien 
Startling  and  almost  fearfuL 

Seb,  From  ihe  stem. 
And  vast,  and  desolate  wilderness^  tduwe  lord 
Is  the  fierce  lion,  and  whose  gentlest  wind 
Breathesof the  tomb,  and  whoeedark  diildrenmake 
The  bow  and  spear  their  law,  men  bear  not  back 
That  smilingness  of  aspect,  wont  to  mask 
The  secrets  of  their  spirits  midst  the  stir 
Of  courts  and  cities.    I  have  look'd  on  sceDes 
Boundless,  and  strange,  and  terrible;  I  have  knovn 
Sufferin^i  which  are  not  in  the  shadowy  aoope 
Of  wild  imagination;  and  these  things 
Have  stamp'd  mewith  theirimpress.  Manof peace, 
Thou  look'st  on  one  familiar  with  th'  ygfa^ffTiwt 
Of  grandeur  and  of  miseiy. 

Sjfh,  Stranger,  speak 
Thy  name  and  purpose  briefly,  for  the  time 
HI  suits  these  mjrsteries.    I  must  hence ;  to-oi^ 
I  feast  the  lords  of  Spain. 

Seb.  Is  that  a  task 
For  King  Sebastian's  friend! 

Sylv.  Sebastian's  friend ! 
That  name  hath  lost  its  meaning.    Will  the  dead 
Rise  fix>m  their  silent  dwellings^  to  upbraid 
The  living  for  their  mirth !  The  grave  sets  bounds 
Unto  all  human  friendship. 

48106.  On  the  plain 
Of  Alcazar  full  many  a  stately  flower. 
The  pride  and  crown  of  some  high  houst^  was  laid 
Low  in  the  dust  of  Afric ;  but  of  these 
Sebastian  was  not  one. 

Sylv.  I  am  not  skill'd 
To  deal  with  men  of  mystery.    Take,  then,  off 
The  strange  dark  scrutiny  of  thine  eye  from  mine 
What  mean'st  thou! — Speak ! 

Sd>.  Sebastian  died  not  there. 

I  read  no  joy  in  that  cold  doubting  mien. 
Is  not  thy  name  Sylveira ! 

Sylv.  Ay. 

Seb.  Why,  then, 
Beglad!    I  tell  thee  that  Sebastian  lives ! 
Think  thou  on  this — ^he  lives!  I^ouldhervtom-* 
For  he  may  yet  return — and  find  the  friend 
In  whom  he  trusted  with  such  perfect  trust 
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«iild  be  heaven's  alone — mark'st  thou  my 
words? — 

he  then  find  this  man,  not  girt  and  ann*d, 
itching  o'er  the  heritage  of  his  lord, 
ckless  of  high  fiune  and  loyal  fiiiUi, 
g  luxurious  revels  with  his  foes, 
ould  thou  meet  his  glance } 

As  I  do  thine, 
bough  it  be,  and  proud. 
Why,  thou  dost  quail 
it!  even  as  if  the  burning  eye 
broad  sun  pursued  thy  Rhrinking  soul 
;h  all  its  depths. 

Away  1  he  died  not  there ! 
M  have  died  there,  with  the  chivalry 
rength  and  honour  of  his  kingdom,  lost 
impetuous  rashness. 
This  from  t^; 

ith  given  power  to  fiJsehood,  that  one  gaze 
umask'd  and  withering  mien,  should  blight 
>uls  at  oncel   I  wake.   And  this  from  thee  1 
ure,  whose  eyes  discern  the  secret  springs 
lie  beneath  the  desert,  and  the  gold 
ms  within  earth's  caverns,  £Eir  below 
arlasting  hills :  but  who  hath  dared 
im  that  heaven's  most  awful  attribute 
d  his  mortality,  and  to  boast 
rough  its  inmost  folds  his  glance  could  read 
irt,  one  human  heart  ?    Why,  then,  to  love 
1st  is  but  to  lend  a  traitor  arms 
test  temper  and  unerring  aim, 
vith  to  pierce  our  souls.  But  thou,  beware ! 
in  lives! 

If  it  be  so,  and  thou 
tiis  followers  still,  then  bid  him  seek 
the  wilds,  which  gave  one  sepulchre 
proud  hosts,  a  kingdom  and  a  home, 
le  is  left  him  here. 
This  is  to  live 

of  wisdom  in  an  hour !    The  man 
empire,  as  in  scorn,  o'erpass'd  the  bounds 

the  infinite  deep ;  whose  Orient  realms 
ght  beneath  the  morning,  while  the  clouds 
rooding  in  their  sunset  mantle  still, 
\  nugestio  regions  of  the  West ; 
)ir  of  for  dominion  shall  return, 
I  the  very  city  of  his  birth, 
ad  no  home  !    Ay,  I  vnU  tell  him  this, 
I  will  answer  that  the  tale  is  fidse, 
s  a  traitor's  hollow  words  of  love ; 
at  the  stately  dwelling,  in  whose  halls 
omune  now — a  friend's,  a  monarch's  gift, 
ie  chosen  of  his  hearty  Sylveim, 

yield  him  still  a  welcome. 


Sylv.  Fare  thee  well ! 
I  may  not  pause  to  hear  theei,  for  thy  words 
Are  fuU  of  danger,  and  of  snaxee,  perchance 
Laid  by  some  treacherous  foe.    But  all  in  vain. 
I  mook  thy  wiles  to  scorn. 

iSp&.  Hal  ha!    The  snake 
Doth  pride  himself  in  his  distorted  cnnning, 
Deeming  it  wisdom.    Kay,  thou  go'st  not  thus. 
My  heart  is  bursting,  and  I  wUl  be  heard. 
What !  knoVst  thou  not  my  spirit  wasbom  tohold 
Dominion  over  thine  1  Thou  shalt  not  oast  [there, 
Thoae  bonds  thus  lightly  frota  thee.    Stand  thou 
And  tremble  in  the  presence  of  thy  lord  I 

Sylv,  This  is  all  madness. 

Sih.  Madness  !  no,  I  say — 
'Tis  Reason  starting  fr^m  her  sleep,  to  feel. 
And  see,  and  know,  in  all  their  cold  distinctness. 
Things  which  come  o*er  her,  as  a  sense  of  pain 
0*  th'  sudden  wakes  the  dreamer.    Stay  thee  yet ; 
Be  stilL    Thou'rt  used  to  smile  and  to  obey ; 
Ay,  and  to  weep.    I  have  seen  thy  tears  flow  &st. 
As  from  the  fulness  of  a  heart  o'erchaiged 
With  loyal  love.    Oh  !  never,  never  more 
Let  tears  or  smiles  be  trusted  1    When  thy  king 
Went  forth  on  his  disastrous  enterprise. 
Upon  thy  bed  of  sickness  thou  wast  laid, 
And  he  stood  o'er  thee  with  the  look  of  one 
Who  leaves  a  dying  brother,  and  his  eyes 
Were fill'd  with  tears  likethine.  No!  not  like  thine : 
HU  bosom  knew  no  fidsehood,  and  he  deem'd 
Thine  clear  and  stainless  as  a  warrior's  shield. 
Wherein  high  deeds  and  noble  forms  alone 
Are  brightly  imaged  forth. 

Syiv,  What  now  avail 
These  recollections] 

8eb,  What !  I  have  seen  thee  shrink. 
As  a  murderer  fr^m  the  eye  of  light,  before  me : 
I  have  eaxn'd  (how  dearly  and  how  bitterly 
It  matters  not,  but  I  have  eam'd  at  last) 
Deep  knowledge,  fearful  wisdom.    Kow,  begone ! 
Hence  to  thy  guests,  and  fear  not,  though  arraign'd 
ETen  of  Sebastian's  friendship.    Make  his  scorn 
(For  he  %DiU  scorn  thee,  as  a  crouching  slave 
By  all  high  hearts  is  scom'd)  thy  right,  thy  charter 
Unto  vile  safety.    Let  the  secret  voice. 
Whose  low  upbraidings  will  not  sleep  within  thee. 
Be  as  a  sign,  a  token  of  thy  claim 
To  all  such  guerdons  as  are  showered  on  traitors. 
When  noble  men  are  crush'd.  And  fear  thou  not : 
'Tis  but  the  kingly  cedar  which  the  storm 
Hurls  from,  his  mountain  throne — th'  ignoble 

shrub, 
Qrovelling  beneath,  may  live. 

Sylv,  ItistAypart 
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To  tremble  for  thy  life. 

^S^  They  that  haTO  looked 
Upon  a  heart  like  thme,  should  know  too  well 
The  worth  of  life  to  tremble.    Such  things  make 
Brave  men,  and  reckless.   Ay,  and  they  whom  £ite 
Would  trample  should  be  thus.    It  is  enoug^b: — 
Thou  maj'st  depart 

Sf^  And  thou,  if  thou  dost  prise 
Thy  safety,  speed  thee  hence. 

[JEcif  Stlykba. 

&6.  (eioML)    Andthisishe 
Who  was  as  mine  own  soul :  whose  imsge  rose. 
Shadowing  my  dreams  of  g^oiy  with  the  though 
That  on  the  sick  man*s  weaiy  oondi  he  lay. 
Pining  to  share  my  battles ! 


CHOBUSL 

Ye  winds  that  sweep 
The  conquered  billows  of  the  western  deep^ 

Or  wander  where  the  mom 
Midst  the  resplendent  Indian  heaTens  is  bor 
Waft  o*er  bright  isles  and  glorious  worlds  the 
Of  the  crown'd  SpenianTs  name : 

Till  in  each  glowing  sone 

Its  might  the  nations  own. 
And  bow  to  him  the  vassal  knee 
Whose  sceptre  shadows  realms  from 


tos 


SA,  Away — away  !  this  is  no  place  for  hii 
Whose  name  hath  thus  resounded,  but  is  no 
A  word  of  desolation.  [ 
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A  DRAMATIC  POEX.^ 


**  Jndido  ha  dado  esta  no  tIsU  haaanna 
Del  vidor  que  en  lo«  sigloe  venidirot 
Tendrin  kn  Hyos  de  la  ftierte  E^ianna, 
H^  da  tal  padres  berednot. 

HaI16  eola  en  Nnmanda  todo  quanto 

Debe  con  justo  Utnlo  cantane 

T  lo  quo  paede  dar  materia  al  canto." 


Ckrtaxtks,  iTtmandii 


DRAMATIS  PEBSONJL 


Altar  6oirzAi.Bx,  (kntnwntf  Vaimda. 
Alpsoivso,  Carlos,  kisSom. 
BsRiTANDSs,  a  Priat 
AMDVLLAMt  a  JToorii*  Priitet,  Chitf  ^ 
the  Armg  bai^fing  FakntUu 


Oarcias,  a  Spanish  KnighL 

Elmixa,  Wi/lt  to  Gonsakz. 
XiMSXA,  her  Daygkter. 
TBBaxsA,  <m  otlmdanL 


CiUzeHS,  Soldiert,  AUendantt,  4«. 


>  AdvertUemaU  5y  theAuthcr.—ThB  hbtoiy  of  Spain  records 
two  instance!  of  the  severe  and  sslf-devotinf  heroisDi  wbkh 
forme  the  snljeet  of  the  fbHowing  dramatic  poem.  The  Ihet 
of  these  oceorred  at  the  siege  of  TuiCs,  which  eras  defJided, 
in  12M,  for  Sancho  King  of  Castile,  during  the  rebellion  of 
his  brother  Don  Juan,  by  Ooiman  sumamed  tlie  Good.* 
The  second  Is  related  of  Alonso  Lopei  de  Tezeda,  who,  mitfl 
his  garrison  had  been  utterly  disabled  by  pestilence,  mafai- 
lUned  the  city  of  Zamoca  for  the  children  of  Don  Pedro  the 
Cruel,  against  the  forces  of  Henrique  of  Trastamara.* 

ImpreseiTe  as  were  the  drcnmstances  which  distinguished 


•  8m  Q«iii«ana*s  *■  TMaide 
>  StettM  FreflM*  to  BoatlMT't 


oftlwCld.'* 


both  these  memorable  sieges,  it  appeared  to  the  ani 
tlie  following  pages  that  a  deeper  interest ,  as  weD  as  a  si 
colour  of  nationality,  might  be  imparted  to  the  soi 
which  she  has  feebly  attempted  **  to  describe  high  pi 
and  high  actions,**  by  connecting  a  religioos  feeling  wi 
patriotism  and  high-minded  loyalty  which  had  tfani 
proved  **  laithftil  unto  death,**  and  by  surrounding  he 
dramatis  perttma  with  reooUeetions  derived  from  the 
legends  of  Spanish  chivalry.  She  has,  for  this  rsasoi 
ployed  the  agency  of  imaginary  characters,  and  fixed 
Valencia  dd  Cid  as  the  scene  to  give  them 

'*  A  load  liafaKatieB  eod  a  name.* 
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CKirx  L — IRjoQiai  in  a  Palaee  cf  Valencia. — Xocbma 
singing  to  a  luU. 

BALLAD. 

Thou  hast  not  been  with  a  feetal  throng 
At  the  pouring  of  the  wine ; 
len  bear  not  from  the  hall  of  aong 
A  mien  so  dark  as  thine ! 
There's  blood  upon  thy  shield. 
There's  dust  upon  thy  plume, 
liou  hast  brought  from  some  disastrous  field 
That  brow  of  wrath  and  gloom  1 " 

And  is  there  blood  upon  my  shield] 
Maiden,  it  well  may  be  ! 
^e  haye  sent  the  streams  frY>m  our  battle-field 
All  darkened  to  the  sea  1 
We  hare  given  the  founts  a  stain. 
Midst  their  woods  of  ancient  pine ; 
md  the  ground  is  wot — ^but  not  vdth  rain. 
Deep  dyed — ^but  not  with  wine  ! 

The  ground  is  wet — ^but  not  with  rain — 
We  have  been  in  war-array. 
Old  the  noblest  blood  of  Christian  Spain 
Hath  bathed  her  soil  to-day. 
I  have  seen  the  strong  man  die. 
And  the  stripling  meet  his  &te^ 
Miere  the  mountain-winds  go  sounding  by 
In  the  EoncesvaUes'  Strait 

In  the  gloomy  Eoncesvalles*  Strait 
There  are  helms  and  lances  deft ; 
Lnd  they  that  moved  at  mom  elate 
On  a  bed  of  heath  are  left  1 
There's  many  a  £ur  young  face 
Which  the  war^teed  hath  gone  o'er ; 
it  many  a  board  there  is  kept  a  place 
For  those  that  come  no  more  ! " 

Alas  I  for  love,  for  woman's  breast, 
If  woe  like  this  must  be  1 
list  thou  seen  a  youth  with  an  eagle-crest^ 
And  a  white  plume  waving  free  1 
With'his  proud  quick-flashing  eye. 
And  his  mien  of  knightly  state  1 
)oth  he  come  from  where  the  swords  flashed  high 
In  the  Roncesvalles'  Strait  r 

In  the  gloomy  EoncesvaUes*  Strait 

I  saw,  and  mark'd  him  well ; 
'or  nobly  on  lus  steed  he  sate. 

When  the  pride  of  manhood  fall  1 


But  it  is  not  youth  which  turns 
From  the  field  of  spears  again ; 
For  the  boy's  high  heart  too  wildly  boms. 
Till  it  rests  amidst  the  slain ! " 

''  Thou  canst  not  say  that  he  lies  low. 

The  lovely  and  the  brave : 
Oh  I  none  could  look  on  his  joyous  broWy 
And  think  upon  the  grave  1 
Dark,  dark  perchance  the  day 
HaUi  been  with  valour's  &te ; 
But  A€  is  on  his  homeward  way 

From  the  Boncesvalles'  Strait ! " 

"  There  is  dust  upon  his  joyous  brow. 

And  o'er  his  graceful  head; 
And  the  war-horse  will  not  wake  him  now. 
Though  it  browse  his  greensward  bed  I 
I  have  seen  the  stripling  die, 
And  the  strong  man  meet  his  isAe 
Where  the  mountain-winds  go  sounding  by 
In  the  Boncesvallea*  Strait  1" 

Elmika  attert. 

Elnu  Your  songs  are  not  as  those  of  other  dayi^ 
Mine  own  Ximena  1    Where  is  now  the  young 
And  buoyant  spirit  of  the  mom,  which  once 
Breathed  in  your  spring-like  melodies,  and  woke 
Joy's  echo  from  all  hearts  ? 

Xinu  Mj  mother,  this 
Is  not  the  free  air  of  our  mountain-wilds ; 
And  these  are  not  the  halls  wherein  my  voice 
First  poured  those  gladd'ning  strains. 

Mm.  Alas  I  thy  heart 
(I  see  it  well)  doth  sicken  for  the  pure 
Free-wandering  breezes  of  the  joyous  hiUs^ 
Where  thy  young  brothers,  o'er  the  rock  and  heath. 
Bound  in  glad  boyhood,  e'en  as  torrent^treams 
Leap  brightly  from  the  heights.    Had  we  not  been 
Within  these  waUs  thus  suddenly  begirt, 
Thou  shouldst  have  track'd  ere  now,  with  step  as 

light, 
Their  wild-wood  paths. 

Ztm.  I  would  not  but  have  shared 
These  hours  of  woe  and  peril,  though  the  deep 
And  solemn  feelings  wakening  at  their  voice 
Claim  all  the  wrought-up  spirit  to  themselves 
And  will  not  Uend  with  mirth.    The  storm  doth 

hush 
All  floating  whispeiy  sounds,  all  bird^otes  wild 
0'  th'  summer-forest,  filling  earth  and  heaven 
With  its  own  awful  music.    And  'tis  well ! 
Should  not  a  hero's  child  be  tnun'd  to  hear 
The  trumpet's  blast  unstartled,  and  to  look 
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lu  the  fix'd  finoe  of  death  'without  dismaj ) 

^■1.  Woe !  woe !  that  aught  so  gentle  and  so 
young 
Should  thus  be  called  to  stand  i*  the  tempest's  path. 
And  bear  the  token  and  the  hue  of  deaUi 
On  a  bright  soul  so  soon  I  I  had  not  ahnink 
From  mine  own  lot ;  but  thou,  my  child,  shouldst 

moYe 
As  a  light  breeze  of  heaven,  through  summer- 

bowersy 
And  not  o*er  foaming  billows.    We  are  feJl'n 
On  dark  and  evil  days  I 

Xtm.  Ay,  days  that  wake 
All  to  their  tasks ! — ^Touth  may  not  loiter  now 
In  the  green  walks  of  spring;  and  womanhood 
Is  summon'd  unto  conflicts,  heretofore 
The  lot  of  wanior«pirits.    Strength  is  bom 
In  the  deep  silence  of  long-suffering  hearts ; 
Xot  amidst  joy. 

JEZm.  Hast  thou  some  secret  woe 
That  thus  thou  iqieak'stl 

Xtm.  What  sorrow  should  be  minei, 
Unknown  to  thee  3 

ELv^  Alas  I  the  baleful  air. 
Wherewith  the  pestilence  in  darkuflRS  walks 
Throuj^  the  devoted  city,  like  a  bllQ^t 
Amidst  the  rose-tints  of  thy  cheek  hath  feJl^n, 
And  wrought  an  early  withering.    Thou  hast 

cro68*d 
The  paths  of  death,  and  minister'd  to  those 
O'er  whom  his  shadow  rested,  till  thine  eye 
Hath  changed  its  glancing  sunbeam  for  a  still. 
Deep,  solemn  radiance ;  and  thy  brow  hath  caught 
A  wild  and  high  expression,  which  at  times 
Fades  into  desolate  calmness,  most  unlike 
What  youth's  bright  mien  should  wear.      My 

gentle  child ! 
I  look  on  thee  in  fear ! 

Xiwu  Thou  hast  no  cause 
To  fear  for  me.    When  the  wild  dash  of  steel. 
And  the  deep  tambour,  and  the  heavy  step 
Of  armdd  men,  break  on  our  morning  dreams — 
'When,  hour  by  hour,  the  noble  and  the  brave 
Are  felling  round  us,  and  we  deem  it  much 
To  give  them  fimeral-rites,  and  call  them  blest 
If  the  good  sword,  in  its  own  stormy  hour. 
Hath  done  its  work  upon  them,  ere  disease 
Had  chill*d  their  fiery  blood ; — it  is  no  time 
For  the  light  mien  wherewith,  in  happier  hours, 
We  trode  the  woodland  mazes,  when  young  leaves 


1  Mountain-CbrisUaat,  thon  natitvs  of  Spain  who,  imdflr 
their  priDM  Pelajo,  Uttik  rttofb  unongit  the  mountaiiia  of 
tiw  nortiMm  prorincw,  when  thej  mmlnttJned  Uidr  reUgJon 


Were  whiepering  in  the  gale. — My  filler  cooMt— 
Oh  I  speak  of  me  no  more.    I  would  not  shade 
His  princely  aspect  with  a  thought  leas  high 
Than  his  proud  duties  daim. 

Go2rzALn  entert. 

Elm.  My  noble  lord! 
Welcome  from  this  day's  toil !    It  is  the  hour 
Whose  shadows,  as  they  deepen,  bring  repose 
Unto  all  weaiy  men ;  and  wilt  not  thou 
Free  thy  mail*d  bosom  fi!t>m  the  corslet's  weig^^ 
To  rest  at  ftll  of  eve? 

Gtm,  There  may  be  rest 
For  the  tired  peasant^  when  the  vesperbeU 
Doth  send  him  to  his  cabin,  and  beneath 
His  vine  and  olive  he  may  sit  at  eve^ 
Watching  his  children's  sport :  but  unto  him 
Who  keeps  the  watch-place  onthemountain4ieig^ 
When  heaven  lets  loose  the  storms  that  dbaateD 

realms 
—Who  speaks  of  rest  T 

Xim,  My  fiither,  shall  I  fill 
The  wine^nip  for  thy  lips,  or  bring  the  lute 
Whose  sounds  thou  lovestT 

Gon,  If  there  be  strains  of  power 
To  rouse  a  spirit,  which  in  triumphant  sooni 
May  cast  o£f  nature's  feebleness,  and  hold 
Its  proud  career  unshackled,  dashing  down 
Tears  and  fond  thoughts  to  earth ;  give  voice  to 

those! 
I  have  need  of  such,  Ximena ! — ^we  must  hear 
Ko  melting  music  now ! 

Xtm.  I  know  all  high 
Heroic  ditties  of  the  dder-time. 
Sung  by  the  mountain-Ohristians,^  in  the  hdds 
Of  th'  everlasting  hills,  whose  snows  yet  bear 
The  print  of  Freedom's  step ;  and  all  wild  stzaioa 
Wherein  the  dark  serranos'  teach  the  rocks 
And  the  pine-forests  deeply  to  resound 
The  praise  of  later  champions.  Wouldstthoohesr 
The  war^ong  of  thine  ancestor,  the  Cid?   [power, 

Gon.  Ay,  speak  of  him ;  for  in  that  name  is 
Such  as  might  rescue  kingdoms !    Speak  of  him ! 
We  are  his  diildren  I    They  that  can  look  back 
I'  th*  annals  of  their  house  on  such  a  name. 
How  should  tkey  take  Dishonour  by  the  hand. 
And  o'er  the  threshold  of  their  fieitheraf  halls 
First  lead  her  as  a  guestt 

£lm.  Oh,  why  is  this  t 
How  my  heart  sinks ! 


and  liberty,  wfalbt  the  rest  of  their  oonntiy  was 
the  Moon. 
*  Serrunotf  moontainent. 


THE  SIEGE  OF  VALENCIA. 


265 


It  must  not  fitil  thee  yet, 

vc  of  heroes ! — thine  inheritance 

^ to  meet  all  conflicts.  Thoucanstnumber 

ong  line  of  glorious  ancestry 

e  bright  o£fering  of  whose  blood  hath  made 

und  it  bathed  e'en  as  an  altar,  whence 

oughts  shall  rise  for  cTer.   Bore  they  not» 

ime  and  sword,  their  witness  of  the  CroBS, 

I  victorious  inspiration  girt 

a  conqueror^s  robe,  till  th'  infidel, 
d, shrank  back  befbre  them!  Aj, the  earth 

II  them  martyrs ;  but  their  agonies 

'  a  moment,  tortures  whose  brief  aim 
destroyi  within  whose  powers  and  scope 
ight  but  dust.    And  earth  doth  call  them 
nartynl  [and  not 

aaven  but  daim'd  their  blood,  their  lives, 
Jigs  which  grew  as  tendrils  round  their 
learts; 

their  children  ! 

Mean'st  thou  1  know'st  thou  aught  T — 
t  utter  it — ^my  sons  I  my  sons  I 
heml    Oh  !  wouldst  thou  speak  of  them? 
A  mother's  heart  divineth  but  too  well  1 
Speak,  I  abjure  tiice  1    I  can  bear  it  alL 
are  my  children  ? 
In  the  Moorish  camp 
lines  have  girt  the  city. 
But  they  live  ? 
.  not  lost,  my  mother  ! 
Say,  they  live. 
Elmina,  still  they  live. 
But  captives  I    They 
my  fond  heart  had  imaged  to  itself 
ig  from  cliff  to  cliff,  amidst  the  wilds 
the  rock-eagle  seem'd  not  more  secure 
»joicing  freedom  I    And  my  boys 
tives  with  the  Moor  ! — oh  I  how  was  this? 
Alas  1  our  brave  Alphonso,  in  the  pride 
sh  daring,  left  our  moimtain-halls, 
is  young  brother,  eager  to  behold 
e  of  noble  war.    Thence  on  their  way 
tie  rash  wanderers  captured. 
Tis  enough. 

when  shall  they  be  ransom'd  ? 
There  is  ask'd 
>m  fiEu:  too  high. 
What  !  have  we  wealth 
might  redeem  a  monarch,  and  our  sons 
ile  wear  fetters  ?    Take  thou  all  for  them, 
i  will  cast  our  worthless  grandeur  from  us 
re  a  cumbrous  robe  !    ^Vhy,  thou  art  one, 
>se  high  nature  pomp  hath  ever  been 
the  plumage  to  a  warrior's  helm. 


Worn  or  thrown  off  as  li^Uy.    And  for  me^ 
Thou  knowst  not  how  serenely  I  could  take 
The  peasant's  lot  upon  me,  so  my  hearty 
Amidst  its  deep  affections  undisturb'd. 
May  dwell  in  silence. 

Xim,  Father  I  doubt  thou  not 
But  we  will  bind  ourselves  to  poverty. 
With  glad  devotedness,  if  this,  but  this. 
May  win  them  back.    Distrust  us  not,  my  fiither ! 
We  can  bear  all  things. 

Gon,  Can  ye  bear  disgrace  ? 

Xim.  We  were  not  bom  for  this. 

Chn,  No,  thou  sa/st  well  I 
Hold  to  that  lofty  ftith.    My  wife,  my  child ! 
Hath  earth  no  treasures  richer  than  the  gems 
Tom  from  her  secret  caverns  ?    If  by  them 
Chains  may  be  riven,  then  let  the  captive  spring 
Rejoicing  to  the  li^^t  1    But  he  for  whom 
Freedom  and  life  may  but  be  won  with  shame. 
Hath  naught  to  do,  save  fearlessly  to  fix 
His  steadfiist  look  on  the  majestic  heavens, 
And  proudly  die  1^ 

ElvL  Qonzalez,  vho  must  die  ? 

Gim,  (Jiwrriedly,)  They  on  whose  lives  a  fearful 
price  is  set. 
But  to  be  paid  by  treason  1    Is't  enough  I 
Or  must  I  yet  seek  words  ? 

Etm,  That  look  saith  more  I 
Thou  canst  not  mean 

(jon.  I  do  1  why  dwells  there  not 
Power  in  a  glance  to  speak  it  ?    They  must  die  \ 
They— must  their  names  be  told  }r-~our  torn  must 

die. 
Unless  I  yield  the  dty  1 

Xtm.  Oh,  look  up  1 
My  mother,  sink  not  thus  I    Until  the  grave 
Shut  from  our  sight  its  victims,  there  is  hope. 

Mm.  (tt»  a  low  voice,)  Whose  knell  was  in  the 
breeze  ?    No,  no,  not  theirg  I 
Whose  was  the  blessed  voice  that  spoke  of  hope  ? 
— ^And  there  is  hope  \    I  will  not  be  subdued — 
I  will  not  hear  a  whisper  of  despair  ! 
For  nature  is  all-powerftil,  and  her  breath 
Moves  like  a  quickening  spirit  o'er  the  depths 
Within  a  father's  heart.    Thou  too,  Qonzalez, 
Wilt  tell  me  there  is  hope  I 

Qim,  (joZenm/y.)  Hope  but  in  Him 
Who  bade  the  patriarch  lay  his  fadr  yoimg  son 
Bound  on  the  shrine  of  sacrifice,  and  when 
The  bright  steel  quiver'd  in  the  fiither's  hand 
Just  raised  to  strike,  sent  forth  his  awful  voice 
Through  the  still  clouds  and  on  the  breathless  air. 
Commanding  to  withhold  1     Earth  has  no  hope : 
It  rests  with  Him. 
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ElwL  Tlum  cazkBt  not  tdl  me  this  I 
Thou,  &ther  of  my  bqd%  within  whose  hands 
Doth  lie  thy  children's  &te. 

Gon.  If  there  hare  been 
Men  in  whose  boeoms  nature's  voioe  hath  made 
Its  accents  as  the  solitary  sound 
Of  an  o  erpowering  torrent*  ailenoiiig 
Th'  austere  and  yet  divine  renxmstrances 
Whisfper^d  by  £Bdth  and  honour,  lift  thy  hands ; 
And,  to  that  Heaven  which  anns  the  biaw  with 

strength, 
Pray  that  the  fiither  of  thy  sons  may  ne'er 
Be  thus  found  wanting  1 

ElwL  Then  their  doom  is  seal'd  I 
Thou  wilt  not  save  thy  children  1 

CfoiL  Hast  thou  cause, 
Wife  of  my  youth  I  to  deem  it  lies  within 
The  bounds  of  possible  things,  that  I  should  link 
My  name  to  that  word — traUort    They  that  sleep 
On  their  proud  batfele-fields»  thy  siies  and  mine. 
Died  not  for  this  I 

Mm,  Oh,  cold  and  hard  of  heart  I 
Thou  shouldfit  be  bom  for  empire,  since  thy  soul 
Thus  lightly  from  all  human  bonds  can  free 
Its  haughty  flight !    Men!  menl  too  mnch  is  yours 
Of  vantage ;  ye  that  vdth  a  soimd,  a  breath, 
A  shadow,  thus  can  fill  the  desolate  space 
Of  rooted-up  affections,  o'er  whose  void 
Our  yearning  hearts  must  wither  !    So  it  is. 
Dominion  must  be  won  1    Nay,  leave  me  not — 
My  heart  is  bursting,  and  I  must  be  heard  ! 
Heaven  hath  given  power  to  mortal  agony. 
As  to  the  elements  in  their  hour  of  might 
And  mastery  o'er  creation !    Who  shall  dare 
I    To  mock  that  fearful  strength !    I  mmtt  be  heard ! 
Qive  me  my  sons. 

CfoiL  That  they  may  live  to  hide 
With  covering  hands  th'  indignant  flush  of  shame 
On  their  young  brows,  when  men  shall  epeak  of  him 
They  call'd  their  &ther!    Was  the  oath  whereby. 
On  th'  altar  of  my  fidth,  I  bound  myself 
With  an  unswerving  qtirit  to  Tn^wtf^iw 
This  free  and  Christian  city  for  my  Qod 
And  for  my  king,  a  writing  traced  on  sand  I 
That  passionate  tears  should  wash  it  from  the  earth, 
Or  e'en  the  life-drops  of  a  bleeding  heart 
Efface  it,  as  a  billow  sweeps  away 
The  last  light  vessel's  wake  1    Then  never  more 
Let  man's  deep  vows  be  trusted  \ — though  enibrced 
By  all  th'  appeals  of  high  remembrances, 
And  silent  claims  o*  th'  sepulchres  wherein 
His  Cithers  with  their  stainless  glory  sleep,  [pangsl 
On  their  good  swords !    Think'kt  thou  /  fed  no 
He  that  hath  given  me  sons  doth  know  the  heart 


Whose  treasure  he  recalls.    Of  thisnomon: 
'Tisvain.    I  teU  thee  that  th' inviolate  Grosi 
Still  from  our  ancient  temples  most  look  1]^  [fDot 
Through  the  blue  heavens  of  Spain,  thoa|^  «t  ili 
I  perish,  with  my  race.    Thou  danH  not  mk. 
That  I,  the  son  of  wanion — men  who  died 
To  fix  it  on  that  proud  supremacy — 
Should  tear  the  sign  of  our  victofioia  hiOt 
From  its  high  place  of  rnmbeaniB,  for  the  Moor 
In  impious  joy  to  tran^le ! 

Elm.  Scorn  me  not 
In  mine  extreme  of  misery  i    Thou  art  strong 
Thy  heart  is  not  as  mine.    My  brain  grows  wild; 
I  know  not  what  I  ask.    And  yet  'time  but 
Anticipating  fote — since  it  must  foil. 
That  Gross  must  faJl  at  last  1    There  Is  no  power. 
No  hope  within  this  ci^  of  the  graven 
To  ke^  its  place  on  high.    Her  soltiy  air 
Breathes  heavily  of  death,  her  warriors  sink 
Beneath  their  ancient  bannen^  ere  the  Moor 
Hath  bent  his  bow  against  them ;  for  the  shaft 
Of  pestilence  flies  more  swiftly  to  its  mark. 
Than  th' arrow  of  the  desert    Even  the  skieB 
O'erhang  the  desolate  Epleaadour  f^het  domss 
With  an  ill  omen's  aspect^  sharing  forth. 
From  Moduli  clouds,  wildmffiacingfonnaapd«igni 
Foreboding  ruin.    Mtm  mig^t  be  withstood 
But  who  shall  cope  with  fomine  and  disasne  [ad, 
When  leagued  with  armdd  foesi    Where nowtbe 
Where  the  long-promised  lances  of  Castile  1 
We  are  forsaken  in  our  utmost  need — 
By  heaven  and  earth  forsaken  1 

Gon.  Kthis  be, 
(And  yet  I  will  not  deem  it,)  we  must  foil 
As  men  that  in  severe  devotednees  [dsath, 

Have  chosen  their  part,  and  bound  theBoaaheili 
Through  high  conviction  that  their  aiifffiring  kad 
By  the  free  blood  of  martyrdom  alone 
Shall  call  deliverance  down. 

Elm.  Oh  !  I  have  stood 
Beside  thee  through  the  beating  storms  of  lifo 
With  the  true  heart  of  unrepining  love — 
As  the  poor  peasant's  mate  doth  cheerily. 
In  the  parch'd  vineyard,  or  the  harvest  fieli^ 
Bearing  her  part^  sustain  with  him  the  heat 
And  burden  of  the  day.     But  now  the  hour. 
The  heavy  hour  is  come,  when  human  strangtii 
Sinks  down,  a  toil-worn  pilgrim,  in  the  dust^ 
Owning  that  woe  is  mightier  I    Spare  me  yet 
This  bitter  cup,  my  husband  I    Lei  not  h&t. 
The  mother  of  the  lovely,  sit  and  mourn 
In  her  unpeopled  home — a  broken  steo^ 
O'er  its  fidlen  roses  dying ! 

Gon.  Uige  me  not^ 
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atthfooghallshaipooinfliotBhactlMenfoand 
a  braye  man's  Ioyo  !— oh,  uige  me  not 
,  which,  through  ihemidst  of  blmdingtean^ 
m  hues  thou  seeet  not  1   Death  may  scarce 
ight  like  this ! 
All,  all  thy  gentle  raoe^ 
Aitifiil  beings  that  around  thee  grew, 
98  of  sunshine  !    Wilt  thou  doom  them  all  ? 
,  thy  daughter — doth  her  smile  unmark'd 
m  thee,  with  its  radiance,  day  by  day  1 
3  are  gathering  round  her :  seest  thou  not 
ity  dimness  of  the  spoiler's  breath 
t'er  her  beauty ;  and  the  fiMie  which  made 
imer  of  our  hearts,  now  doth,  but  send, 
ery  glance,  deep  bodings  through  the  soul, 
of  early  fikte? 
I  see  a  change 

ler  on  her  brow  1    She  is  as  one, 
the  trumpet's  sudden  call,  hath  risen 
le  gay  banquet^  and  in  scorn  oast  down 
«-cup,  and  the  garland,  and  the  lute 
I  hours,  for  the  good  spear  and  helm, 
ng  sterner  tasks.    Her  eye  hath  lost 
01  which  laugh'd  upon  th'  awakening  heart, 
mom  breaks  o'er  earth.    But  fax  within 
lark  orb,  a  light  hath  sprung,  whose  source 
iper  in  the  souL    And  let  the  torch, 
mt  illumed  the  glittering  pageant,  fads ! 
f-flame,  i'  th'  sanctuary's  recess, 
ienchle88,beingof heaven !  Shehathputon 
,  and  fJEiith,  and  generous  constancy, 
a  breastplate.    Ay  !  men  look  on  her, 
foea  forth  serenely  to  her  tasks, 
the  warrior's  wounds,  and  bearing  firesh 
lughts  to  fever'd  lips — thqy  look  on  her, 
>yii]g  in  her  beautlAil  array 
e  fortitude,  and  bless  the  fair 
vision,  and  immurmuzing  turn 
eir  heavy  toils. 
And  seest  thou  not 
bigh  faith  and  strong  collectedness, 
1  inspiration^    Thty  have  cause 
ble,  who  behold  th'  unearthly  light 
and,  it  may  be,  prophetic  thought 
g  youth  with  grandeur  1    From  the  grave 
on  whose  shadowy  brink  thy  child 
it  a  fcither's  hand  to  snatch  her  back 
<  laughing  sunshine.    Kneel  with  me ; 
!  kneel  beside  me,  and  implore 
lich  a  deeper,  more  prevailing  voice 
JB  doth  ask,  and  will  not  be  denied, 
lildren's  lives ! 
Alas  1  tins  may  not  be : 
I — ^I  cannot.  \ExU  Xdoefa. 


Chm.  yiy  heroio  child  I 
— ^A  terrible  Hamftoe  thou  claim'st,  O  Oodl 
F^m  cxestures  in  whose  agonising  hearts 
Nature  is  strong  as  death ! 

Mn.  Is 't  thus  in  thine  1 
Away }    What  time  is.  given  thee  to  resolve 
On — ^what  I  cannot  utter  t    Speak  1  thou  know'st 
Too  well  what  I  would  aay. 

Chn.  Until—ask  not  I 
The  time  is  brief! 

Elm,  Thou  said'st — ^I  heard  not  ri^t 

Oon.  The  time  is  brief. 

Blm.  What!  must  we  burst  all  ties 
Wherewith  the  thrilling  chords  of  lifb  are  twined  I 
And,  for  this  task's  ftilfilment,  can  it  be 
That  man  in  his  cold  heartlessnesB,  hath  dared, 
To  number  and  to  mete  us  forth  the  sands 
Of  hours,  nsy,  moments  t    Why,  the  sentenced 

wretch. 
He  on  whose  soul  there  rests  a  brother's  Uood 
Pour'd  £arth  in  slumber,  is  allowed  more  time 
To  wean  his  turbulent  passions  firom  the  world 
His  presoice  doth  pollute  t    It  is  not  thus  ? 
We  must  have  time  to  school  us. 

Cfon,  We  have  but 
To  bow  the  head  in  silence,  when  heaven's  voice 
Calls  back  the  things  we  love.         [gentle  words. 

Elm.  Love !  love  1 — there  are  soft  smiles  and 
And  there  are  &eei^  skilful  to  put  on 
The  look  we  trust  in — and  'tis  mockery  all ! 
— ^A  faJthlesB  misty  a  desert-vapour,  wearing 
The  bri^tness  of  dear  waters,  thus  to  cheat 
The  thirst  that  semblance  kindled  1   There  is  none. 
In  all  this  cold  and  hollow  world — ^no  foimt 
Of  deep,  strong,  deathless  love,  save  that  within 
A  mother's  heart.    It  is  but  pride,  wherewith 
To  his  fieur  son  the  fiither^s  eye  doth  turn. 
Watching  his  growth.    Ay,  on  the  boy  he  looks, 
The  bright  g^ad  creature  springing  in  his  path. 
But  as  the  heir  of  his  great  name — the  yoimg 
And  stately  tree,  whose  rising  strength  ere  long 
Shall  bear  his  trophies  welL    And  this  is  love  ! 
This  is  man*$  love  I    What  marvell — you  ne'er 

made 
Tour  breast  the  pillow  of  his  infernqy. 
While  to  the  fulness  of  your  heart's  glad  heavings 
Hia  fair  cheek  rose  and  fell ;  and  his  bright  hair 
Waved  softly  to  your  breath  1     Tcu  ne'er  kept 

watch 
Beside  him,  till  the  last  pale  star  had  set^ 
And  mom,  all  dazzling,  as  in  triumph,  broke 
On  your  dim  weary  eye ;  not  youn  the  face 
Which,  early  fiuled  throu^  fond  care  for  him. 
Hung  o'er  his  sls^,  and,  duly  as  heaven's  li^ty 
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Was  there  to  greet  hiawak'nmg !  Fottne'ersmootli'd 
His  coach,  ne'er  sang  him  to  his  rosy  rest ; 
Caughthisleast  whisper,  when  his  voioe  fix>m  yoors 
Had  leam'd  soft  ntterance;  presi^d  jour  lip  to  his. 
When  fever  parched  it ;  hush'd  his  wayward  cries. 
With  patient^  vigilant,  never-wearied  love  ! 
No !  these  are  waman'i  tasks ! — ^in  these  her  youth. 
And  hloom  of  cheek,  and  buoyancy  of  heart> 
Steal  from  her  all  unmarked!    My  boys !  my  boys ! 
Hath  vain  affection  borne  with  all  for  thisi 
— ^Why  were  ye  given  mel 

Gon.  Is  there  strength  in  man  [all 

Thustoendurel  That  thou  couldst  read,  through 
Its  depths  of  silent  agony,  the  heart 
Thy  voice  of  woe  doth  rend  I  [now/ 

Elm,  Thy  heart— ^y  heart }    Away !  it  feels  not 
But  an  hour  comes  to  tame  the  mighty  man 
Unto  the  infimt's  weakness ;  nor  shall  heaven 
Spare  you  that  bitter  chastening !    Kay  you  live 
To  be  alone,  when  loneliness  doth  seem 
Most  heavy  to  sustain  I    For  me,  my  voice 
Of  prayer  and  fruitless  weeping  shall  be  soon 
With  all  foigotten  sounds — my  quiet  place 
Low  with  my  lovely  ones;  and  we  shall  sleep, 
Thou^  kings  lead  armies  o'er  us — ^we  shall  sleep. 
Wrapt  in  earth's  covering  mantle !    You  the  while 
Shall  sit  within  your  vast  forsaken  halls. 
And  hear  the  wild  and  melancholy  winds 
Moan  through  tiieir  drooping  banners,  never  more 
To  wave  above  your  race.    Ay,  then  call  up 
Shadows — dim  phantoms  from  ancestral  tombs. 
But  all,all — s^ariout, — conquerors,  chieftains^kings. 
To  people  that  cold  void  !    And  when  the  strength 
From  your  right  arm  hath  melted,  when  the  blast 
Of  the  shrill  clarion  gives  your  heart  no  more 
A  fieiy  wakening, — if  at  last  you  pine 
For  the  glad  voices  and  the  bounding  steps 
Once  through  your  home  re-echoing,  and  the  clasp 
Of  twining  arms,  and  all  the  joyous  light    [board 
Of  eyes  that  laugh'd  with  youth,  and  made  your 
A  place  of  sunshine, — when  those  days  are  come. 
Then,  in  your  utter  desolation,  turn 
To  the  cold  world — ^the  smiling,  fiEuthless  world, 
'NVhichhath  swept  past  you  long — and  bid  it  quench 
Your  soul  8  deep  thirst  with /am«/  immortal /amc/ 
Fame  to  the  sick  of  heart ! — a  gorgeous  robe, 
A  crown  of  victoiy,  unto  him  that  dies 
r  th*  burning  waste,  for  water ! 

Gon.  This  from  thee/ 
Now  the  last  drop  of  bitterness  is  poui'd. 
Elmina— I  forgive  thee !  [Exit  Euona. 

Aid  me.  Heaven ! 
From  whom  alone  is  power !    Oh !  thou  hast  set 
Duties  so  stem  of  aspect  in  my  path. 


They  almost  to  my  startled  gaze  assume 
The  hue  of  things  less  hallow'd !    Men  have  sank 
Unblamed  beneath  such  trials !    Doth  not  He 
Who  made  us  know  the  limits  of  our  strengthl 
My  wife !  my  sons !    Away !  I  must  not  pause 
To  give  my  heart  one  moment's  mastery  thus! 

[Exit  OOJOAIMM, 


Scene  lL—TlieA%aeqfaGoikic  Ckurth. 
Hernandez  Gabcias,  <md  Oihen. 

Her,  The  rites  are  dosed.    Now,  vaHant  moi ! 
depart, 
Each  to  his  place — ^I  may  not  say,  of  rest — 
Your  futhfrd  vigils  for  your  sons  nay  win 
What  must  not  be  your  own.    Ye  are  as  those 
Who  sow,  in  peril  and  in  care,  the  seed 
Of  the  fair  tree,  beneath  whose  statdy  shade 
They  may  not  sit.    But  bless'd  be  those  who  toQ 
For  afterdays  !    All  high  and  holy  thooi^ts 
Be  withyouy  warriors !  through  the  lingering  hooi 
Of  the  night-watch. 

Gar,  Ay,  fietther !  we  have  need 
Of  high  and  holy  thoughts,  wherewith  to  fence 
Our  hearts  against  despair.    Yet  have  I  been 
F^m  youth  a  son  of  war.    The  stars  havelook'd 
A  thousand  times  upon  my  couch  of  heath. 
Spread  midst  the  wild  sierras,  by  some  stream 
Whose  dark-red  waves  look'd  e*en  asthou^  their 

source 
Lay  not  in  rocky  caverns,  but  the  veins 
Of  noble  hearts ;  while  many  a  knightly  crest 
Roll'd  with  them  to  the  deep.    And,  in  the  yean 
Of  my  long  exile  and  activity. 
With  the  fierce  Arab  I  have  watch*d  beneath 
The  still,  pale  shadow  of  some  lonely  pahn. 
At  midnight  in  the  desert ;  while  the  wind 
Swell*d  with  the  lion's  roar,  and  heavil  j 
The  fcarfulness  and  might  of  solitude 
Press'd  on  my  weaiy  heart 

Her,  (thoughtf^Uy.)  Thou  little  know*st 
Of  what  is  solitude  !    I  tell  thee,  those 
For  whom — in  earth's  remotest  nook,  howe'er 
Divided  from  their  path  by  chain  on  chain 
Of  mighty  mountains,  and  the  amplitude 
Of  rolling  seas — ^there  beats  one  human  heaiti 
Their  breathes  one  being,  unto  whom  their  name 
Ck>mes  with  a  thrilling  and  a  gladdening  sound 
Heard  o'er  the  din  of  life,  are  not  alone  ! 
Not  on  the  deep,  nor  in  the  wild,  alone ; 
For  there  is  that  on  earth  with  which  they  hold 
A  brotherhood  of  soul !    Gall  kim  alone, 
Who  stands  shut  out  from  this  \ — and  let  not  those 
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Whose  homes  are  bright  with  sunshixie  and  with 

lore, 
Put  on  the  insolence  of  happiness, 
Oloxying  in  that  proud  lot !    A  lonely  hour 
Is  on  its  way  to  each,  to  all;  for  Death 
Knows  no  companionship. 

Qmr.  I  hare  look'd  on  Death 
In  fieldy  and  storm,  and  flood.    But  never  yet 
Hath  aught  wcigh'd  down  my  spirit  to  a  mood 
Of  aadness,  dreaming  o*er  dark  auguries. 
Like  this,  our  watch  by  midnight.  Fearful  things 
An  gathering  round  us.    Death  upon  the  earth. 
Omens  in  heaTen  !    The  summer  skies  put  forth 
Ko  dear  bright  stars  above  us,  but  at  times, 
firtohhig  some  comet's  fiery  hue  of  wrath, 
Muihal  their  clouds  to  armies,  traversing 
Hflsren  with  the  rush  of  meteor^teeds — ^th'  array 
Of  ^Mars  and  banners  tossing  like  the  pines 
Of  ^xeneon  forests,  when  the  storm 
Itoth  sweep  the  mountains. 

Ar.  Ay,  last  night  I  too 
Kepi  Tigfl,  gazing  on  the  angiy  heavens ; 
lad  I  beheld  the  meeting  and  the  shock 
Of  those  wild  hosts  i*  th'  air,  when,  as  they  closed, 
A  red  and  sultry  mist,  like  that  which  mantles 
The  tfannder  8  path,  fell  o'er  theoL    Then  were 

Unng 

Tlttoqgb  the  dull  glare,  broad  cloudy  bazmors  forth; 
And  cbariots  seem'd  to  whirl,  and  steeds  to  sink, 
Benmg  down  crested  warriors.    But  all  this 
Wasdimand  shadowy;  then  swift  darkness  rush'd 
Down  on  th'  unearthly  battle,  as  the  deep 
Swept  o'er  the  EJgyptian's  armament.    I  look'd. 
And  an  that  fiery  field  of  plumes  and  spears 
Was  blotted  from  heaven's  face !    I  look'd  again. 
And  from  the  brooding  mass  of  doud  leap'd  forth 
One  meteoTflword,  which  o'er  the  reddening  sea 
Shook  with  strange  motion,  such  as  earthquakes 

give 
TTaio  a  xoddng  dtadel !    I  behdd. 
And  yet  my  i^irit  sank  not 

Gar.  Kdther  deem  [and  sounds 

That  mine  hath  blench'd.    But  these  are  sights 
To  awe  the  firmest    KnoVst  thou  what  we  hear 
At  madnjc^t  from  the  walls]    Were't  but  the  deep 
Bttfaarie  honi,  or  Moorish  tambour^s  peal, 
Tbenoe  mig^  the  warrioi's  heart  catdi  impulses 
QniAffmng  its  fiery  currents.    But  our  ears 
Axe  pievoed  by  other  tones.    We  hearthe  knell 
For  brsfe  men  in  their  noon  of  strength  cut  down. 
And  the  shrill  wail  of  woman,  and  the  diige  [air 
FiuBt  iweQing  thiou^  the  streets.  Thene'enthe 
Baih  itniige  and  fitfbl  murmurs  of  lament. 
As  if  tlM  newle«  watdien  of  the  land 
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Sigh'd  on  its  hollow  breezes  !    To  my  soul 
The  torrent-rush  of  battle,  with  its  din 
Of  trampling  steeds  and  ringing  panoply. 
Were,  after  these  fiunt  sounds  of  drooping  woe^ 
As  the  firee  sky's  glad  music  unto  him 
Who  leaves  a  couch  of  sickness. 

Her.  {with  wlemmity,)  If  to  plungo 
In  the  mid  waves  of  combat,  as  they  bear 
Chaigcrs  and  spearmen  onwards,  and  to  make 
A  reckless  bosom's  front  the  buoyant  mark, 
On  that  wild  current,  for  ten  thousand  arrows— 
If  ikut  to  dare  were  valour's  noblest  aim. 
Lightly  might  fiune  bo  won  !  But  there  are  things, 
Which  ask  a  spirit  of  more  exalted  pitch. 
And  courage  temper'd  with  a  holier  fire. 
Well  may'st  thou  say  that  these  are  fcarfUl  times; 
Therefore,  be  firm,  be  patient !    There  is  strength. 
And  a  fierce  instinct,  e'en  in  common  souIb, 
To  boar  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy. 
When  red  swords  meet  in  lightning !    Butourtask 
Is  more  and  nobler !    We  have  to  endure. 
And  to  keep  watch,  and  to  arouse  a  land. 
And  to  defend  an  altar  !    If  we  fall. 
So  that  our  blood  make  but  the  millionth  port 
Of  Spain's  great  ransom,  we  may  count  it  joy 
To  die  upon  her  bosom,  and  beneath 
The  banner  of  her  faith  1    Think  but  on  this. 
And  gird  your  hearts  with  silent  fortitude. 
Suffering,  yet  hoping  all  things.    Fare  ye  welL 

Oar.  Father,  fiurewelL 

[Exeunt  Garcias  and  hisfoUoieen, 

Her,  These  men  have  earthly  ties 
And  bondage  on  their  natures  !    To  the  cause 
Of  God,  and  Spain's  revenge,  they  bring  but  half 
Their  eneigies  and  hopes.    But  he  whom  heaven 
Hath  call'd  to  be  th'  awakener  of  a  land. 
Should  have  lus  soul  s  affections  all  absorbed 
In  that  majestic  purpose,  and  press  on 
To  its  fulfilment — as  a  mountain-bom 
And  mighty  stream,  with  all  its  vassal  rills. 
Sweeps  proudly  to  the  ocean,  x>ausing  not 
To  dally  with  the  flowers.  Hark!  what  quick  step 
Comes  hurrying  through  the  gloom,  at  this  dead 
hourt 

Elmika  enters. 

Elm,  Are  not  all  hours  as  one  to  misery  T  Why 
Should  the  take  note  of  time,  for  whom  the  day 
And  night  have  lost  their  blessed  attributes 
Of  sunshine  and  repose  1 

Her,  I  know  thy  griefii ; 
But  there  are  trials  for  the  noble  heart. 
Wherein  its  own  deep  fountains  must  sopplj 
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An  it  can  hope  of  comfort    Pity's  Tolce 
Comes  with  vain  sweetness  to  th'  unheeding 
Of  anguish,  e*en  as  music  heard  afiur 
On  the  green  shore,  by  him  who  perishes 
Midst  rocks  and  eddying  waters. 

Mm.  Think  thou  not 
I  sought  thee  but  for  pity.    I  am  come 
For  that  which  grief  is  privileged  to  demand 
With  an  imperious  claim,  from  all  vdioee  fonn — 
Whose  human  form,  doth  seal  them  unto  sufiering ! 
Father !  I  ask  thine  «nrf. 

Htr.  There  is  no  aid 
For  thee  or  for  thy  childrsn,  but  with  Him 
Whose  presence  is  around  us  in  the  doud. 
As  in  the  shining  and  the  glorious  lig^t 

BXm,  There  is  no  aid  I    Art  thou  a  man  of  Qodi 
Art  thou  a  man  of  soxrowl — for  the  worid 
]>oth  call  thee  such ;— and  hastthounot  been  taught 
By  Qod  and  soirow — mi^ty  as  they  are — 
To  own  the  claims  of  misery  t 

Her,  Is  there  power 
With  me  to  save  thy  sons  1 — ^impilore  of  heaven  ! 

Blm.  Dothnotheavenworic  its  purposes  bymant 
I  teU  thee  thum  canst  save  them !    Art  thou  not 
Qonadei^  counsellor  1    Unto  him  thy  words 
Are  e*en  as  orades 

Htr,  And  therefore  1    l^>eak  \ — 
The  noble  daughter  of  Pclayo's  line 
Hath  naught  to  ask  unworthy  of  the  name 
Which  is  a  nation's  heritaga  Dost  thou  shrink  t 

JZok  Have  pity  on  me,  fiithcr  1    I  must  speak 
That,  from  the  thought  of  which  but  yesterday 
I  had  recoil'd  in  soom  !    But  this  is  past 
Oh  I  we  grow  humble  in  our  agonies. 
And  to  the  dust — their  birthplace — ^bow  the  heads 
That  wore  the  crown  of  glory  1    I  am  weak — 
My  chastening  is  for  more  than  I  can  bear. 

J7er.  These  are  no  times  for  weakness.  On  our 
hills 
The  ancient  cedars,  in  their  gathei'd  might, 
Are  battling  with  the  tempest,  and  the  flower 
Which  cannot  meet  its  driving  blast  must  die. 
But  thou  hast  drawn  thy  nurture  from  a  stem 
Unwont  to  bend  or  break.    Lift  thy  proud  head. 
Daughter  of  Spain  ! — ^what  wouldst  thou  with  thy 
lord] 

Elf^,  Look  not  upon  me  thus  !    I  have  no  power 
To  tell  thee.    Take  thy  keen  disdainful  eye 
Off  from  my  soul  I    What  1  am  I  sunk  to  this? 
I,  whose  blood  sprung  from  heroes!  Howmysoos 
WUl  scorn  the  mother  that  would  bring  disgrace 
On  their  majestic  line  I    My  sons  t  my  sons  I 
—Now  is  all  else  foigotten  !    I  had  onoa 
A  babe  that  in  the  early  qpdng-tima  lay 


Sickening  upon  my  bosom,  till  at  last^  [son, 

When  earth's  young  flowers  were  opening  to  the 
Death  sank  on  his  meek  eyelid,  and  I  deem*d 
All  sorrow  h^t  to  mine  I    Bntnowthefiito 
Of  all  my  children  seems  to  brood  above  me 
Li  the  dark  thunder-clouds  I    Oh  !  I  have  power 
And  voice  un&ltering  now  to  speak  my  prayer 
And  my  last  lingering  hope,  that  thou  shonldst  win 
The  &ther  to  rdent^  to  save  his  sons  ! 

Her,  By  yielding  up  the  dty  1 

JKb».  Rather  81^ 
By  meeting  that  which  gathers  close  iqMB  u% 
Perchance  one  day  the  sooner  I    IsTt  not  ao? 
Must  we  not  yidd  at  last  I    How  loog  shall  mn 
Array  his  sin^^  breast  against  djaease. 
And  fBonine,  and  the  awmdl 

Her.  How  longt    While  He 
Who  shadows  forth  his  power  more  glorioasly 
Li  the  high  deeds  and  sufferings  of  the  aonl, 
Than  in  the  circling  heavens  with  all  their  stan^ 
Or  the  fBu^sounding  deep,  doth  send  abroad 
A  spirit,  which  takes  affliction  for  its  maie^ 
In  the  good  cause,  with  solemn  joy  I    How  kngt 
— ^And  who  art  (&ov  that,  in  the  littlenesa 
Of  thine  own  selfish  purpose,  wouldst  set  bouadi 
To  the  free  current  of  all  noble  thon^t 
And  generous  action,  bidding  its  bri^t  waves 
Be  stay'd,  and  flow  no  £uther  1    But  the  Power 
Whose  interdict  is  laid  on  seas  and  ori». 
To  chain  them  in  from  wandering,  hath  assign'd 
No  limits  unto  that  which  man's  high  strength 
Shall,  through  its  aid,  achieve  ! 

JSZsk  Oh  !  there  are  timeei, 
When  eUEL  that  hopeless  courage  can  adiieve 
But  sheds  a  moumfol  beauty  o*er  the  fiite 
Of  those  who  die  in  vain. 

Her.  Who  dioa  in  vain 
Upon  his  countiy's  war-fields,  and  within 
The  shadow  of  her  altars  1    Feeble  heart ! 
I  tell  thee  that  the  voice  of  noble  blood. 
Thus  pour'd  for  faith  and  freedom,  hath  a  tone 
Which,  from  the  night  of  agee^  from  the  gulf 
Of  death,  shall  bunt,  and  make  its  high  af^Msl 
Sound  unto  earth  and  heaven  I    Ay,  let  the  land. 
Whose  sons  thron^^  centuries  of  woe  hav«  Btriveo, 
And  perish'd  by  her  temples,  sink  awhile^ 
Borne  down  in  conflict  1    But  immortal  seed 
Deep,  by  heroic  suffering,  hath  been  sown 
On  an  her  ancient  hills,  and  generous  hope 
Knows  that  the  soil,  in  its  good  time,  shall  yet 
Bring  forth  a  glorious  harrest  I    Earth  receivea 
Not  one  red  drop  from  faithful  hearts  in  vain. 

Eim.  Then  it  must  be !    And  ye  will  make 
those  lives, 
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ig  bright  liyea^  an  offering — to  retard 
one  day ! 

9  mantle  of  that  day 
iio  fate  of  Spain  1 
lat  led  me  here  % 
turn  to  tAee  in  my  despair  1 
QO  ties  upon  thee ;  what  had  I 
)m  ihtt,  thou  lone  and  childlesa  man  \ 
ilent  home  ! — thoe  no  young  Yoioe 
lee  welcome,  no  light  footstep  spring 
e  sound  of  thine  1    What  knows  thy 
1 1  [my  woes  ? 

man  !  how  darest  thou  taunt  me  with 
n,  too,  shall  perish,  and  I  say  [them  1 
well !    Why  takest  thou  thought  for 
y  heart,  and  wasting  down  thy  life 
egs,  and  making  night  thy  time 
more  intense,  and  casting  health 
3  melt  away  i'  th'  bitter  cup 
lest  for  thyself)  Why,  what  hath  earth 
9  back  for  this  ?    Shall  they  not  live 
rd  spare  them  now)  to  prove  how  soon 
y  be  foxgotten  1    Years  of  thought, 
ul  watcliings,  looks  of  tenderness, 
ed  not,  though  to  change  be  this  worlds 
-  [blood 

lot  flush  thy  cheek  with  shame,  whose 
like  branding  iron  1  to  thy  sick  heart 

I  a  want,  as  sleep  to  wearinessi 

II  hope  end  thus  1  or  e'en  at  b€8t> 

ot  leave  thee  1  £ELrfh>m  thee  seek  room 

rflo wings  of  their  fiery  souls 

dc  ocean  1    Give  the  boimding  steed 

^d  bark  to  youth,  that  his  fii'oe  course 

r  hills  and  seas ;  and  weep  thou  not 

iken  home,  for  the  bright  world 

ore  him,  and  be  sure  he  wastes 

\  on  thee  ! 

t  so  !  it  is  not  so  ! 

but  torture  me  !    My  sons  are  kind, 

and  gentle, 
lers,  too,  have  worn 
ince  of  all  good.    Nay,  stay  thee  yet ; 
Jm,  and  thou  shalt  learn  how  earth, 
1  in  all  agonies,  hath  woes 
outweigh  thine  own. 
nay  not  be  ! 
*  is  like  a  mothers  for  her  sonsi 

son  lay  strotch'd  upon  his  batUe-bier, 
were  hands  wrung  o'er  him  which  had 
jht 

grom  his  young  blood  I 
lat  tale  is  this  1 
d  you  no  records  in  this  mien,  of  things 


Whose  tiBoes  on  man's  aspect  are  not  such 
As  tiie  breeee  leaves  on  water)    Lofty  birth. 
War,  peril,  pow«r1    Affliction's  hand  \a  strongs 
If  it  erase  the  haughty  characters 
They  grave  so  deep  1    I  have  not  always  been 
That  which  I  am.    The  name  I  bore  is  not 
Of  those  which  perish  I    I  was  once  a  chief— 
A  warrior — nor  as  now,  a  lonely  man  ! 
I  was  a  £Either  I 

Elm.  Then  thy  heart  can/ee2  / 
Thou  wilt  have  pity  I 

Htr,  Should  I  pity  ihrni 
Tliy  sons  will  perish  gloriously — their  blood — 


EUii,  Their  blood !  my  children's  blood !    Thou 
speak'st  as  'twere 
Of  casting  down  a  wine-cup,  in  the  mirth 
And  wantonness  of  feasting  !    My  fair  bojrs  } 
— ^Man  J  hast  tAoti  been  a  &ther  1 

BtT.  Let  them  die  I 
Let  them  die  now,  thy  children  I  so  thy  heart 
Shall  wear  their  beautiful  image  all  imdimm'd 
Within  it,  to  the  last  \    Nor  shalt  thou  learn 
The  bitter  loeson,  of  what  "worthless  dust 
Are  framed  the  idols  whose  false  glory  binds 
Earth's  fetter  on  our  souls  1   Thou  think'st  it  much 
To  mourn  the  early  dead ;  but  there  are  tears 
Heavy  with  deeper  anguish  1    We  endow    [nessy 
Those  whom  we  love,  in  our  fbnd  passionate  blind- 
With  power  upon  our  souls,  too  absolute 
To  be  a  mortal's  trust  1    Within  their  hands 
We  lay  the  flaming  sword,  whose  stroke  alone 
Can  reach  our  hearts ;  and  ikey  are  merciful. 
As  they  are  strong,  that  wield  it  not  to  pierce  us  I 
Ay,  fear  them !  fear  the  loved !    Had  I  but  wept 
O'er  my  son's  gravei,  or  o'er  a  babe's,  where  tears 
Are  as  spring  dew-drops,  glittering  in  the  sun, 
And  brightening  the  yoimg  verdure,  /  might  still 
Have  loved  and  trusted  ! 

Elm.  (diidaii^fuUy,)  But  he  fell  in  war  ! 
And  hath  not  glory  medicine  in  her  cup 
For  the  brief  pangs  of  naturel 

ffer.  Qlory  ! — Peace, 
And  listen  I    By  my  side  the  stripling  grew. 
Last  of  my  line.    I  rear'd  him  to  take  joy 
I'  th'  blaze  of  arms,  as  eagles  train  their  young 
To  look  upon  the  day-king  !    His  qmck  blood 
Even  to  lus  boyish  cheek  would  mantle  up. 
When  the  heavens  rang  with  trumpets,  and  his  eye 
flash  with  the  spirit  of  a  race  whose  deeds — 
— But  this  availeth  not !    Tet  he  vaa  brave. 
I've  seen  him  clear  himself  a  path  in  fight 
As  lightning  through  a  forest ;  and  his  plume 
Waved  like  a  torch  above  die  battle-storm. 
The  soldiex's  guide,  when  princely  crests  had  sunk. 
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And  bftiinera  were  Btrock  down.    Around  mj  steps 
Floated  his  &me,  like  mnsic,  and  I  lived 
Bat  in  the  lofty  sound.    But  when  mj  heart 
In  one  finoil  ark  had  ventured  all,  when  most 
He  seem'd  to  stand  between  my  soul  and  heaven, 
— ^Then  came  the  thunderstroke  ! 

JSIm.  Tis  ever  thus  ! 
And  the  unquiet  and  foreboding  sense 
That  thus  'twill  ever  be,  doth  link  itself 
Darkly  with  all  deep  love  !    He  died  1 

Her.  Not  so  I  [dise, 

— ^Death  !  Death  !    Why,  earth  should  be  a  para- 
To  make  that  name  so  fearful  1    Had  he  died, 
l^th  his  young  fiuooe  about  him  for  a  shroud, 
I  had  not  leam'd  the  mig^t  of  agony 
To  bring  proud  natures  low  I    No  !  he  fell  off- 
Why  do  I  teU  thee  this?  what  right  hast  thtm 
To  learn  how  pass'd  the  glory  from  my  house  t 
Yet  listen  !    He  forsook  me  !    He,  that  was 
As  mine  own  soul,  forsook  me  !  trampled  o*er 
The  ashes  of  his  sires  !  ay,  leagued  himself 
Fen  with  the  infidel,  the  curse  of  Spain ; 
And,  for  the  dark  eye  of  a  Moorish  maid. 
Abjured  his  &ith,  his  Qod!    Now,  talk  of  death ! 

Elm.  Oh  !  I  can  pity  thee 

Her.  There's  more  to  hear. 
I  braced  the  corslet  o'er  my  heart's  deep  wound. 
And  cast  my  troubled  spirit  on  the  tide 
Of  war  and  high  events,  whose  stormy  waves 
Might  bear  it  up  from  sinking ; 

Elfo.  And  ye  met 
No  more  I 

Her,  Be  still  I    We  did  !  we  met  onee  more. 
Qod  had  his  own  high  purpose  to  fulfil. 
Or  think'st  thou  that  the  sun  in  his  bright  heaven 
Had  look'd  upon  such  things  %    We  met  mux  more. 
That  was  an  hour  to  leave  its  lightning-mark 
Sear'd  upon  brain  and  bosom  !    There  had  been 
Combat  on  Kbro's  banks,  and  when  the  day 
Sank  in  red  clouds,  it  fiided  from  a  field 
Still  held  by  Moorish  lances.   Nightdoeedround — 
A  night  of  sultry  darkness,  in  the  shadow 
Of  whose  broad  wing,  e'en  unto  death,  I  strove 
Long  with  a  turban'd  champion ;  but  my  sword 
Was  heavy  with  God's  vengeance — and  prevail'd. 
He  fell — ^my  heart  exulted — and  I  stood 
In  gloomy  triumph  o'er  him.     Nature  gave 
No  sign  of  horror,  for  twas  Heaven  s  decree  ! 
He  strove  to  speak — ^but  I  had  done  the  woik 
Of  wrath  too  well ;  yet  in  his  last  deep  moan 
A  dreadful  something  of  fiuniliar  sound      [forth. 
Came  o'er  my  shuddering  sense.   The  moon  look'd 
And  I  beheld — speak  not  I — ^twas  he — my  son  I 
Hy  boy  lay  dying  there  1    He  raised  one  glance 


And  knew  me — for  he  sought  with  fbeUe  hand 
To  cover  his  glazed  eyes.    A  daiker  veil 
Sank  o'er  them  soon.    I  will  not  have  thy  look 
Fix'd  on  me  thus  I    Away  ! 

Elm.  Thou  hast  seen  this, 
Thou  hast  dome  this— and  yet  thou  Irr'st  ? 

Her.  I  live  !  [tdl 

And  know'st  .thou  wherefore  1    On  my  aoul  there 
A  horror  of  great  darkness,  which  shut  out 
All  earth,  and  heaven,  and  hope.    I  cast  awiy 
The  spear  and  helm,  and  made  the  cloistei's  diade 
The  home  of  my  despair.    But  a  de^  voioe 
Came  to  me  through  the  gloom,  and  sent  its  tones 
Far  through  my  bosom's  depths.     And  I  awoke ; 
Ay,  as  the  mountain-cedar  doth  shake  off 
Its  weight  of  wintry  snow,  e'en  so  I  shook 
Despondence  from  my  soul,  and  knew  myself 
Seal'd  by  that  blood  wherewith  my  hands  woe 

dyed. 
And  set  ii^)art»  and  fearfully  mark'd  out 
Unto  a  mi^ty  task  !    To  rouse  the  soul 
Of  Spain  as  from  the  dead ;  and  to  lift  up 
The  Cross,  her  sign  of  victory,  on  the  hills. 
Gathering  her  sons  to  battle  !    And  my  Tuoe 
Must  be  as  freedom's  trumpet  on  the 
From  Roncesvallcs  to  the  blue 
Where  Calpe  looks  on  Afric ;  till  the  land 
Have  fill'd  her  cup  of  vengeance !    Ask  me 
To  yield  the  Christian  city,  that  its  fiuies 
May  rear  the  minaret  in  the  hoe  of  heaven  !— 
But  death  shall  have  a  bloodier  vintage-feast 
Ere  that  day  come ! 

Elm.  1  ask  thee  this  no  more. 
For  I  am  hopeless  now.    But  yet  one  boon— 
Hear  me,  by  all  thy  woes  I  Thy  voioe  hath  power 
Through  the  wide  city :  here  I  cannot  rest — 
Aid  me  to  pass  the  gates ! 

Her.  And  wherefore  ] 

Elm.  Thou, 
That  vert  a  fiither,  and  art  now — alone  !     [sands 
Canst  (A(m  ask  "whereforer  Ask  the  wretch  whose 
Have  not  an  hour  to  run,  whose  foiling  limbs 
Have  but  one  earthly  journey  to  perform. 
Why,  on  his  pathway  to  the  place  of  death. 
Ay,  when  the  very  axe  is  glistening  cold 
Upon  his  dizzy  sight,  his  pale,  parch'd  lip 
Implores  a  cup  of  water  1    Why,  the  stroke 
Which  trembles  o'er  him  in  itself  shall  bring 
Oblivion  of  all  wants,  yet  who  denies 
Nature's  last  prayer  1    I  tell  thee  that  the  thirst 
Which  bums  my  ^irit  up  is  agony 
To  be  endured  no  more  t    And  I  mmai  look 
Upon  my  children's  faces,  I  must  hear 
Their  voices,  ere  they  perish !    But  hath  heavaa 
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Decreed  thai  the  J  miMtperiaht    Who  Bhall  say 
If  in  yon  Moelem  camp  there  beats  no  heart 
Which  prayers  and  tears  may  melt? 

Htr*  There ! — with  the  Moor ! 
Let  him  fill  up  the  measure  of  his  guilt !     [array 
— Tis  madness  all  I    How  wouldst  thou  pass  th' 
Ofarmddfoeel 

Elm,  Oh !  free  doth  sorrow  pass. 
Free  and  imquestion'd,  through  a  suffering  world !  ^ 

Htr,  This  must  not  be.    Enough  of  woe  is  laid 
E'en  now  upon  thy  lord's  heroic  soul. 
For  man  to  bear,  imsinking.    Press  thou  not 
Too  heavily  th*  o*erburthen'd  heart.    Away ! 
Bow  down  the  knee,  and  send  thy  prayers  for 

strength 
Up  to  heaven's  gate.    Farewell ! 

\Exii  HjEBir  AITDEZ. 

Elm,  Are  all  men  thus  1 
—Why,  were  *t  not  hotter  they  should  &11  e'en  now 
Than  live  to  shut  their  hearts,  in  haughty  scorn, 
Agunst  the  sufferer's  pleadings  1    But  no,  no  ! 
AVho  can  be  like  thJU  man,  that  slew  his  son. 
Yet  wears  his  life  still  proudly,  and  a  soul 
Untamed  upon  his  brow  1 

{AfUr  a  jpaiue.)      There's  one,  whose  arms 
Have  borne  my  children  in  their  infimcy, 
And  on  whose  knees  they  sported,  and  whose  hand 
Hath  led  them  oft — a  vassal  of  their  sire's; 
And  I  will  seek  him :  he  may  lend  me  aid. 
When  aU  beside  pass  on. 

DIRGE,  quard  uHthwL) 

Thou  to  thy  rest  art  gone,  • 

Hig^  heart !  and  what  are  we. 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  storm  sweeps  on. 
That  we  should  mourn  for  theel 

Free  grave  and  peaceful  bier 
To  the  buried  son  of  Spain  ! 
To  those  that  live,  the  lance  and  spear. 
And  well  if  not  the  chain  1 

Be  thein  to  weep  the  dead. 
As  they  sit  beneath  their  vines, 
SHiose  flowery  land  hath  borne  no  tread 
Of  spoilers  o'er  its  shrines ! 

Thou  hast  thrown  off  the  load 
Which  we  must  yet  sustain, 
Ind  pour  our  blood  where  thine  hath  flow'd. 
Too  blest  if  not  in  vain ! 

>  "  Fktigr  filit  da»  UnglQck  dmrcb  die  game  Erde." 

ScBium's  Ikath  of  Watienstein,  act  if.  k.  2. 


S 


We  give  thee  holy  rite. 
Slow  knell,  and  chanted  strain  ! 
— ^For  those  that  &11  to-morrow  nighty 
May  be  left  no  funeral-train. 

Again,  when  trumpets  wake. 
We  must  brace  our  armour  on ; 
But  a  deeper  note  thy  sleep  must  break — 
Thou  to  thy  rest  art  gone  1 

Happier  in  this  than  all. 
That,  now  thy  race  is  run. 
Upon  thy  name  no  stain  may  &11, 
Thy  work  hath  well  been  done  ! 

Elm.  ''Thy  work  hath  well  been  done  !"— so 
thou  ma/st  rest ! 
— There  is  a  solemn  lesson  in  those  words — 
But  now  I  may  not  pause.  [Exii  Elmina, 


Scene  III. — A  Street  in  the  City, 

Herkaitdez,  Gonzalez. 

ffer.  Would  they  not  hearl 
Gon.  They  heard,  as  one  that  stands 
By  the  cold  grave,  which  hath  but  newly  closed 
O'er  his  last  friend,  doth  hear  some  passer-by 
Bid  him  be  comforted  I    Their  hearts  have  died 
Within  them  !    We  must  perish,  not  as  thoee 
That  faU  when  battle's  voice  doth  shake  the  hills. 
And  peal  through  heaven's  great  arch,  but  silently. 
And  with  a  wasting  of  the  spirit  down, 
A  quenching,  day  by  day,  of  some  bright  spark, 
Which  lit  us  on  our  toils  I    Reproach  me  not ; 
My  soul  is  darken'd  with  a  heavy  doud — 
Tet  fear  not  I  shall  yield  1 

Her.  Breathe  not  the  word. 
Save  in  proud  scorn  1    Each  bitter  day  o'erpass'd 
By  slow  endurance,  is  a  triumph  won 
For  Spain's  red  Cross.    And  be  of  trusting  heart ! 
A  few  brief  hours,  and  those  that  tum*d  away 
In  cold  despondence,  shrinking  fi:t>m  your  voice. 
May  crowd  around  their  leader,  and  demand 
To  be  array'd  for  battle.    We  must  watch 
For  the  swift  impulse,  and  await  its  time, 
As  the  bark  waits  the  ocean's.    Tou  have  chosen 
To  kindle  up  their  souls,  an  hour,  perchance. 
When  they  were  weary ;  they  had  cast  aside 
Their  arms  to  slumber ;  or  a  knell,  just  then. 
With  its  deep  hollow  tone,  had  made  the  blood 
Creep  shuddering  through  their  veins ;  or  they 

had  caught 
A  glimpse  of  some  new  meteor,  and  shifted  forth 
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Strange  omens  fi:t>m  rU  Uaoe. 

(kn,  Alas!  the  cause 
lies  deeper,  in  their  misezy  1    I  have  seen. 
In  my  night's  course  through  this  beleaguered  city, 
Things  whose  remembrance  doth  not  pass  away 
As  Tapours  from  the  mountains.  There  were  some. 
That  sat  beside  their  dead,  with  eyes  wherein 
Orief  had  ta'en  place  of  sight,  and  shut  out  all 
But  its  own  ghastly  object.    To  my  Yoioe 
Some  answer'd  wiUi  a  fierce  and  bitter  laugh, 
As  men  whose  agonies  were  made  to  pass 
The  bounds  of  sufieranoe,  by  some  redklees  word, 
Dropt  from  the  light  of  spirit    Others  lay — 
—Why  should  I  tell  thee,  fiither  I  how  despair 
Can  bring  the  lofty  brow  of  manhood  down 
Unto  the  veiy  dust  1    And  yet  for  this^ 
Fear  not  that  I  embrace  my  doom — 0  God  ! 
That  twere  mff  doom  alone ! — with  lees  of  fix'd 
And  solemn  fortitude.    Lead  on,  prepare 
The  holiest  rites  of  faith,  that  I  by  them 
Once  more  may  consecrate  my  sword,  my  life ; 
— ^But  what  are  these  t    Who  hath  not  dearer  lives 
Twined  with  his  own  !    I  shall  be  lonely  soon — 
Childless  !    Heaven  wills  it  so.    Let  us  begone. 
Perchance  before  the  shrine  my  heart  may  beat 
With  a  less  troubled  motion. 

[ExewU  GoxzALsz  tmd  Hbbnakdxz. 


SoBKB  lY.— A  Tent  in  the  Moorith  Chmp, 
Abdullah,  Alphonso,  Carlos. 

Abd.    These  are  bold  words:  but  hast  thou 
look'd  on  death. 
Fair  stripling?    On  thy  cheek  and  sunny  brow 
Scarce  fifteen  summers  of  their  laughing  course 
Have  left  light  traces.    If  thy  shaft  hath  pierced 
The  ibex  of  the  mountains,  if  thy  step 
Hath  dimb'd  some  eagle's  nest,  and  thou  hast  made 
His  nest  thy  spoil,  'tis  much  !  And  feax'st  thou  not 
The  leader  of  the  mighty  1 

Alph,  I  have  been 
Reared  amongst  fearless  men,  and  midst  the  rocks 
And  the  wild  hills,  whereon  my  &therB  fought 
And  won  their  battles.    There  are  glorious  tales 
Told  of  their  deeds,  and  I  have  leam'd  them  aU. 
How  should  I  fear  thee.  Moor! 

Abd.  So,  thou  hast  seen 
Fields,  where  the  combat's  roar  hath  died  away 

1  Tedrir,  the  war-oy  of  Um  Moon  and  Anbf. 

*  Tizona,  the  flre-braad.  Tha  tuune  of  the  Cfd*f  fitTonrits 
•word,  taken  in  battle  from  the  Moorish  king  Bocar. 

s  Yalenda,  which  has  been  repeatedly  beilflged  and  taken 
b7  the  armiei  of  different  nations,  remained  In  ptMlHriaa  of 


Into  the  whiflfperingbreese,  and  where  wild  flower i 
Bloom  o'er  forgotten  grayes  1    But  knoVat  then 

aught 
Of  those,  where  sword  fi!t>m  Grossing  sword  strikes 

fire, 
And  leAders  are  bonie  down,  and  rushing  steeds 
Trample  the  life  fh>m  out  the  mighty  hearts 
That  ruled  the  storm  so  late  1 — ^Mak  not  of  death 
Till  thou  hast  look'd  on  such. 

A^ph,  I  was  not  bom 
A  shepherd's  son,  to  dwell  with  pipe  and  crook, 
And  peasant  men,  amidst  the  lowly  vales; 
Instead  of  ringing  clarions,  and  bri^t  spears. 
And  crested  knights  !    I  am  of  princely  race; 
And,  if  my  &ther  would  have  heard  my  suit. 
I  tell  thee,  infidel,  that  long  ere  now 
I  should  have  seen  how  lances  meet^  and  swords 
Do  the  field's  work. 

Abd,  Boy! — know'st  thou  there  are  sights 
A  thousand  times  more  fearful  1    Men  may  die 
Full  proudly,  when  the  skies  and  mountains  i*^; 
To  battle-horn  and  tecbir.^    But  not  all 
So  pass  away  in  glory.    There  are  those. 
Midst  the  dead  sQence  of  pale  multitudes^ 
Led  forth  in  fetters— dost  thou  mark  me,  boy  T- 
To  take  their  last  look  of  th'  aU-gladdenxng  sun. 
And  bow,  perchance,  the  stately  head  of  youth 
Unto  the  death  of  shame  ! — Hadst  thou  seen 
this 

Alph.  (to  Carlo8.)  Sweet  brother,  Qod  is  with  us 
— ^fear  thou  not ! 
We  have  had  heroes  for  our  sires : — ^this  man 
Should  not  behold  us  tremble. 

Abd,  There  are  means 
To  tamo  the  loftiest  natures.    Yet  again 
I  ask  thee,  wilt  thou,  fix>m  beneath  the  walls. 
Sue  to  thy  sire  for  life  ? — or  would'st  thou  die 
With  this  thy  brother? 

Alph,  Moslem  !  on  the  hills, 
Aroimd  my  father^s  castle,  I  have  heard 
The  mountain-peasants,  as  they  dress'd  the  vine^ 
Or  drove  the  goats,  by  rock  and  torrent,  home, 
Singing  their  ancient  songs ;  and  these  were  all 
Of  the  Cid  Campeador ;  and  how  his  sword 
Tizona'  cleared  its  way  through  turban'd  hosts, 
And  captured  Afric's  kings,  and  how  he  won 
Valencia  from  the  Moor. '    I  will  not  diame 
The  blood  we  draw  from  him ! 

[A  Moorish  Moldier  mien. 

the  Moors  for  a  hundred  and  serenty  yean  after  ttw  Qd'k 
death.  It  was  regained  from  tliem  by  King  Bon  Jtijme  of 
Aragon,  sumamed  the  Conqnoor;  after  whose  mooeas  I 
haTt  ventured  to  snppoee  it  gOTemed  by  a  deaoandant  of  liie 
Campeador. 
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leiiciA*B  loxxl 
asengerSy  my  chief, 
onduct  them  hither. 
\Tkt  toldier  ffoet  ont  and  r&eiiUn  ydth 
Elmika,  ditguiied,  emd  an  aU«ndam, 
pringing  forward  to  the  aUmdant.) 
:e  mo  hence,  Di^go  !  take  me  hence 
;,  that  I  may  see  my  mothei's  fiuie 
ig  when  I  wake.    Here  dark-broVd  men 
imgely,  with  their  cruel  eyes,  upon  us. 
with  thee,  for  thou  art  good  and  kind, 
I  know  thou  lov'st  me,  my  Diego  ! 
eace,  boy  ! — ^What  tidings^  Christian, 
m  thy  lordl 

m  humbler  1 — doth  he  set  the  lifea 
air  nurslings  at  a  city  s  wqrthl 
tuking  forward  impatieiUly.)  Say  not  he 
th  ! — Yet  wherefore  art  thou  here  t 
,  I  could  weep  burning  tears 
shame  I    If  this  cam  be,  return  ! 
of  all  his  wealth,  his  battle-spoils, 
ask  a  war-horse  and  a  sword, 
beside  him  in  the  mountain-chase, 
s  halls,  and  at  his  stately  feasts, 
shall  be  no  more  1    But  no  ! — I  wrong, 
ay  father  !    Moor,  belicTe  it  not : 
lampion  of  the  Cross  and  Spain, 
om  the  Cid  ! — and  I,  too,  I  can  die 
ior*s  high-bom  child ! 
las,  alas! 

dst  thou  die,  thus  early  die,  fair  boyi 
b  life  done  to  thee,  that  thou  shouldst 
t 

away,  in  very  scorn  of  heart, 
le  blight  be  comel 

[Tmt  voice  doth  sound 

tranger,  who  art  thou  1 — ^tlns  is  mockery ! 
^! 

irowmg  off  a  mantle  and  hdmet,  and  em- 
bracing her  tone.) 
whom  I  have  reared  through  many  hours 
oys  and  sorrows,  and  deep  thoughts 
td  unimagined ;  let  me  die 
,  now  I  have  held  you  to  my  heart, 
once  more  the  faces,  in  whose  light 
ath  lived  for  years  I 
veet  mother !  now 
It  not  leave  us  more, 
nough  of  this ! 

what  scck'st  thou  here  1    How  hast  thou 
red 

;he  mighty  thus  amidst  his  hosts  1 
hink'st  thou  there  dwells  no  courage 
t  in  breasts 


That  set  their  mail  against  the  ringing  spean^ 
When  helmets  are  strudk  downl     Thou  little 

know'st 
Of  nature"^  manrels.    Chief  1  my  heart  is  nerved 
To  make  its  way  through  things  which  warrior 

men. 
Ay,  they  that  master  death  by  field  or  flood. 
Would  look  on,  ere  they  braTed !    I  ha;ve  no 

thought. 
No  sense  of  fear !    Thou'rt  mi^ty !  but  a  soul 
Wound  up  like  mine  is  mightier,  in  the  power 
Of  that  one  feeling  poui'd  through  all  its  depths, 
Than  monarchs  with  their  hosts?   Am  I  not  come 
To  die  with  these  my  children  1 

Ahd  Doth  thy  &tth 
Bid  thee  do  this,  fond  Christian  1    Hast  thou  not 
The  means  to  save  them  \ 

Elm,  I  have  prayers,  and  tears. 
And  agonies  ! — and  he,  my  Qod — the  Gk>d 
Whose  hand,  or  soon  or  late,  doth  find  its  hour 
To  bow  the  crested  head — ^hath  made  these  things 
Most  powerful  in  a  world  where  all  must  leom 
That  one  deep  language,  by  the  storm  calTd  forth 
From  the  bruised  reeds  of  earth !    For  thee,  per- 
chance, 
Affliction's  chastening  lesson  hath  not  yet 
Been  laid  upon  thy  heart ;  and  thou  may*st  love 
To  see  the  creatures,  by  its  might  brought  low. 
Humbled  before  thee. 

[She  throwi  her9dfat  htM/eeL 
Conqueror,  I  can  kneel  I 
I,  that  drew  birth  fix>m  princesi,  bow  myself 
E'en  to  thy  foet !    Call  in  thy  chiefB,  thy  slaves. 
If  this  will  swell  thy  triumph,  to  behold 
The  blood  of  kings,  of  heroes,  thus  abased ! 
Do  this,  but  spare  my  sons  i  [not  kneel 

Alph.  (attempting  to  rai$e  her.)  Thou  shouldst 
Unto  this  infidel !    Rise,  rise,  my  mother ! 
This  sight  doth  shame  our  house ! 

Abd.  Thou  daring  boy ! 
They  that  in  arms  have  taught  thy  fiither^s  land 
How  chains  are  worn,  shall  school  that  han^ty 

mien 
Unto  another  language. 
Elm.  Peace,  my  son  ! 
Have  pity  on  my  heart !    Oh,  pardon,  chief  I 
He  is  of  noble  blood.    Hear,  hear  me  yet  1 
Are  there  no  lives  through  which  the  shafts  of 
heaven  [earth. 

May  reach  your  soull     He  that  loves  aug^t  on 
Dares  &r  too  much,  if  he  be  merdleos  1 
Is  it  for  those,  whose  frail  mortality 
Must  one  day  strive  alone  with  Qod  and  death. 
To  shut  their  souls  against  th'  appealing  voice 
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Of  nature,  in  her  anguiahl  Warrior,  man. 
To  yon,  too,  ay,  and  haply  with  your  hoete, 
^y  thousands  and  ten  thousands  marshall'd  round. 
And  your  strong  armour  on,  shall  oome  that  stroke 
Which  the  lance  wards  not  I    Where  shall  your 

high  heart 
find  refuge  then,  if  in  the  day  of  might 
Woe  hath  lain  prostrate,  bleeding  at  your  feet» 
And  you  have  pitied  not ! 

Ahd,  These  are  Tain  words. 

Efgn.  Haveyouno  children) — ^fearyenottobring 
The  lightning  on  their  heads  1    In  your  own  land 
Both  no  fond  mother,  from  the  tents  beneath 
Tour  native  palms,  look  o*er  the  deserts  out» 
To  greet  your  homeward  step  ?    Tou  have  not  yet 
Forgot  so  utterly  her  patient  love — 
For  is  not  woman's  in  all  climes  the  same  \ —   [eye 
That  you  should  scorn  my  prayer !  Oh  heaven !  his 
Doth  wear  no  mercy ! 

Ahd,  Then  it  mocks  yon  not. 
I  have  swept  o'er  the  mountains  of  your  land. 
Leaving  my  traces,  as  the  visitings 
Of  storms  upon  them!    Shall  I  now  be  stay'd) 
Know,  unto  me  it  were  as  light  a  thing, 
In  this  my  course,  to  quench  your  children's  lives, 
As,  journeying  through  a  forest,  to  break  off 
The  young  wild  branches  that  obstruct  the  way 
With  their  green  sprays  and  leaves. 

Blm.  Are  there  such  hearts 
Amongst  thy  works,  0  God  1 

Ahd.  Kneel  not  to  me. 
Kneel  to  your  lord  !  on  his  resolves  doth  hang 
His  children's  doom.    Ho  may  be  lightly  won 
By  a  few  bursts  of  passionate  tears  and  words. 

Mm.  (rising  indignantly.)  Speak  not  of  noble 
men  !    He  bears  a  soul 
Stronger  than  love  or  death. 

Alph.  {wiih  exultation,)  1  knew  'twas  thus  ! 
He  could  not  &il  I 

Elm.  There  is  no  mercy,  none, 
On  this  cold  earth  I    To  strive  with  such  a  world, 
Hearts  should  be  void  of  love  1    We  will  go  hence, 
My  children !  we  are  summon'd.  Lay  your  heads, 
In  their  young  radiant  beauty,  once  again 
To  rest  upon  this  bosom.    He  that  dwells 
Beyond  the  clouds  which  press  us  daxkly  round, 
WUl  yet  have  pity,  and  before  His  &co 
We  three  will  stand  together !    Moslem !  now 
Let  the  stroke  &11  at  once  ! 

Abd.  Tib  thine  own  wilL 
These  might  e'en  yet  be  spared. 

£lm.  Hum  wilt  not  spare  ! 
And  he  beneath  whose  eye  their  childhood  grew. 
And  in  whose  paths  they  sported,  and  whose  ear 


From  their  first  lining  accents  can^t  the  sovnd 
Of  that  word — Fatker — once  a  name  of  love — 
Is ^Men  shall  call  him  itta/dfiuL. 

Ahd,  Hath  the  blast 
Of  sudden  trumpets  ne'er  at  dead  of  nighty 
When  the  land's  watchers  feared  no  hostile  step, 
Startled  the  slumberers  from  their  dreamy  wori<^ 
In  cities,  whose  heroic  lords  have  been 
Steoicffait  as  thine  1 

EUn.  There's  meaning  in  thine  eye, 
More  than  thy  words.  [and  walk  f 

Ahd.  (pointing  to  the  city.)  Look  to  yon  towen 
Think  you  no  hearts  within  their  limits  pine, 
Weaiy  of  hopeless  warfare,  and  prepared 
To  burst  the  feeble  links  which  bind  them  still 
Unto  endurance. 

Ebn.  Thou  hast  said  too  weU. 
But  what  of  this] 

Ahd.  Then  there  are  those,  to  whom 
The  Flnophet's  armies  not  as  foes  would  pass 
Ton  gates,  but  as  deUverers.    Mig^t  they  not 
In  some  still  hour,  when  weariness  takes  rest. 
Be  won  to  welcome  us  t    Tour  children's  steps 
May  yet  bound  lightly  through  their  frtther^s  halk ! 

Alpk.  (indignantty.)  Thou  treacherous  Moor! 

Elm.  Let  me  not  thus  be  tried 
Beyond  all  strength,  0  heaven ! 

Ahd.  Now,  'tis  for  thet, 
Thou  Christian  mother  1  on  ihj  sons  to  pass 
The  sentence — ^life  or  death  !    The  price  is  set 
On  their  young  blood,  and  rests  within  thy  hand& 

Alph.  Mother  !  thou  tremblest ! 

Ahd.  Hath  thy  heart  resolved ) 

Elm.  (covering  her  face  with  her  hand*.) 
My  boy's  proud  eye  is  on  me,  and  the  things 
Which  rush  in  stormy  darkness  through  my  stml 
Shrink  from  his  glance.    I  cannot  answer  ken. 

Ahd.  Come  forth.    Well  commune  elsewberei 

Car.  (to  his  mother.)  Wilt  thou  go  1 
Oh  !  let  me  follow  thee  ! 

Mm.  Mine  own  fiiir  child  !  [mim 

Now  that  thine  eyes  have  pour'd  once  more  oo 
The  light  of  their  young  smile,  and  thy  sweet  voice 
Hath  sent  its  gentle  music  through  my  soul. 
And  I  have  felt  the  twining  of  thine  arms- 
How  shall  I  leave  thee  ? 

Abd.  Leave  him,  as  'twere  but 
For  a  brief  slimiber,  to  behold  his  face 
At  morning,  with  the  sun's. 

Alph.  Thou  hast  no  look 
For  me,  my  mother ! 

Mm.  Oh  !  that  I  should  livo 
To  say,  I  dare  not  look  on  thee  !    Farewell 
My  first-bom,  fare  thee  well ! 
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AlfH  Yet,  ]ret  beware  ! 
It  were  a  grief  more  heavy  on  thy  soul, 
Tliat  I  should  blush  for  thee,  than  o*er  my  grave 
That  thou  shouldst  proudly  weep  !  [last 

Ahd.  Away  !  we  trifle  here.    The  night  wanes 
Comeliorth ! 

Swt,  One  more  embrace  !    My  sons,  fiirewell  I 

[Exeunt  Abdullah  vith  £lmi:7a  and 

her  Attendant, 

[gone? 

A^k.  Hear  me  yet  oncOi  my  mother!   Art  thou 

Bat  one  word  more  ! 

[Be  nuAet  out,  followed  by  Carlos. 


ScEBM  Y.—Tke  Garden  qfa  Palace  m  Valencia, 
Xnasx,  Theresa. 


Stay  yet  awhile.    A  purer  air  doth  rove 
Here  throughthe  myrtles  whispering,  and  the  limes. 
And  ahalring  sweetness  from  the  orange  boughs, 
Tlian  waits  you  in  the  city. 

ZiM.  There  are  those 
Ja  their  last  need,  and  on  thoir  bod  of  death, — 
Aft  idudi  no  hand  doth  minister  but  mine, — 
That  wait  me  in  the  city.    Let  us  hence,    [made 

l%€r.  You  have  been  wont  to  love  the  music 
Bf  fbonts,  and  rustling  foliage,  and  soft  winds, 
Bkvathing  of  citron-groves.    And  will  you  turn 
ftom  these  to  soenes  of  death  ] 

Tim,  To  me  the  voice  [loaves. 

Of  aiDmner,  whispering  through  young  flowers  and 
How  qieaks  too  deep  a  language  1  and  of  all 
Ifti  dreamy  and  mysterious  melodies, 
Ihe  bwMthing  soul  is  sadness  I    I  have  felt 
ThaiL  ■ntntn/w  through  my  spirit,  after  which 
Iha  fanes  of  earth  are  changed,  and  all  her  sounds 
Sean  ftanght  with  secret  warnings.  There  is  causo 
IWft  I  aboold  bend  my  footsteps  to  the  scenes 
Vhm  Death  is  busy^  taming  warrior-hearts, 
Aad  pooling  winter  through  the  fieiy  blood. 
Aid  ftAtering  the  strong  arm  !    For  now  no  sigh 
In,  ths  doU  air,  nor  floating  cloud  in  heaven, 
ISq,  aot  the  lightest  murmiur  of  a  leaf, 
Baft  of  fals  an^sl's  silent  coming  bears 
Some  token  to  my  souL    But  naught  of  this 
Unto  my  mother !    These  are  awfiil  hours  ! 
Aad  on  their  heavy  steps  afflictions  crowd 
With  audi  dark  pressure,  there  is  left  no  room 
For  one  grief  more. 

iUr.  Sweet  lady,  talk  not  thus  ! 
Yonr  eye  Urn  mom  doth  wear  a  calmer  light, 
Thttafm  mora  of  life  in  ita  dear  tremulous  ray 
Thm  I  fawns  nsKk'd  of  late.    Nay,  go  not  yet ; 


Rest  by  this  fountain,  where  the  laurels  dip 
Their  glossy  leaves.    A  fresher  gale  doth  spring 
From  the  transparent  waters,  dashing  round 
Their  silvery  spray,  with  a  sweet  voice  of  coolness^ 
O'er  the  pale  glistening  marble.    'Twill  call  up 
Faint  bloom,  if  but  a  moment's,  to  your  cheek. 
Rest  here,  ere  you  go  forth,  and  I  will  sing 
The  melody  you  love. 

Theresa  tings. 

Why  is  the  Spanish  maiden's  grave 

So  fiEu:  from  her  own  bright  land  1 
The  sunny  flowers  that  o'er  it  wave 

Were  sown  by  no  kindred  hand. 

1^  not  the  orange4>ough  that  sends 

Its  breath  on  the  sultry  air, 
Tia  not  the  myrtle^item  that  bends  * 

To  the  breeze  of  evening  there  ! 

But  the  rose  of  Sharon's  eastern  bloom 

By  the  silent  dwelling  foules. 
And  none  but  strangers  pass  the  tomb 

Which  the  palm  of  Judah  shades. 

The  lowly  Cross,  with  flowers  o'orgrown, 

Marks  well  that  place  of  rest ; 
But  who  hath  graved,  on  its  mossy  stone, 

A  sword,  a  helm,  a  crest  1 

These  are  the  trophies  of  a  chief, 

A  lord  of  the  axe  and  spear  ! 
— Some  blossom  pluok'd,  some  fiided  leaf^ 

Should  grace  a  maiden's  bier  I 

Scorn  not  her  tomb— deny  not  her 

The  honours  of  the  bravo  ! 
O'er  that  forsaken  sepulchre 

Banner  and  plume  might  wave. 

She  boimd  the  stoel,  in  battle  tried. 

Her  feariess  heart  above. 
And  stood  with  brave  men  side  by  side. 

In  the  strength  and  fiiith  of  love  I 

That  strength  prevail'd — ^that  feith  was  blessed  t 

True  was  the  javelin  thrown. 
Yet  pierced  it  not  her  warrior's  breast — 

She  met  it  with  her  own  ! 

And  nobly  won,  where  heroes  fell 

In  arms  for  the  holy  shiine^ 
A  death  which  saved  what  she  lovod  so  weU» 

And  a  grave  in  Pdeetine. 
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Then  let  the  rose  of  Sharon  spread 

Its  breast  to  the  growing  air, 
And  the  palm  of  Judah  lift  its  head, 

Qme/a  and  immortal  there  1 

And  let  yon  gray  stone,  nnde&oed. 

With  its  trophy  mark  the  scene. 
Telling  the  pilgrim  of  the  waste 

Where  Love  and  Death  have  been. 

Xim,  Those  noteswereiront  to  make  my  heart 
beat  qnick. 
As  at  a  voice  of  victory;  bat  to-day 
The  spirit  of  the  song  is  dianged,  and  seems 
All  moumfuL    Oh !  that»  ere  my  early  grave 
Shuts  out  the  sunbeam,  I  mig^t  hear  one  peal 
Of  the  Castilian  trumpet^  ringing  forth 
Bbneath  my  fiithex's  banner!    In  that  sound 
Were  life  to  you,  sweet  brothers ! — But  for  me — 
Come  on — our  tasks  await  us.    They  who  know 
Their  hours  are  number'd  oui^  have  little  time 
To  give  the  vague  and  slumberous  languor  way. 
Which  doth  steal  o'er  them  in  the  breathof  flowers, 
And  whisper  of  soft  winds. 

[EuoNA  eiUen  KurriedLy, 

Elm,  The  air  wiUcafan  my  spirit,  ere  yet  I  meet 
HiM  eje,  which  must  be  met — ^Thou  heve,  Ximena! 

[She  ttartt  back  on  $eemg  Xncnr  a. 

Xtf?».  Alas !  my  mother  I  in  that  hurrying  step 
And  troubled  glance  I  read 

Elm.  {wildly.)  Thou  read'st  it  not ! 
Why,  who  would  live,  if  unto  mortal  eye 
The  things  lay  glaring,  which  within  our  hearts 
We  treasure  up  for  Qod's)    Thou  read'st  it  not ! 
I  say,  thou  canst  not !     There's  not  one  on  earth 
Shall  know  the  thoughts,  which  for  themselves 

have  made 
And  kept  dark  places  in  the  very  breast 
Whereon  he  hath  laid  his  slumber,  till  the  hour 
When  the  graves  open ! 

Xim,  Mother !  what  is  this  I 
Alas !  your  eye  is  wandering,  and  your  cheek 
Flush'd,  as  with  fever  I    To  your  woes  the  night 
Hath  brought  no  rest 

Elm,  Rest! — who  should  rest! — not  he 
That  holds  one  earthly  blessing  to  his  heart 
Nearer  than  life !    No !  if  this  world  have  anght 
Of  bright  or  precious,  let  not  him,  who  caUa 
Such  things  his  own,  take  rest! — Dark  spirits 

keep  watch; 
And  they  to  whom  fEur  honour,  chivalrous  fame. 
Were  as  heaven's  air,  the  vital  element        [souls 
Wherein  they  breathed,  may  wake,  and  find  their 
Kade  marks  for  himian  soom  I    Will  they  bear  on 


With  life  struck  down,-  and  thus  disrobed  of  all 
Its  glorious  drapeiy  t    Who  shall  tell  us  tloal 
— >WillAesobearit1 

Xim,  Motherl  let  us  kneel 
And  blend  our  hearts  in  prayer!    WhsAelseisleft 
To  mortals  when  the  dark  hour's  might  is  on  iSbma.) 
— ^Leave  us,  Theresa. — Qrief  like  this  doth  find 
Its  balm  in  soUtude.  [Exit  Thebba. 

My  mother  1  peace 
Is  heaven's  benignant  answer  to  the  cry 
Of  wounded  spirits.    Wilt  thou  kneel  with  mel 

Nm,  Away!  'tis  but  for  souls  unstain'd,  to  wev 
Heaven's  tranquil  image  on  their  depths. — ^The 

stream 
Of  my  dark  thoughts,  all  broken  by  the  storm. 
Reflects  but  clouds  and  lightnings  I — ^Didrt  thoo 

speak 
Of  peace! — ^'tis  fled  from  earth  1    But  there  is  j<^! 
Wild,  troubled  joy!  And  who  shall  know,  my  diild. 
It  is  not  happinesst    Why,  our  own  hearts 
wm  keep  the  secret  dose !    Joy,  joy!  if  but 
To  leave  this  desolate  dty,  with  its  dull 
Slow  knells  and  dirges,  and  to  breathe  again 
Th'  untainted  mountain-air  !^But  hush !  the  trao^ 
The  flowers,  the  watws,  must  hear  naoght  of  ttai! 
They  are  tail  of  voices,  and  will  whi^wr  things 
— ^Well  speak  of  it  no  more. 

Xim.  O  pitying  heaven ! 
This  grief  doth  shake  her  reason ! 

Elm,  (ttarting,)  Hark!  a  step! 
Tis — 'tis  thy  father  s !    Come  away — ^not  now 
He  must  not  see  us  now  I 

Xim,  Why  should  this  bel 

[QovzALBZ  alien,  and  deUUne  Eunou. 

Gon,  Elmina,  dost  thou  shun  me)    Haveweaol 
E'en  finom  the  hopeful  and  the  sunny  time 
When  youth  was  as  a  glory  round  our  brow% 
Held  on  through  life  together)    And  is  this^ 
When  eve  is  gathering  roimd  us,  with  the  g^oesi 
Of  stormy  donds,  a  time  to  part  our  steps 
Upon  the  darkening  wild  1 

Elm,  (coldly.)  There  needs  not  this. 
Why  shouldst  thou  think  I  shunn'd  thee 

Gon.  Should  the  love 
That  shone  o'er  many  years,  th'  wnfkiling  lofve^ 
Whose  only  change  hath  been  from  gladdanimg 

smiles 
To  mingling  sorrows  and  sustaining  strength. 
Thus  lightly  be  forgotten) 

Elm,  Speak'st  thou  thus) 
— I  have  knelt  before  thee  with  that  veiy  plea, 
When  it  avail'd  me  not !    But  tha«  are  things 
Whose  veiy  breathings  from  the  soul 
I  All  record  of  past  love,  save  the  doll 
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Th*  unquiet  memoiy  of  its  wasted  fiiith. 
And  Tain  devotedness  1    Ay  I  they  that  fix 
Aflectum's  perfect  tmst  on  anght  of  earth. 
Hove  many  a  dream  to  start  from  I 

Qom.  This  is  bat 
The  wHdneas  and  the  bitterness  of  grief. 
Ere  yet  the  unsettled  heart  hath  dosed  its  long 
Impatieni  conflicts  with  a  mightier  power. 
Which  makee  all  conflict  vain. 

Hark !  was  there  not 

A  sound  of  distant  trompets,  fax  beyond 
TI16  Moorish  tents,  and  of  another  tone 
Ulan  th'  Afric  horn,  Ximena! 

Zm.  0  my  fietther  I 
I  know  that  horn  too  wdL — ^^Tis  but  the  wind, 
Which,  with  a  sudden  rising;  bears  its  deep 
And  savage  war-note  from  ui^  wafting  it 
O'er  the  &r  hills. 

QotL  Alas !  this  woe  must  be  t 
I  do  not  shake  my  spirit  from  its  height, 
80  ttartling  it  with  hope !    But  the  dread  hour 
ShiU  be  met  brarely  stilL    I  can  keep  down 
Tot  fxx  a  little  while — and  heaven  will  ask 
lb  non — the  passionate  workings  of  my  heart 
—And  iiunei,  Ehninat 

An.  *Tm — ^I  am  prepared. 
liMK  prepared  for  alL 

6lNk  Oh,  well  I  knew 
Thou  wouldst  not  fiiil  me  t    Not  in  vain  my  soul, 
IJpcm  thy  fiiith  and  courage,  hath  built  up 
Uufaaken  trust 

An.  fwikUp.)  Away  \ — thou  know'st  me  not! 
Xni  dans  too  &r — ^his  rashness  would  invest 
lUi  our  mortality  with  an  attribute 
Ibo  high  and  awful,  boasting  that  he  knows 
One  human  heart ! 

Om^  These  are  wild  words,  but  yet 
I  win  not  doubt  thee  I    Host  thou  not  been  found 
HoUe  in  all  tlungB^  pouring  thy  soul's  light 
UndiBn&'d  o'er  every  trialt    And,  as  our  fiiktes, 
80  most  our  names  be,  undivided  I — ^Thine, 
rth*  rsooid  of  awarriors  life,  shall  find 
Ik  place  of  stamlees  honour.    By  his  side 


Xi^  this  be  borne  I  How  much  of  agony 
Birih  the  heart  room  for]  Speak  to  me  in  wrath 
—I  am  endure  it  I  But  no  gentle  words  I  [slay, 
Kb  wvids  of  love!  no  praisel  Thy  sword  might 
And  be  more  mensifiil  t 

0am.  WlMralbrs  ait  thou  thus) 
BmiH^  mj  beloved  I 

Bm,  Ho  move  of  love  t 
^Hsve  I  not  said  there's  that  within  my  heart, 
WhMwm  it  fUk  as  living  fire  would  fiOl 
Upon  «i  vMioted  wound  1 


Oon,  Nay,  lift  thine  eyes, 
That  I  may  read  ^leir  meaning  1 

Mm,  Nevermore  [naught! 

With  a  free  souL  What  have  I  saidV—'twaa 
Take  thou  no  heed  1  The  words  of  wretchedness 
Admitnotscrutiny.  Wouldst  thou  markthespeech 
Of  troubled  dreamsl 

Gon.  I  have  seen  thee  in  the  hour 
Of  thy  deep  epirit's  joy,  and  when  the  breath 
Of  grief  hung  chilling  round  thee;  in  all  change, 
BrighthealthanddroopingsicknesB;  hopeandfear; 
Youth  and  decline;  but  never  yet^  Elmina, 
Ne'er  hath thineeyetiUnowshrunk back,  perturb'd 
With  shame  or  dread,  from  mine  I 

Elm.  Thy  glance  doth  search 
A  wounded  heart  too  deeply. 

Qon.  Hast  thou  there 
Aught  to  conceal? 

mm.  Who  hath  noti 

Otm.  Till  this  hour 
ITum  never  hadst  1    Yet  hear  me ! — ^by  the  free 
And  unattainted  fame  which  wn^  the  dust 
Of  thine  heroic  Others 

Elm.  This  to  me! 
— ^Bring  your  inspiring  war>notes,  and  your  sounds 
Of  festal  music  round  a  dying  man  I 
Will  his  heart  echo  themi    But  if  thy  words 
Were  spells,  to  call  up,  with  each  lofty  tone, 
The  grave's  most  awful  spirits,  they  vrould  stand 
Powerless,  before  my  anguish ! 

Chfk  Then,  by  her. 
Who  there  looks  on  thee  in  the  purity 
Of  her  devoted  youth,  and  o'er  whoee  name 
No  blight  must  fall,  and  whosepale  cheek  mustne'er 
Bum  with  that  deeper  tinge,  caught  painfully 
From  the  quick  feeling  of  dishonour — Speak ! 
Unfold  this  mystery !    By  thy  sons 

Elm.  My  sons  1 
And  canst  tkou name  them? 

Chn.  Proudly!    Better fiur 
They  died  with  all  the  promise  of  their  youth. 
And  the  fitir  honour  of  their  house  upon  them, 
Than  that>  with  manhood's  high  and  passionate 

soul 
To  fearful  strength  unfolded,  they  should  live, 
Barr'd  from  the  lists  of  crested  chivalry. 
And  pining,  in  the  silence  of  a  woe. 
Which  from  the  heart  shuts  dayli{^t — o*er  the 
shame  [ne'er 

Of  those  who  gave  them  birth !  But  thou  oouldst 
Forget  their  lofty  claims  1 

Mm.  (wildly.)  'Twas  but  for  them  ! 
'Twas  for  them  only !    Who  ahall  dare  arraign 
Madness  of  crime  ?    And  He  who  mode  xm,  knowi 
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There  are  dark  moments  of  all  hearts  and  lives* 
Which  bear  down  reason  ! 

Ckm,  Thou,  whom  I  have  loved 
With  sach  high  trust  as  o'er  our  nature  threw 
A  glory  scarce  allowed — what  hast  thou  done  1 
— Ximena,  go  thou  hence  ! 

Elm,  No,  no  !  my  child  ! 
There's  pity  in  thy  look  !    All  other  eyes 
Are  fiill  of  wrath  and  soom  !    Oh,  leave  me  not ! 

Ckm,  ThatI  should  live  to  see  thee  thus  abased! 
— ^Tet  speak  !    What  hast  thou  done  1 

Mm,  Look  to  the  gate  ! 
Thou'rt  worn  with  toil — but  take  no  rest  to4iight ! 
The  western  gate !   Its  watchers  have  been  won — 
The  Christian  city  hath  been  bought  and  sold ! — 
They  will  admit  the  Moor ! 

Gfm,  They  have  been  won  !  [this ! 

Brave  men  and  tried  so  long  !    Whose  woik  was 

mm,  Think'st  thou  all  hearts  like  thine  ]    Can 
mothers  stand 
To  see  their  children  perish  ? 

Qim,  Then  the  guilt 
Was  thine? 

Mm,  Shall  mortal  dare  to  call  it  guiltt 
I  tell  thee,  heaven^  which  made  all  holy  tlungs. 
Made  naught  more  holy  than  the  boundless  love 
Which  fills  a  mother^s  heart !    I  say,  'tis  woe 
Enough,  with  such  an  aching  tenderness, 
To  love  au^t  earthly  1  and  in  vain  1  in  vain  ! 
— We  are  press'd  down  too  sorely  ! 

Q(m.  {in  a  low  detponding  voice)  Now  my  life 
Is  struck  to  worthless  ashes ! — In  my  soul 
Suspicion  hath  ta'en  root.    The  nobleness 
Henceforth  is  blotted  from  all  human  brows  ; 
And  fearful  power,  a  daik  and  troublous  gift, 
Almost  like  prophecy,  is  pour'd  upon  me. 
To  read  the  guilty  secrets  in  each  eye 
That  once  look'd  bright  with  truth  1 

Why,  then,  I  have  gain'd 
What  men  call  wisdom  ! — ^A  new  sense,  to  which 
All  tales  that  speak  of  high  fidelity. 
And  holy  courage,  and  proud  honour,  tried, 
Search'd,  and  found  steadfiist,  even  to  martyrdom, 
Are  food  for  mockery  I    Why  should  I  not  cast 
From  my  thinn'd  locks  the  wearing  helm  at  onco. 
And  in  the  heavy  sickness  of  my  soul 
Throw  the  sword  down  for  evw  1    Is  there  aught 
In  all  this  world  of  gilded  hollowness. 
Now  the  bright  hues  drop  off  its  loveliest  things, 
Worth  striving  for  again  1 

Xim.  Father  t  look  up  ! 
Turn  imto  me,  thy  child  ! 

Oon,  Thyfaceisfiur; 
And  hath  been  unto  mei,  in  other  days, 


As  morning  to  the  joumeyer  of  the  deepi 
But  now — ^"tis  too  like  hers ! 

Mm,  (foUing  at  hufeeL)  Woe,  shame  and  wos^ 
Are  on  me  in  their  might !    Forgive !  forgive ! 

Cfon,  {$tarting  vp.)  Doth  the  Ifoor  deem  that  7 
have  part  or  share 
Or  counsel  in  his  vileness  *    Stay  me  not ! 
Let  go  thy  hold — ^'tis  powerless  on  me  now : 
I  linger  here,  while  treason  is  at  work  ! 

[ExU  QOSIALEX, 

Mm,  Timtmtkj  dost  tkou  soom  me  1 

Xim.  I  have  found 
In  mine  own  heart  too  much  of  feebleness, 
Hid,  beneath  many  foldings^  from  all  eyes 
But  His  whom  naught  can  blind,  to  dare  do  wa^ 
But  pity  thee,  dear  mother ! 

Elm,  Blessings  light 
On  thy  &ir  head,  my  gentle  child,  for  this ! 
Thou  kind  and  merciful  I    My  soul  is  &hA — 
Worn  with  long  strife  !    Is  there  au^t  else  to  dOb 
Or  sufibr,  ere  we  die  T — Oh  Qod !  my  sons ! 
— I  have  betray'd  them !    All  their  innooeni  blood 
Is  on  my  soul ! 

Xim,  How  shall  I  comfort  thee !  [wind, 

— Oh !  hack !  what  sounds  oome  deepening  on  tin 
So  full  of  solemn  hope ! 

A  procession  of  Nun*  panes  across  tJke  Seeme, 
hearing  rdics,  and  chaniing, 

CHANT. 

A  sword  is  on  the  land ! 
He  that  bears  down  young  tree  and  glorious  flower, 
Death  is  gone  forth,  he  walks  the  wind  in  power! 

Where  is  the  warrior^s  handt 
Our  steps  are  in  the  shadows  of  the  grave : 
Hear  us,  we  perish ! — ^Father,  hear  and  save  I 


If,  in  the  days  of  song, 
The  days  of  gladness,  we  have  call'd  on  thee. 
When  mirthful  voices  rang  from  sea  to  sea. 

And  joyous  hearts  were  strong; 
Now  that  alike  the  feeble  and  the  brave 
Must  cry,  "  We  perish !  •* — Father,  hear  and 


The  days  of  song  are  fled ! 
The  winds  come  loaded,  wafting  dirge-notes  hy; 
But  they  that  linger  soon  unmoum'd  must  difr" 

The  dead  weep  not  the  dead  I 
Wilt  thou  forsake  us  midst  the  stonny  wavel 
Wc  sink,  we  perish  ! — ^Esither,  hear  and  nve! 

Helmet  and  lance  are  dust ! 
Is  not  the  strong  man  wither'd  fr^m  oar  cyel 
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Hwarm  struck  down  that  held  our  bannen  l^igh  \  ~~ 

Thine  is  onr  spirits'  trust  I 
Look  thzough  the  gathering  shadows  of  the  graye  I 
Do  we  not  perishi — ^Father,  hear  and  save ! 

BERVAsmz  erUert, 

Elm,  Why  com'st  thou,  man  of  vengeance? — 
What  have  I 
To  do  with  thee  f    Am  I  not  boVd  enough  ] 
Thou  art  no  mourner's  comforter  1 

Ber.  Thy  lord 
Hath  sent  me  unto  thee.    Till  this  day's  task 
Be  doeed,  thou  daughter  of  the  feeble  heart .' 
He  bids  thee  seek  him  not,  but  lay  thy  ways 
Before  heaven's  altar,  and  in  penitence 
Hake  thy  soul's  peace  with  Qod. 

Elm,  Till  this  day's  task  [eyes— 
Be  cloeed ! — There  is  strange  triumph  in  thine 
Is  it  that  I  have  fiOl'n  from  that  high  place 
Whereon  I  stood  in  &me]    But  I  can  feci 
A  wild  and  bitter  pride  in  thus  being  past 
The  power  of  thy  dark  glance  I    My  spirit  now 
li  wound  about  by  one  solo  mighty  grief; 
Tby  scorn  hath  lost  its  sting.    Thou  may'st  re- 
proach                                 [doth  work 

Bit.  I  come  not  to  reproach  thee.    Heaven 
B^  many  agencies;  and  in  its  hour 
Thne  is  no  insect  which  the  summer  breeze 
fnm.  the  green  leaf  shakes  trembling,  but  may 


Bi  deep  unsearchable  piurposes,  as  well 

J^  the  great  ocean,  or  th'  eternal  fires 

BntiD  earth's  caves.  Thou  hast  but  speeded  that, 

VUdiy  in  th'  infiituate  blindness  of  thy  heart, 

Ihoa  wouldst  have  trampled  o'er  all  holy  ties 

Bet  to  avert  one  day ! 

Bm,  My  senses  fiuL 
thou  aaid'at— speak  yet  again — I  oould  not  catch 
The  meaning  of  thy  words. 

Ar.  ETen  now  thy  lord 
Bitii  lent  our  foes  defiance.    On  the  walls 
Hie  etaade  in  conference  with  the  boastful  Moor, 
Aid  awftil  atrength  is  with  him.    Through  the 

Uood 
WUdi  this  day  must  be  poured  in  sacrifice 
flbn  Spain  be  free.    On  aU  her  olive-hills 
8U1  men  set  up  the  battle^ign  of  fire. 
Aid  TCmid  its  Uaie,  at  midnight,  keep  the  sense 
Of  viHBgeanoe  wakeftd  in  eadi  other^s  hearts 
?«  wtth  thj  ddldien's  tale  t 

IkL  Beaoe;, fiUfaer  f  peace! 
Behold  ebe  sinks !— the  storm  hath  done  its  work 
Upon  the  broken  reed.    Oh  f  lend  thine  aid 

[7%€y  lead  ker  away. 


ScEKB  VL — A  Street  in  Valencia,  Several  Oroupt 
of  OUizene  and  Soldiera,  many  cf  them  lying  on 
the  etepe  of  a  church,  Arm$  KoUered  on  the 
ground  around  them. 

An  Old  CiL  The  air  is  sultry,  as  with  thunder- 
clouds. 
I  left  my  desolate  home,  that  I  might  breathe 
More  fr'eely  in  heaven's  fiu^  but  my  heart  feels 
With  this  hot  gloom  o'orburden'd.    I  have  now 
No  sons  to  tend  me.    Which  of  you,  kind  friends, 
Will  bring  the  old  man  water  fi^>m  the  fount. 
To  moisten  his  parch'd  lip  1       [A  citizen  goee  out, 

2d  Cit,  This  wasting  siego. 
Good  Father  Lopez,  hath  gone  hard  with  you  ! 
Tis  sad  to  hear  no  voices  through  the  house. 
Once  peopled  with  &ir  sons  I 

Zd  at.  Why,  better  thus, 
Than  to  be  haunted  with  their  famish'd  cries. 
E'en  in  your  very  dreams  ! 

Old  Cit.  Heaven  8  will  bo  done  ! 
These  are  dark  times  !    I  have  not  been  alone 
In  my  affiiction.  [thought 

Bd  Cit,  (teith  bittemeet.)  Why,  we  have  but  this 
Left  for  our  gloomy  comfort ! — ^And  'Us  well ! 
Ay,  let  the  balance  be  awhile  struck  even 
Between  the  noble's  palace  and  the  hut. 
Where  the  worn  poasant  sickens  I    They  that  bear 
The  humble  dead  unhonour'd  to  their  homes. 
Pass  now  i'  th'  streets  no  lordly  bridal  train 
With  its  exulting  music ;  and  the  wretch 
Who  on  the  marble  steps  of  some  proud  hall 
Flings  himself  down  to  die,  in  his  last  need 
And  agony  of  femine,  doth  behold 
No  scornful  guests,  with  their  long  purple  robes, 
To  the  banquet  sweeping  by.    Why,  this  is  just ! 
These  are  the  days  when  pomp  is  made  to  feel 
Its  human  mould  I 

4th  Cit,  Hoard  you  last  night  the  soimd 
Of  Saint  lago's  bell  ^How  sullenly 
From  the  great  tower  it  peal'd  ! 

5th  Cit,  Ay,  and  'tis  said 
No  mortal  hand  was  near  when  so  it  seem'd 
To  shake  the  midnight  streets. 

Old  CiL  Too  well  I  know 
The  sound  of  coming  ihte !— "Tis  ever  thus 
When  Death  is  on  his  way  to  make  it  night 
In  the  Cid's  andent  house.^-   Oh !  there  are  things 
In  this  strange  world  of  which  we've  all  to  learn 
When  its  dark  bounds  are  pasa'd.    Ton  bell,  uu- 
touch'd, 

1  It  WM  a  SpanUi  tradition  that  the  gnat  b«n  of  th* 
eathodnl  of  Sangoaa  «lwaji  toQtd  ipontaBtOQily  btfori  a 
kii«  of  Spain  dM. 


282 


THE  SIEGE  OF  VALENCIA, 


(Saye  by  the  hands  we  see  not^)  still  doth  speak — 
When  of  that  line  some  stately  head  is  znark'd — 
With  a  wild  hollow  peal,  at  dead  of  night, 
Hocking  Valencia's  towers.    Tre  hoard  it  of^ 
Nor  know  its  warning  £Edse. 

4t&  QiU  And  will  our  chief 
Bay  with  the  price  of  his  &ir  children's  blood 
A  few  more  days  of  pining  wretchednen 
For  this  forsaken  cityl 

Old  CiL  Doubt  it  not  t 
— ^But  with  that  ransom  he  may  pnxchafle  still 
DeliTerance  for  the  land  I    And  yet  'tis  nd  ■ 
To  think  that  sooh  a  race,  with  all  its  htntt. 
Should  pass  away  1    For  she,  bis  dan^ter  too, 
MoYes  upon  earth  as  some  bri^t  thing  whose  time 
To  sojourn  there  is  shorts 

5^  Cit.  Then  woe  for  us 
When  she  is  gone !    Her  Toice,  the  Tery  sound 
Of  her  soft  step,  was  comfort,  as  she  moTed  [her 
Through  the  still  house  of  mourning !    Who  like 
Shall  give  us  hope  again  ! 

OU  C^  Be  still  f— she  oomes^ 
And  with  a  mien  how  changed  !    A  hurrying  step. 
And  a  fiush'd  dieek !    What  may  this  bodel — 
Be  still! 

Xdieka  enters,  with  AUendanU  ooarrying  a  Bamm/ar. 

Xtm.  Men  of  Valencia  1  in  an  hour  like  thii^ 
What  do  ye  here  % 

^  C^  We  die  I 

Xim.  Brave  men  die  now 
Qirt  for  the  toil,  as  travellers  suddenly 
By  the  dark  night  overtaken  on  their  way  t 
These  days  require  such  death  t    It  is  too  much 
Of  luxury  for  our  wild  and  angry  times, 
To  fold  the  mantle  round  us,  and  to  sink 
From  life,  as  flowers  that  shut  up  silently,    [noti 
When  the  sim's  heat  doth  scorch  them  !  Hear  ye 

A  OU,  Ladyl  what  wouldst  thou  with  us  1 

Xim.  Rise  and  arm  ! 
E'en  now  the  children  of  your  diief  are  led 
Forth  by  the  Moor  to  perish  f    Shall  this  be — 
Shall  the  hi^  sound  of  such  a  name  be  hush'd, 
r  th'  land  to  which  for  ages  it  hath  been 
A  batUe-word,  as  'twere  some  passing  note 
Of  shepherd-music  t    Must  this  work  be  done^ 
And  ye  lie  pining  here,  as  men  in  whom 
The  pulse  which  Qod  hath  made  for  noble  thought 
Can  so  be  thrill'd  no  longerl 

A  CU.  'Tis  e'en  so  ! 
Sickness,  and  toil,  and  grie^  have  breathed  upon  us, 
Our  hearts  beat  faint  and  low. 

Xim.  Are  ye  so  poor 
Of  soul,  my  coimtrymen  !  that  ye  can  draw 


Strength  fiom  no  deeper  aouroa  than  that  wfakh 

sends 
The  red  blood  mantling  through  Uie  joyana  v«a% 
And  gives  the  fleet  step  wingat  Why,hoiwhacvei|pe 
And  sensitive  womanhood  ere  now  endured. 
Through  pangs  of  searching  fire,  in  some  proud 

cause. 
Blessing  that  agony  1    Think  ye  the  Pofwer 
Which  bore  them  noUy  xxp,  as  if  to  teach 
The  torturer  where  eternal  heaven  had  set 
Bounds  to  his  sway,  was  earthy,  of  this  aarth — 
This  dull  mortality!    Nay,  then  look  on  me  t 
Death's  touch  hath  mazk'd  me^  and  I  atattd 

amongst  you. 
As  one  whose  place,  i'  th*  sunshine  of  your  worid^ 
Shall  soon  be  left  to  fill !— I  say,  the  breath 
Of  th' incense,  floating  throughyonfime^ahallaevM 
Fmb  fifom  your  path  before  me  !    Bat  even  wm 
Fve  that  within  m^  kjndling  through  the  dnsi^ 
Which  from  all  time  hath  made  hjg^  deeds  itavcios 
And  token  to  the  nations.   Look  on  me ! 
Why  hath  heaven  poar*d  forth  courage,  a8.a  flame 
Wasting  the  womanish  hearty  whidi  must  be  stiffd 
Tet  sooner  for  its  swift  consuming  brightnei^ 
If  not  to  shame  your  doubt,  and  your  despair. 
And  your  soul's  torpor  1    Tet^  arise  and  arm ! 
It  may  not  be  too  late. 

A  OiL  Why,  what  are  we,  [£nr. 

To  cope  with  hosts !    Thus  fiunt,  and  worn,  aod 
0*emumber^d  and  forsaken,  is't  for  us 
To  stand  against  the  mighty  1 

Xim.  And  for  whom 
Hath  He,  who  shakes  the  mi^ty  with  a  brastt 
From  their  high  places,  made  the  fearfulneai^ 
And  evei>wakeful  presence  of  his  power 
To  the  pale  startled  earth  most  numifoet^ 
Butforthe  weaki  Was't  for  thehelm'd  andaEown'd 
That  suns  were  sta/d  at  noonday  T — stonny  mm 
As  a  nil  parted  1 — mail'd  archangeb  sent 
To  wither  up  the  strength  of  kings  with  death! 
— I  tell  you,  if  these  marvels  have  been  dons^ 
Twas  for  the  wearied  and  th'  oppresa'd  of  men. 
They  needed  such !  Andgenerousfidthhatiipovci 
By  her  prevailing  spirit,  e'en  yet  to  work 
Deliverances,  whose  tale  shall  live  with  thoas 
Of  the  great  elder-time  1    Be  of  good  heart  I 
Who  is  forsaken  1    He  that  gives  the  thoog^ 
A  place  within  his  breast  1    Tia  not  for  joo. 
— Know  ye  this  banner  1  ^aiedl 

CHi9.  (murmuring  to  eaA  oAer.)  la  she  not  ht 
Doth  not  heaven  call  us  by  her  flervent  voieet 

Xim.  Ejiow  ye  this  banner  t 

Cits.  Tis  the  Cids. 

Xtffi.  The  Cids ! 
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tbes  that  name  but  in  th'  exulting  tone 
)  heart  rings  to  1    Why,  the  very  wind. 
Is  out  the  noble  standard's  fold, 
umphant  sound  1  The  Cid's  t  it  moTed 
sign  of  victory  through  the  land, 
free  skies  ne'er  stooping  to  a  foe  f 

Can  ye  still  pause,  my  brethren  I  Oh  ! 
t  youth 

his  worn  fiiune  were  kindling  once  again  I 
e  linger  still  I    Upon  this  very  air, 
as  bom  in  happy  hour  for  Spain  ^ 
ih  his  conquering  spirit  I    'Twas  the 
eze  [wave 

r  own  mountains  which  came  down  to 
er  of  his  battles,  as  it  droop'd 
I  champion's  deathbed.    Nor  even  then 
glory  closed.    They  maAa  no  moan 
ead  hero,  and  no  dirge  was  sirng,' 
3ep  tambour  and  shriU  horn  of  war 
I  the  mighty  paas'd  1  They  wrapt  him  not 
tale  shroud,  but  braced  the  wanior^s  form 
ay,  and  on  his  barded'  steed, 
:iumph,  rear'd  him ;  marching  forth 
th'd  midnight  from  Valencia's  walls, 
d  then,  as  now.    All  silently 
y  ftmeral  moved.    But  who  was  he 
w'd,  charging  on  the  tall  white  horse, 
the  solemn  standard,  broad  and  pale, 
I  sheets  of  snowlight  ?    And  the  cross> 
ly  cross,  far-blazing  from  his  shield, 
3rce  metcor-sword  ?  They  fled,  they  fled  I 

of  Afnc,  with  their  countless  hosts, 
b  in  his  red  path.    The  scimitar 
tr'd  as  a  roed ; — for  in  that  hour 
or-saint  that  keeps  the  watch  for  Spain, 
1  betimes.    And  o'er  that  fiery  field 
high  banner  stream'd  all  joyously, 
ks  lord  was  there. 

iting  tumvUwmd/y)  Even  unto  death 
haU  be  foUow'd  1 
iTill  he  see 

t  stem  hewn  down,  the  beaoon-lig^t 
>m  his  house  for  ages  o'er  the  land 
me   through    cloud  and   storm,   thus 
ench'd  at  once  1 
ot  aid  his  children  in  the  hour 
eir  utmost  peril  ]    Awful  power 
le  holy  dead,  and  there  are  times 
\  tomb  hath  no  chain  they  cannot  burst ! 
ng  foigotten  how  he  woke 
deep  rest  of  old ;  remembering 


M  tn  buen  bora  naaco ; "  be  that  ivm  born  In 
.    An  appcHition  glT«n  to  tht  Cld  in  Um  ancient 


In  her  great  danger  1    At  the  night's  mid-watch 
How  Leon  started,  when  the  sound  was  heard 
That  shook  her  dark  and  hollow-echoing  streets. 
As  with  the  heavy  tramp  of  steel-clad  men, 
By  thousands  marching  through.  Forhehadrisenl 
The  Campeador  was  on  his  march  again. 
And  in  his  arms,  and  foUow'd  by  his  hosts 
Of  shadowy  spearmen.    He  had  left  the  world 
From  which  we  are  dimly  parted,  and  gone  forth. 
And  call'd  his  buried  warriors  from  their  sleep, 
Qathering  them  round  him  to  deliver  Spain ; 
For  Afrio  was  upon  her.    Morning  broke, 
Day  rush'd  through  clouds  of  battle ;  but  at  eve 
Our  Qod  had  triimiph'd,  and  the  rescued  land 
Sent  up  a  shout  of  victory  fh>m  the  field. 
That  rock'd  her  ancient  mountains. 

OiU.  Arm  t  to  arms  1 
On  to  our  chief  !    We  have  strength  within  us  yet 
To  die  with  our  blood  roused  1    Now,  be  the  word 
For  the  Cid's  house  !  [They  begin  to  arm  themtelvet, 

Xm.  Te  know  his  battle^ongl  [forth 

The  old  rude  stnun  wherewith  his  bands  went 
To  strike  down  Paynim  swords  I  [SKe  eingt, 

THE  CID'S  BATTLE-SONG. 

The  Moor  is  on  his  way  1 
With  the  tambour-peal  and  the  tecbir-shout^ 
And  the  horn  o'er  the  blue  seas  ringing  out. 

He  hath  marshall'd  his  dark  array  1 

Shout  through  the  vine-dad  land  I 
That  her  sons  on  all  their  hills  may  hear ; 
And  shaipen  the  point  of  the  red  wolf-spear. 

And  the  sword  for  the  brave  man  s  hand  ! 

[The  CmzEXSJoin  in  the  tong,  iohiU 
they  wntinue  arming  themtdvei. 

Banners  are  in  the  field ! 
The  chief  must  rise  from  his  joyous  board. 
And  turn  from  the  feast  ore  the  wine  be  pour'd. 

And  take  up  his  father's  shield  I 

The  Moor  is  on  his  way  t 
Let  the  peasant  leave  his  olive-ground,    [round : 
And  the  goats  roam  wild  through  the  pine-woods 

There  is  nobler  work  to-day  1 

Send  fctfth  the  trumpet's  call  I 
Till  the  bridegroom  cist  the  goUet  down, 
And  the  marriage-robe,  and  the  flowery  crown ; 

And  arm  in  the  banquet  hall  1 

s  Fte  thif,and  tht  mbeeqaentaSorioDi  to  SpanWi  legends, 
99%Th€Ramtmtei,andChrtmleUi^»eCkL 
•  Barded,  ceperiioned  te  battiib 
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And  stay  tho  funeral-train : 
Bid  the  chanted  mass  be  hush'd  awhile. 
And  the  bier  laid  down  in  the  holy  aisle, 

And  the  mourners  girt  for  Spain. 

\They  take  vp  the  hamur  andfoUow  Ximexa 
OMt,  their  wricet  art  heard  gra/dvaUy  dying 
away  al  a  dUtanoe. 

Kre  night  must  swords  be  red  f 
It  is  not  an  hour  for  knells  and  tears, 
But  for  hehnets  braced  and  serried  speara  ! 

To-morrow  for  the  dead  ! 

The  Cid  is  in  array ! 
His  steed  is  baided,  his  plume  waves  high. 
His  banner  is  up  in  the  sunny  sky — 

Now,  joy  for  the  Crofls  to-day ! 


L 


JBOENB  Yll,—The  vaUi  of  the  city.    The  plaint 
beneath,  with  the  MooriA  Camp  and  Army. 

GON2ALBZ,  QaBOIAS,  HeRNAITDBZ. 

{A  wHd  eound  of  Moorish  muaic  heard  from  below,) 

HfT.  What  notes  are  these  in  their  deep  moum- 
fulness 
So  strangely  wildl 

Oar.  'Tis  the  shrill  melody 
Of  tho  Moor's  ancient  doath-song.    Well  I  know 
The  rude  barbaric  sound ;  but,  tUl  this  hour, 
It  seem*d  not  fearful.     Now,  a  shuddering  chill 
Comes  o'er  me  with  its  tones. — Lo !    from  yon 

tent 
They  lead  the  noble  boys  ! 

Her.  The  young,  and  pure. 
And  beautiful  Tictims  * — ^Tis  on  things  like  these 
We  cast  our  hearts  in  wild  idolatry, 
Sowing  the  winds  with  hope  !    Yet  this  is  well : 
Thus  brightly  crown'd  with  life's  most  gorgeous 

flowers, 
And  all  imblemish'd,  earth  should  offer  up 
Her  treasures  imto  hearen  ! 

Gar,  {to  GoKZALBZ.)  My  chief,  the  Moor 
Hath  led  your  children  forth. 

Ckm.  (tiarting.)  Are  my  sons  there  ? 
I  knew  they  could  not  perish ;  for  yon  heaven 
Would  ne'er  behold  it !— Where  is  he  that  said 
I  was  no  more  a  &ther1    They  look  changed — 
Pallid  and  worn,  as  fh>m  a  prison^iouse  ! 
Or  is't  mine  eyes  see  dimlyt    But  their  steps 
Seem  heavy,  as  with  pain.    I  hear  the  dank — 
Oh  God  1  their  limbs  are  fettered ! 


Abd.  (coming  fonoard  beneath  the  waUe.) 
Christian !  look 

Once  more  upon  thy  children.    There  is  yet 
One  moment  for  the  trembling  of  the  sword ; 
Their  doom  is  still  with  thee. 

Gon.  Why  should  this  man 
So  mock  us  with  the  semblance  of  our  kind! 
— ^Moor !  Moor !  thou  dost  too  daring  provoke^ 
In  thy  bold  cruelty,  th*  all-judging  One^ 
Who  visits  for  such  things !    Hast  thou  no  sense 
Of  thy  fraU  nature)    'Twill  be  taught  thee  yet; 
And  darkly  shall  the  anguish  of  my  soul. 
Darkly  and  heavily,  pour  itself  on  thine. 
When  thou  shalt  ciy  for  mercy  horn,  the  dust. 
And  be  denied ! 

Abd.  Nay,  is  it  not  thyself 
That  hast  no  mercy  and  no  love  within  theel 
These  are  thy  sons,  the  nurslings  of  thy  house; 
Speak  !  must  they  live  or  diel 

Ckm,  {in  violaU  emotion.)  Is  it  heaven's  will 
To  tiy  the  dust  it  kindles  for  a  day. 
With  infinite  agony  1    How  have  I  drawn 
This  chastening  on  my  head!     They  Uoom'd 

around  me. 
And  my  heart  grew  too  fearless  in  its  joy. 
Glorying  in  their  bri^t  promise  ! — If  we  &11, 
Is  there  no  pardon  for  our  feebleneas  1 

Hebnandbz,  without  tpeaking,  holde  vp  a  crom 

before  him. 

Abd.  Speak  ! 

Gon.  (tnaUking  the  crost,  and  lifting  it  up.)  Let 
the  earth  bo  shaken  through  its  depths, 
But  this  must  triimiph  ! 

Abd.  {coldly.)  Be  it  as  thou  wilt. 
— Unsheath  the  scimitar !  [To  hie  gwardi. 

Gar.  {to  QoNZALEZ.)  Away,  my  chief ! 
This  is  your  place  no  longer.    There  are  things 
No  human  heart,  though  battle-proof  as  yoois^ 
Unmadden'd  may  sustain. 

Gon.  Be  still !  I  have  now 
No  place  on  earth  but  this  ! 

Alph.  {from  beneaih)  Men  1  give  me  way, 
That  I  may  speak  forth  once  before  I  die ! 

Gar.  The  princely  boy ! — ^how  gallantly  his  brow 
Wears  its  high  nature  in  the  &oe  of  death ! 

Alph.  Father ! 

Gon.  My  son  !  my  son  ! — ^Mine  eldest^Murn  \ 

Alph.  Staybutupontheramparts!  Fearthoaoot 
— ^There  is  good  courage  in  me.    0  my  ftther ! 
I  will  not  shame  thee ! — only  let  me  fidl 
Knowing  thine  eye  looks  proudly  on  thy  dul<]» 
So  shall  my  heart  have  strength. 

Gon.  Would,  would  to  Qod, 


THE  SIEGE  OF  VALENCIA. 


285 


light  die  for  thee,  my  noble  boy  I 
0,  my  fidr  son ! 
Could  I  have  lived, 
bave  been  a  warrior !    Kow,  fiunewell ! 
upon  me  still ! — I  ^ill  not  blench 
e  keen  sabre  flashes.    Mark  me  well  f 
lids  shall  not  quiver  as  it  falls, 
wilt  look  upon  me  I 
o  Gonzalez.)  Nay,  my  lord  I 
i  bo  gone !    Thou  ocmA  not  bear  it ! 
'oaoel  [bear? 

h,  told  iku  how  much  man*s  heart  can 
ne  thine  arm — ^my  brain  whirls  fearfully — 
Jl  the  shades  close  round!  My  boy!  my 
>y! 

rt  thou  in  this  gloom  1 
iOt  us  go  hence ! 
dreadful  moment ! 
lush ! — what  saidst  thou? 
me  look  on  him ! — Dost  iktm  see  aught 
the  dull  mist  which  wraps  usi 
behold — 

thousand  Spaniards !  to  rush  down 

Thou  scest — My  heart  stands  still  to  hear 

lee  speak! 

seems  a  fearful  hush  upon  the  air, 

3  the  dead  of  night ! 

ilie  hosts  have  closed 

lie  spot  in  stillness.   Through  the  spears, 

hick  and  motionless,  I  see  him  not! 

►w 

Ic  bade  me  keep  mine  eye  upon  him, 
s  darkness  round  me ! — Now] 
L  sword, 

,  springs  upward,  like  a  lightning  burst, 
thedark  serriedmaas!    Its  cold  blue  glare 
ing  to  and  fro — ^'tis  vanish'd — hark ! 
heard  it,  yes ! — I  heard  the  dull  dead 
>und 

vily  broke  the  silence !  Didst  thou  speak  ? 
thy  words — come  nearer ! 
Fwas — 'tis  past ! — 

rdfeUfA^/  [blood! 

oiih  exultation.)  Flow  forth  thou  noble 
'  Spain's  ransom  and  deliverance,  flow 
'd  and  brightly  forth !  Thoukingly  stream ! 
our  heroes !  blood  of  martyrdom ! 
trough  BO  many  warrior-hearts  hast  pour'd 
r  currents,  and  hast  mode  our  hills 
hine  own  free  offering!  Bathe  the  land, — 
e  thou  shalt  not  sink !    Our  very  air 
e  thy  colouring,  and  our  loaded  skies 
nfidel  hang  dark  and  ominous, 
;tle-hue8  of  thee  t    And  thy  deep  voice. 


Rising  aboTe  them  to  the  judgmeni«eat, 
Shall  call  a  burst  of  gathered  Tengeance  down. 
To  sweep  th'  oppreesor  from  us !    For  thy  wave 
Hathmadehiagailt  run  o'erl  [dream! 

Gon,  {endeavouring  to  route  hinuelf.)  Tis  all  a 
There  is  not  one — ^no  hand  on  earth  oould  harm 
That  fiur  boy's  giacefulhead!   Why  look  you  thus? 

AbfL  (poMMg  to  Carlob.)  Christian !  e*en  yet 
thou  hast  a  son  I 

GoTL  ETenyet! 

Car,  My&ther!  take  me  from  these  fearful  men! 
Wilt  thou  not  save  me,  fetther  ?  [strength 

Cknu  {attempting  to  untheath  his  $word,)  Is  the 
From  mine  arm  shivered?    Gardas,  follow  mo ! 

Gar,  Whither,  my  chief  ? 

Gon,  Why,  we  can  die  as  well 
On  yonder  plain — ay,  a  spear's  thrust  will  do 
The  little  that  our  misexy  doth  require. 
Sooner  than  e'en  this  anguish  1    Life  is  best 
Thrown  from  us  in  such  moments. 

[  Voieet  heard  at  a  distance, 

ffer.  Hush !  what  strain 
Floats  on  the  wind? 

Gar,  Tis  the  Cid's  batUe-song! 
What  marvel  hath  been  wrought? 

Voices  approadiing  heard  in  chorus. 
The  Moor  is  on  his  way ! 
With  the  tambour-peal  and  the  tecbir«hout. 
And  the  horn  o'er  the  blue  seas  ringing  out, 
He  hath  marshall*d  his  dark  array ! 

XiHE5A  enters,  foUoved  ly  the  CitizenSj 
with  the  Banner, 

Xim,  Is  it  too  late? — ^My  &ther,  these  are  men 
Through  life  and  death  prepared  to  follow  thco 
Beneath  this  banner  1    Is  their  zeal  too  late? 
— Oh !  there's  a  fearful  histoxy  on  thy  brow ! 
What  hast  thou  seen? 

Gar,  It  is  not  aU  too  late. 

Xim,  My  brothers! 

/Tier.  All  is  welL 

{To  Qaboias.)  Hush  1  wouldst  thou  chill 
That  which  hath  sprung  within  them,  as  a  flame 
From  th'  altai^embers  mounts  in  sudden  brightnesa? 
I  say,  'tis  not  too  late,  ye  Qien  of  Spain ! 
On  to  the  rescue ! 

Xim,  Bless  me,  0  my  father ! 
And  I  will  hence,  to  aid  thee  with  my  prayers, 
Sending  my  spirit  with  thee  through  the  storm 
Lit  up  by  flashing  swords !  [spared? 

Gon,  (falling  upon  her  neck,)  Hath  aught  been 
Am  I  not  all  bereft?    Thou'rt  left  me  still  1 
Mine  own,  my  loreliest  one,  thou'rt  left  me  still! 
Farewell !— thy  fetther's  bloning^  and  thy  God'a^ 
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Be  with  thee,  my  XimftTia  I 

Xuik  Fare  thee  well  1 
I^  ere  thy  steps  tam  homewaid  firom  the  field. 
The  voice  is  hush'd  that  still  hath  weloomed  thee. 
Think  of  me  in  thy  victory  1 

Her.  Peace !  no  more  I 
ThiB  is  no  time  to  melt  our  nature  down 
To  a  soft  stream  of  tears  I    Be  of  strong  heart ! 
Give  me  the  banner !  Swell  the  song  again ! 
CiU.      Ere  night  must  swords  be  red ! 
It  is  not  an  hour  for  knells  and  tears. 
But  for  helmets  bnoed  and  serried  speare ! 
To-morrow  for  the  dead ! 

[ExewiU  owMMs, 

ScKNX  YIIL—Brfore  tie  AUar  cfa  CkurdL 
"EuasA  rites  from  the  iUpe  qfthe  AUar, 

Elm,  The  clouds  are  fearful  that  o*erhang  thy 

ways, 
O  thou  mysterious  heaven !    It  cannot  be 
That  I  have  drawn  the  vials  of  thy  wrath 
To  burst  upon  me,  through  the  lifting  up 
Of  a  proud  heart  elate  in  happiness ! 
No !  in  my  day's  full  noon,  for  me  life's  flowers 
But  wreath*d  a  cup  of  trembling;  and  the  love. 
The  boundless  love,  my  spirit  was  form'd  to  bear. 
Hath  ever,  in  its  place  of  silence,  been 
A  trouble  and  a  shadow,  tinging  thought 
With  hues  too  deep  for  joy  I    I  never  look'd 
On  my  fair  children,  in  their  buoyant  mirth 
Or  sunny  sleep,  when  all  the  gentle  air 
Seem*d  glowing  with  their  quiet  blessedness, 
But  o'er  my  soul  there  came  a  shuddering  sense 
Of  earth,  and  its  pale  changes;  e'en  like  that 
AVliich  vaguely  mingles  with  our  glorious  dreams — 
A  restless  and  disturbing  consdousnees     [shrunk 
That  the  bright  things  must  fiide !    How  have  I 
From  the  duU  murmur  of  th'  unquiet  voice. 
With  its  low  tokens  of  mortality. 
Till  my  heart  fainted  midst  their  smiles  ! — their 

smiles !  [go  down 

Where  are  those  glad  looks  now  1 — Could  they 
With  all  their  joyous  light,  that  seem'd  not  earth's, 
To  the  cold  grave  ]    My  children  ! — ^righteous 

heaven  ! 
There  floats  a  dark  remembrance  o'er  my  brain 
Of  one  who  told  me,  with  relentless  eye. 
That  thie  should  be  the  hour ! 

XiMEKA  eiUen. 

Xim.  They  are  gone  forth 
Unto  the  rescue  ! — strong  in  heart  and  hope. 


Faithful,  though  few ! — ^My  mother,  lei  thy  pnym 
Call  on  the  land's  good  saints  to  lift  once  more 
The  sword  and  cross  that  sweep  the  fidd  for  fi^ain, 
As  in  old  battle ;  so  thine  arms  e'en  yei 
May  clasp  thy  sons  I    For  me^  my  part  ia  doos  1 
The  flame  which  dimly  mig^t  have  lingai'd  yet 
A  little  while,  hath  gathered  all  its  raya 
Brightly  to  sink  at  once.    And  it  is  well  I 
The  shadows  are  around  me :  to  thy  heart 
Fold  me,  that  I  may  die. 

JSlm,  My  child  !  what  dream 
Is  on  thy  soul  1    Even  now  thine  aqped  weaa 
Life'a  brightest  inspiration  ! 

Xim,  Death's ! 

Mm,  Away  ! 
Thine  eye  hath  stany  clearness ;  and  thy  dbeek 
Doth  glow  beneath  it  with  a  richer  hue, 
Than  tinged  its  earliest  flower  I 

Xim.  It  well  may  be  t 
There  are  &r  deeper  and  for  warmer  hnet 
Than  those  which  draw  their  colouring  from  iSk$ 

founts 
Of  youth,  or  health,  or  hope. 

Elm,  Nay,  speak  not  thus  ! 
There's  that  about  thee  shining  which  would  send 
E'en  through  my  heart  a  sunny  glow  of  joy, 
Were 't  not  for  these  sad  words.    The  dim  cold  air 
And  solemn  light,  which  wrap  these,  tombi  and 

shrines 
As  a  pale  gleaming  shroud,  seem  kindled  up 
With  a  young  spirit  of  ethereal  hope 
Caught  from  thy  mien ! — Oh  no !  this  is  not  death! 

Xim.  Why  should  not  He,  whose  toudi  dis- 
solves our  chain. 
Put  on  his  robes  of  beauty  when  he  comes 
As  a  deliverert    He  hath  many  forms — 
They  should  not  all  be  fearful !    If  hia  adl 
Be  but  our  gathering  to  that  distant  land. 
For  whose  sweet  waters  wo  have  pined  with  thin^ 
Why  should  not  its  prophetic  sense  be  bome 
Into  the  heart's  deep  stillness,  with  a  breath 
Of  summer-winds,  a  voice  of  melody. 
Solemn,  yet  lovely  !     Mother,  I  depart ! — 
Bo  it  thy  comfort,  in  the  afterdays. 
That  thou  hast  seen  me  thus  ! 

Elm.  Distract  me  not 
With  such  wild  fears  !    Can  I  bear  on  with  lifo 
When  thou  art  gonel — thy  voice,  thy  step,  tfaj 

smile, 
Paas'd  from  my  path  I    Alas  !  even  now  thine  eja 
Is  changed — ^thy  cheek  is  foding  ! 

Xim.  Ay,  the  clouds 
Of  the  dim  hour  are  gathering  o'er  my 
And  yet  I  fear  not,  for  the  God  of  Help 
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in  that  quiet  darkness  !    It  may  aoothe 
»e8,  my  mother  I  if  I  tell  thee  now 
hat  glad  calmneaB  I  behold  the  veil 
between  me  and  the  world,  wherein 
rt  80  ill  hath  reeted. 
Thine! 

Rejoice 

that,  when  the  garhmd  of  her  life 
ghtedy  and  the  tunings  of  hope  were  dried, 
d  her  Bummona  hence ;  and  had  no  time, 

the  canker  at  th'  impatient  heart, 
ler ;  sorrowing  for  that  gift  of  heaven, 
lent  one  moment  of  existence  light 
mm*d  the  rest  for  ever  ! 
How  is  this  ) 
d,  what  mean*st  thou  ? 

Mother  !  I  have  loved, 
en  beloved  !    The  sunbeam  of  an  hour, 
g;ave  life's  hidden  treasures  to  mine  eye, 

lay  shining  in  their  secret  founts, 
at  and  left  them  colourless.    'Tis  past — 
lat  remains  on  earth  1    The  rainbow  mist 
K  which  I  gazed,  hath  melted,  and  my  sight 
d  to  look  on  all  things  as  they  are  ! — 
)  is  fiir  too  mournful !    Life's  dark  gift 
ll*n  too  early  and  too  cold  upon  me  ! — 
re  I  would  go  bonce  I 
And  thou  hast  loved 


en 

Oh  t  pardon,  pardon  that  I  veQ'd 
ughts  from  thee  !    But  thou  hadst  woes 
inough, 

ne  came  o'er  me  when  thy  soul  had  need 
I  than  mortal  strength !    For  I  had  scarce 
be  deep  consciousness  that  I  was  loved 
ire*s  place  witlun  my  secret  hearty 
arth's  brief  joy  went  from  me  I 

Twasatmom 
le  warriors  to  their  field  go  forth, 
— ^my  chosen — ^was  there  amongst  the  rest, 
is  young,  glorious  brow !    I  looVd  again  : 
tfo  grew  dark  beneath  me — but  his  plume 
free  above  the  lances.    Tet  again — 
;onedown  !  and  steeds  were  trampling  o'er 
>t  to  which  mine  eyes  were  riveted, 
ided  by  th'  intenseness  of  their  gaze ! — 
sn — at  last — I  hurried  to  the  gate, 
$t  him  there  1 — ^I  met  him ! — on  his  shield, 
th  Mb  cloven  helm,  and  shivered  sword, 
rk  hair  steep'd  in  blood!    They  bore  him 
xist : 

! — I  saw  his  fice  I    Oh  1  such  a  death 
fesrfiil  changes  on  the  fiur  of  earth, 
de  of  woman's  eye  ! 


Wm,  Sweet  dan^ter,  peace  ! 
Wake  not  the  dark  remembrance ;  for  thy 

Xtm.  There  will  be  peace  ere  long.   I  shut  my 
hearty 
Even  ta  a  tomb,  o'er  that  lone  silent  grie( 
That  I  might  i^Nure  it  thee  1 — ^But  now  the  hour 
Is  come,  when  that>  which  would  have  jtooed  thy 

soul. 
Shall  be  its  healing  balm.    Oh  I  weep  thou  not, 
Save  with  a  gentle  sorrow  I 

Mm.  Mustitbef 
Art  thou  indeed  to  leave  mel 

Xun.  (eruZ^Mi^Z^.)  Be  thou  glad  ! 
I  say,  rej<nce  above  thy  favoured  child  ! 
Joy,  for  the  soldier  when  his  field  is  fought^ 
Joy,  for  the  peasant  when  his  vintage-task 
Is  closed  at  eve ! — But  most  of  all  for  her. 
Who,  when  her  lifehad  dianged  its  glittering  robes 
For  the  dull  garb  of  sorrow,  which  doth  ding 
So  heavily  around  the  joumeyers  on. 
Cast  down  its  weight — and  slept ! 

Elm.  Alas  !  thine  eye 
Is  wandering — ^yet  how  brightly !    Is  this  death  t 
Or  some  high  wondrous  vision  1    Speak,  my  child ! 
How  Ib  it  with  thee  now  1 

Xtm.  (wildly.)  I  see  it  still ! 
'Tis  floating,  like  a  glorious  doud  on  high. 
My  father's  banner  t    Heai^st  thou  not  a  sound  1 
The  trumpet  of  Castile!    Praise,  pnise  to  heaven! 
— Now  may  the  weary  rest ! — ^Be  still ! — ^Who  calls 
The  night  so  fearfull [She  diet. 

Elm.  No  f  she  is  not  dead ! 
Ximena ! — spesk  to  me  !    Oh  yet  a  tone 
From  that  sweet  voice,  that  I  may  gather  in 
One  more  remembrance  of  its  lovely  sound. 
Ere  the  deep  silence  &11 1    What,  is  all  hush'd  t — 
No,  no  ! — it  cannot  be  !    How  should  we  bear 
The  dark  misgivings  of  our  souls,  if  heaven 
Left  not  such  beings  with  us  1    But  is  this 
Her  wonted  look  ? — too  sad  a  quiet  lies 
On  its  dim  fearful  beauty  !    Speak,  Ximena  ! 
Speak  !    My  heart  dies  within  me  !    She  is  gone. 
With  all  her  blessed  smiles !    My  child !  my  chfld ! 
Where  art  thou  I — Where  is  that  which  answered 
me,  [move  1 

From  thy  soft-shining  eyes! — Hush !  doth  she 
One  light  lock  seom'd  to  tremble  on  her  brow, 
As  a  pulse  throbb'd  beneath ; — ^'twas  but  the  voice 
Of  my  despair  that  stirr'd  it !    She  is  gone  ! 

[She  throwt  hendfon  the  hodyL 

Gonzalez  entert  wounded. 

Elm.  {riiing  at  he  ofiproachet.)  1  must  not  now 
be  seom'd ! — No,  not  a  look. 
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A  whisper  of  reproach !  ^Behold  my  woe  ! — 
Thou  canst  not  scorn  me  now ! 

6rOfk  Hast  thou  heard  aJO,  t 

Elm,  Thy  daughter  on  my  bosom  laid  her  head. 
And  pass'd  away  to  rest  I    Behold  her  there^ 
Even  such  as  death  hath  made  her  !^ 

Ckm.  abendingover'XiMXSA'Bbody,)  Thou  art  gone 
A  little  while  before  me,  0  my  child  1 
Why  should  the  trayeller  weep  to  part  with  those. 
That  scarce  an  hour  will  reach  their  promised  land. 
Ere  he  too  cast  his  pilgrim  staff  away. 
And  spread  his  couch  beside  them  1 

Elm.  Must  it  be 
Henceforth  enough  that  anee  a  thing  so  fair 
Had  its  bright  place  amongst  us !    Is  this  all 
Left  for  the  years  to  oomet    We  will  not  stay  ! 
Earth's  chain  each  hour  grows  weaker. 

Cfon.  (HiUffaangvponXntKSA.)  And thou'rt  laid 
To  slumber  in  the  shadow,  blessed  child  ! 
Of  a  yet  stainless  altar,  and  beside 
A  sainted  warrior's  tomb  !    Oh,  fitting  place 
For  thee  to  yield  thy  pure  heroic  soul 
Back  unto  him  that  gave  it !    And  thy  cheek 
Yet  smiles  in  its  bright  paleness  I 

Elm,  Hadst  thou  seen 
The  look  with  which  she  pass'd  ! 

Gon.  {ttSl  bending  over  her.)  Why,  'tis  almost 
Lake  joy  to  view  thy  beautifid  repose  ! 
The  fiixied  image  of  that  perfect  calm 
Floats,  e'en  as  long-fotgotten  music,  back 
Into  my  weary  heart !    No  dark  wild  spot 
On  thy  clear  brow  doth  tell  of  bloody  hands   [seen 
That  quench'd  young  life  by  violence  !    We  've 
Too  much  of  horror,  in  one  crowded  hour. 
To  weep  for  aught  so  gently  gather'd  hence  ! 
— Oh  !  man  leaves  other  traces  ! 

Elm.  {suddenly  starting.)  It  returns 
On  my  bewildered  soul  1    Went  ye  not  forth 
Unto  the  rescue  1    And  thou'rt  here  alone  ! 
— ^Where  are  my  sons  1 

Gon.  (tolemnly.)  We  were  too  late  ! 

Elm.  Too  late ! 
Hast  thou  naught  else  to  tell  me  1 

Gon.  I  brought  back 
From  that  last  field  the  banner  of  my  sires, 
And  my  own  death-wound. 

Elm.  Thine  1 

Gon.  Another  hour 
Shall  hush  its  throbs  for  ever.    I  go  hence. 
And  with  me 

Elm.    No  !    Man  could  not  lift  his  hands — 


I  «  La  ToOi,  telle  que  la  mort  nons  I'm  faite  !**— Bossurr, 
Oraitam  FimHnts. 


Where  hast  thou  left  thy  sons  ? 

Gon.  I  have  no  sons. 

^iik  What  hast  thou  said  t 

Gon.  That  now  there  lives  not  one 
To  wear  the  gloxy  of  mine  andent  houses 
When  I  am  gone  to  rest 

Elm.  {throwing  hen^  on  the  grownd,  and  9edb> 
ing  in  a  low  hurried  voiee.) 
In  one  brief  hour,  all  gone  1 — and  mcA-  a  death! 
I  see  their  blood  gush  forth ! — their  graceful  heads! 
— ^Take  the  dark  vision  from  me,  0  my  God ! 
And  such  a  death  for  them  /    I  was  not  there  I 
They  were  but  mine  in  beauty  and  in  joy. 
Not  in  that  mortal  anguish !  All,  all  gone! — 
Why  should  I  struggle  morel — What  tt  fhii 

Power, 
Against  whose  might,  on  all  sides  pressing  us, 
We  strive  with  fierce  impatience,  which  but  lap 
Our  own  fiail  spirits  prostrate  1 

(After  a  long  pauae.)  Now  I  know 
Thy  hand,  my  Gk>d ! — and  they  are  soonest  cmsb'd 
That  most  withstand  it !    I  restst  no  more. 

[laurim 
A  light,  a  light  springs  up  from  grief  and  detA, 
Which  with  its  solemn  radiance  doth  reveal 
Why  we  have  thus  been  tried ! 

Gon.  Then  I  may  still 
Fix  my  last  look  on  thee,  in  holy  love. 
Parting,  but  yet  with  hope  ! 

Elm.  (falling  at  hitfeeL)  Canst  thou  foigire! 
Oh,  I  have  driven  the  arrow  to  thy  hearty 
That  should  have  buried  it  within  mine  own. 
And  borne  the  pang  in  silence  !    I  have  cast 
Thy  life's  fidr  honour,  in  my  wild  despair. 
As  an  imvalued  gem  upon  the  waves,         [earth. 
Whence  thou  hast  snatch'd  it  back,  to  bear  from 
All  stainless,  on  thy  breast  Well  hast  thou  done-" 
But  I — canst  thou  foigive  ? 

Gon,  Within  this  hour 
Fve  stood  upon  that  verge  whence  mortals  &I], 
And  leam'dhow 'tis  with  one  whose  aghtgrowsdin^ 
And  whose  foot  trembles  on  the  gulTs  dark  sidfr 
Death  purifies  all  feeling :  we  will  part 
In  pity  and  in  love. 

Elm.  Death  !    And  thou  too 
Art  on  thy  way !    Oh,  joy  for  thee,  high  heart! 
Qlory  and  joy  for  thee !    The  day  is  dosed. 
And  well  and  nobly  hast  thou  borne  thyself 
Through  its  long  battle-toils,  though  many  swords 
Have  entered  thine  own  soul  I    But  on  my  head 
Recoil  the  fierce  invokings  of  despair. 
And  I  am  left  fiur  distanced  in  the  race. 
The  lonely  one  of  earth  !    Ay,  this  is  just 
I  am  not  worthy  that  upon  my  breast 
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\,  thine  hour  of  victory,  thou  sho^ldst  yield 
>irit  unto  Qod  I 
Thou  art  \  thou  art ! 
life's  love,  a  heart's  long  faithfulness, 
n  the  presence  of  eternal  things, 
ig  their  chasten'd  beauty  all  undimm'd, 
their  lofty  claims ;  and  these  are  not 
e  dark  hour  to  cancel !    We  are  here, 
that  altar  which  received  the  vows 
unbroken  youth ;  and  meet  it  is 
ch  a  witness,  in  the  sight  of  heaven, 
I  the  face  of  death,  whose  shadowy  arm 
dim  between  us,  to  record  th'  exchange 
tried  hearts'  forgiveness.    Who  are  they, 

I  one  path  have  joumey'd,  needing  not 
Bnessatitsdose'? 

A  CrnzsN  eiUen  hastily. 

The  Moors !  the  Moors  ! 
How  !  is  the  city  storm'd  1 
:eous  heaven  I  for  this  I  look'd  not  yet ! 

II  been  done  in  vaini   Why,  then,  'tis  time 
lyer,  and  then  to  rest ! 

The  sun  shall  set, 

)t  a  Christian  voice  be  left  for  prayer, 
it,  within  Valencia.  Round  our  walls 
lynim  host  is  gathering  for  th'  assault, 
e  have  none  to  guard  them. 

Then  my  place 
I  no  longer.    I  had  hoped  to  die 
r  the  altar  and  the  sepulchre 
brave  sires ;  but  this  was  not  to  be  ! 
le  my  sword  again,  and  lead  me  hence 
>  the  ramparts.    I  have  yet  an  hour, 
hath  still  high  duties.    Now,  my  wife ! 
Qother  of  my  children — of  the  dead — 
I  name  unto  thee  in  steadfiist  hope — 
U! 

No,  not  &rewell !    My  soul  hath  risen 
«  itself  with  thine ;  and  by  thy  side, 
;  the  hurling  lances,  I  will  stand, 
on  whom  a  brave  man's  love  hath  been 
I  not  utterly. 

I  thank  thee,  heaven ! 
have  tasted  of  the  awfbl  joy 
thou  host  given,  to  temper  hours  like  this 
deep  sense  of  thee,  and  of  thine  ends 
e  dread  visitings ! 

<Ib  Elmina.)    We  will  not  part, 
Ji  the  spirit's  parting. 

One  fiureweU 

,  that,  mantled  with  sad  loveliness, 
lumber  at  our  feet !    My  blessed  child  ! 
i  thy  heart's  affliction  thou  wert  strong. 


And  holy  courage  did  pervade  thy  woe. 
As  light  the  troubled  waters !    Be  at  peace ! 
Thou  whose  bright  spirit  made  itself  the  soul 
Of  all  that  were  around  thee  !    And  thy  life 
E'en  then  was  struck  and  withering  at  the  core ! 
Farewell  1  thy  parting  look  hath  on  me  Mien, 
E'en  as  a  gleam  of  heaven,  and  I  am  now 
More  like  what  thou  hast  been.  Mysoulishush'd; 
For  a  still  sense  of  purer  worlds  hath  sunk 
And  settled  on  its,  depths  with  that  last  smile 
Which  fhmi  thine  eye  shone  forth.    Thou  hast 

not  lived 
In  vain  I    My  child,  &rewell  t 

Oon,  Surely  for  thee 
Death  had  no  sting,  Ximena  1    We  are  blest 
To  learn  one  secret  of  the  shadowy  pass, 
From  such  an  aspect's  calmness.    Tet  once  more 
I  kiss  thy  pale  young  cheek,  my  broken  flower ! 
In  token  of  th'  xmdying  love  and  hope 
Whose  land  is  &r  away.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  IX.— ^<  waUt  of  the  city. 
Hebnakdez — A  few  citixeiu  gathered  round  him. 

Her,  Why,  men  have  cast  the  treasures,  which 

their  lives 
Had  been  worn  down  in  gathering,  on  the  pyre ; 
Ay,  at  their  household  hearths  have  lit  the  brand. 
Even  fh>m  that  shrine  of  quiet  love  to  bear 
The  flame  which  gave  their  temples  and  their 

homes 
In  Ashes  to  the  winds !    They  have  done  this, 
Making  a  blasted  void  where  once  the  sun 
Look'd  upon  lovely  dwellings ;  and  fiom  earth 
Razing  all  record  that  on  such  a  spot 
Childhood  hath  sprung,  age  faded,  misery  wept. 
And  frail  humanity  knelt  before  her  Qod : 
They  have  done  this,  in  their  free  nobleness. 
Rather  than  see  the  spoiler^s  tread  pollute 
Their  holy  places.    Praise,  high  praise  be  theirs. 
Who  have  left  man  such  lessons  1  And  these  things, 
Made  your  own  hills  their  witnesses !    The  sky. 
Whose  arch  bends  o'er  you,  and  the  seas,  wherein 
Tour  rivers  pour  their  gold,  rqoidng  saw 
The  altar,  and  the  birthplace,  and  the  tomb. 
And  all  memorials  of  man's  heart  and  fieuth. 
Thus  proudly  honoured  I    Be  ye  not  outdone 
By  the  departed !    Though  the  godless  foe 
Be  dose  upon  us^  we  have  power  to  snatch 
The  spoils  of  victory  from  him.    Be  but  strong  I 
A  few  bri^t  torches  and  brief  moments  yet 
Shall  baffle  his  flush'd  hope;  and  we  may  die, 
lAughing  him  unto  sooni.    Rise,  follow  m^  1 
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And  thouy  Valencia  I  triumph  in  th  j  fiite — 
The  ruin,  not  the  yoke;  and  rndka  thj  towen 
A  beaoon  unto  Spain  i 

C^  WeOl  follow  thee  t 
AIm  1  for  oar  foir  eity,  and  the  hooMS 
Wherein  -we  reared  oar  ohildrai  1    Bat  vmrnj  1 
The  Moor  ahall  plant  no  Creaoent  o'er  our  fonea ! 

FoMB.  (yroi  g  <o«€r  on  tiba  wffr)  SaoeoaiaJ — 
Caatilel  Cbrtilef 

OUm.  (maltii^  <»  fft«  jpoC)  Itiaefvin! 
Now  Niwing  be  to  heaTen,  foriro  azo  Hired ! 
Gestae !  Castile  1 

YfAct,  (from  the  Unoer)  lineafter  line  of  qpean, 
Lanoe  after  lance,  upon  th*  horiwm'a  p^i^t, 
Like  foetal  Hghta  from  dtiaa  hontiDtg  up^ 
Doth  skirt  the  ]^ain.    In  &!&,  a  noUo  boat  1 

AmAervtiot.  The Ifoor hath tom'd him foon 
cmr  walli^  to  front 
Th'  advancing  mig^  of  Spain  I 

Ote.  (fhouHng.)  Castile  I  Caatilo ! 

QoNZALiz  eiUen,  tupported  by  Elhdt  a  amd 

aeUiagm, 

GotL  What  shoutB  of  joy  are  these  1 

ffer.  Hail !  chieftaiTi,  hail  t 
Thna,  eyen  in  death,  'tia  given  thee  to  looeiva 
The  conqueror's  crown  !    Behold  onr  Qod  hath 
heard,  [oome! 

And  arm'd  himself  with  vengeance  I    Lo  !  they 
The  lanoes  of  Castile  ! 

0(m,  I  knew,  I  knew. 
Thou  wouldst  not  utterly,  my  God  !  fonake 
Thy  aervant  in  his  need  I    My  blood  and  tears 
Have  not  simk  vainly  to  th'  attesting  earth. 

Praise  to  Thee,  thanks  and  praise,  that  I  have  lived 
To  see  this  hour  I 

Mm.  And  I,  too,  bless  thy  name, 
Though  thou  hast  proved  me  unto  agony ! 

0  God . — thou  God  of  chantrning  I 
Voice,  (from  the  tower.)  They  move  on ! 

1  see  the  royal  banner  in  the  air. 
With  its  embikzon'd  towers  ! 

Cfon.  Go,  bring  ye  forth 
The  banner  of  the  Cid,  and  plant  it  here. 
To  stream  above  me,  for  an  answering  sign 
That  the  good  Cross  doth  hold  its  lofty  place 
Within  Yaloncia  still !    What  see  you  now  1 

ffer.  I  see  a  kingdom's  might  upon  its  pacth. 
Moving,  in  terrible  magnificence. 
Unto  revenge  and  victory  !    Wi^  the  flash 
Of  knightly  swords^  np^pringing  foom  the  ranks» 
As  meteors  from  a  still  and  gloomy  deep. 
And  with  the  waving  of  ten  thonsand  plumes^ 
like  eland's  harveat  in  the  autamnwin^ 


And  with  fierce  h^t,  which  ia  not  of  the  8B^ 
But  flung  from  sheets  of  stec 
The  vengeance  of  our  Qod ! 

Oon.  I  hear  it  now. 
The  heavy  tread  of  mail-dad  nui]titoda% 
Like  thnnderohowerB  upaa  tha  foreii  paiha 

ffer.  Ay,  earth  knowa  well  tho  omon  of  that 
aoond; 
And  she  hath  echoe%  Ifloa  aaepnlidira*^ 
Pent  in  her  secret  hollowly  to  raspond 
Unto  the  atep  of  deaiOi  1 

6bii.  Haikl  howtfaowind 
Swella  proudly  with  the  battlo«iaroh  of  Spoial 
Now  the  heart  feeb  ila  powor  I    A  Htklo  n^ila 
Grant  me  to  live,  my  God!    What  paoM  ia  tfaii! 

Eer.  A  deep  and  dreadful  one  1  ThoaaniadfiM 
Level  their  speaza  for  combat;  now  the  hoata 
Look  on  each  other  in  their  brooding  wrath. 
Silent^  and  foce  to 


Voioa  heard  wUhoui,  Aamtmg. 

Calm  on  the  boeom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spirit!  rest  thee  now! 
E'en  while  with  oara  thy  footafcepa  tradt 
■eal  waa  on  thy  brow. 


Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  I 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high  1 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death 

No  more  may  foar  to 


Elm.  (to  GoxxaLEE.)  It  is  the  doath-hynm  o'ar 
thy  daughter^  bier ! 
But  I  am  calm ;  and  e'en  like  gentle  winds. 
That  music,  through  the  atillneaa  of  my  haail^ 
Sends  moumfrd  peace. 

Oon.  Oh  !  well  those  solemn  tones 
Acoord  with  such  an  hour,  for  all  her  life 
Breathed  of  a  hero's  aoul  i 

[A  totmd  qf  trumpets  omd  Aoulmgfrom  tkepUkU 


Eer.  Now,  now  they  dose ! 

dull  dead  soimd 
Is  in  the  Moorish  warehoot  1    I  have  knovm 
Such  tones  prophetic  oft    l^e  dioek  ia  gii 
Lo  I  they  have  placed  their  ahiakb 

hearts, 
And  lowered  their  lanoes  with  the  ilreaiuen  on, 
And  on  their  steedsbent  forward !     Gk>df<orSpainl 
The  first  bright  sparks  of  battle  hsfo 
From  spear  to  i^>e8r,  across  the  glaaiming  field ! 
There  is  no  sight  on  which  the  bhae  tkj  looki 
To  match  with  this  I    lis  not  the  gallaiBt 
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en  with  their  glorious  blazonry ; 
nature  and  high  aoul  of  man 
'reveal  itself! 
by  niifle  mo  up, 

17  look  upon  the  noble  scone  ! — 
t  be  I — That  this  dull  mist  would  'pass 
ifrommysightl    Whence rosethat shout, 
30  triumph? 

kuping  kU  hands.)  Htut  I  look  on  this? 
er  sinks — ^*tis  taken  I 
Tiosel 
i8tile*s! 

God  of  Battles! 
ilm  thy  noble  heart ; 
not  pass  away  without  thy  meed, 
thee  on  my  bosom, 
leer  thee  yet ! 

ts  have  spurred  to  reacne.    There  is  now 
k  mingling  of  all  terrible  thinj^ 
appalling  than  the  fierce  distinctness 
h  they  mored  before  !    I  see  tall  plumes 
tossing  o'er  the  battle's  tide, 
'  the  wrathful  motion,  and  the  press 
ite  mon,  as  cedar  boughs  by  storms, 
bite  streamer  there  is  dyed  with  blood, 
Ise  corslet  broken,  many  a  shield 
rough!    Now, shout forSantiago,Bhout! 
ins  with  a  moment  s  brightness  deare 
ening  dust,  and  barded  steeds  go  down 
*  helm'd  riders  !    Who,  but  One,  can  tell 
ts  part  amidst  that  fearful  rush 
pling-K>n  of  furious  multitudes  ? 
lourt  silent ! — See'st  thou  moret    My 
l1  grows  dark. 

id  dark  and  troubled,  as  an  angry  set, 
ome  gaUaat  armament  in  scorn 
s  rocks,  is  all  on  which  I  gaze  1 
tell  thee  how  tall  spears  are  crossed, 
s  seem  to  shiver,  and  proud  helms 
1  with  the  stroke  !    But  round  the  spot 
:e  a  storm-fell'd  mast,  our  standard  aaok, 
of  battle  bums, 
here  is  that  spot] 
is  beneath  the  lonely  tuft  of  palms, 
heir  green  heads  o'er  the  tumult  still, 
ad  stately  grace. 
iere  didst  thou  say? 
.  is  with  us,  and  we  must  prevail ! 
at  spot  they  died:  my  chUdien's  blood 
b'  avenger  thence  1 


mmftanoe  is  recorded  of  King  Don  Alfonso,  the 
uune.  He  sent  to  the  eld's  tomb  for  the  cross 
mtfrior  was  aocattoined  to  wetr  upon  his  brcAst 


Elm,  lliey  perish'd  tiiere ! 
— And  the  bri^t  locks  that  waved  so  joyously 
To  the  fbee  winds,  lay  trampled  and  defiled 
Even  on  that  plaoe  <^  death  1    0  Mercilul  t 
Hush  the  dark  thought  within  me  t 

Rer.  {with  §nddfm  €xultati<m.)  Who  is  he, 
On  the  white  steed,  and  with  the  castled  helm. 
And  the  gold-broider'd  mantle,  which  doth  float 
ETen  like  a  sunny  doud  above  the  fight ;  [JB^eams 
And  the  pale  cross,  which  from  his  breast^piate 
With  star-like  radiaaoe? 

Gon,  (eagpcrfy.)  Didst  thou  say  the  cross! 

Ifer.  On  his  mail'd  bosom  shines  a  broad  white 


And  his  long  plumage  through  the  dari^'ning  air 
Streams  like  a  snow-wreathi 

Oon.  That  should  be — 

ffer.  The  king ! 
Was  it  not  told  to  us  how  he  sent,  of  late. 
To  the  Cid's  tomb,  e'en  for  the  silver  cross, 
Which  ho  who  slumbers  there  was  wont  to  bind 
O'er  his  bravo  heart  in  fight  ?^ 

Oon.  {springing  vpjoijfully.)  My  king !  my  king  I 
Kow  all  good  saints  for  Spain  I    My  noble  king ! 
And  thou  art  there !     That  I  might  look  once  more 
Upon  thy  fuse !    But  yet  I  thank  thee,  heaven  I 
That  thou  hast  sent  him,  from  my  dying  hands 
Thus  to  receive  his  city  ! 

[He  tifda  bad:  into  £xjiina*s  arms. 

Her,  He  hath  clear'd 
A  pathway  midst  the  combat^  and  the  light 
Fdlows  his  diarge  through  yon  dose  living  maao^ 
Fen  as  a  g^leam  on  some  proud  vessel's  wake 
Along  the  stormy  waters  !    Tis  rcdeem'd — 
The  castled  banner ;  it  is  fiung  once  more. 
In  joy  and  glory,  to  the  sweeping  winds  ! 
There  seemsa  wavering  through  thePaynimhost^-* 
Castile  doth  press  them  sore — ^now,  now  rqoice  1 

Oon.  What  hast  thou  seen ! 

Her.  Abdullah  fells  !    Ho  falls  ! 
The  man  of  blood  1 — the  spoiler !— he  hath  sunk 
In  our  king's  path  1    Well  hath  that  royal  sword 
Avenged  thy  cause,  Gonzalez  ! 

They  give  way. 
The  Crescout's  van  is  broken  !    On  the  hillsy 
And  the  dark  pine-woods,  may  the  infidd 
Call  vainly,  in  his  agony  of  fear. 
To  cover  him  finom  vengeance  !    Lo  !  they  fly ! 
They  of  the  forest  and  the  wHdemess 
Are  Bcatter'dy  e'en  as  leaves  upon  the  wind  ! 


when  he  wvoi  to  battle,  and  had  it  made  into  one  for  himself, 
*'  beouse  of  the  faith  whioh  be  had,  that  through  It  he 
sliould  obtain  the  victoi7.'*--SouTBXY'e  Chrmtde<irth€  Cid. 
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Woe  to  the  sons  of  Afric  t    Let  the  plains. 
And  the  Tine  mountains,  and  Hesperian  seas, 
Take  their  dead  unto  them ! — that bloodshall wash 
Our  soil  from  stains  of  bondage. 

Gon,  {attempting  to  roue  kmueff.)  Set  me  free  ! 
Come  with  me  forth,  for  I  must  greet  my  king, 
After  his  battle-field ! 

ffer.  Oh,  blest  in  death  I 
Chosen  of  heayen,  fiirewell !    Look  on  the  Crosa^ 
And  part  from  earth  in  peace  I 

Gon,  Now,  charge  once  more ! 
God  is  with  Spain,  and  Santiago's  sword 
Is  reddening  aU  the  air  I    Shout  forth  "CastOe  r 
The  day  is  ours  !    I  go ;  but  fear  ye  not ! 
For  Afric's  lance  is  broken,  and  my  sons 
HaYe  won  their  first  good  field !  [ffe  diet. 

Elm.  Look  on  me  yet ! 
Speak  one  &rewell,  my  husband ! — must  thy  voice 
Enter  my  soul  no  more  !    Thine  eye  is  fix'd — 
Now  is  my  life  uprooted — and  'tis  welL 

\A  »(mnd  of  triumphant  music  is  heard,  and  many 
CastUian  Knights  and  Soldiers  enter.] 

A  CiL  Hush  your  triumphal  sounds,  although 
ye  come 
E'en  as  deliverers !    But  the  noble  dead,  [hearts 
And  those  that  mourn  them,  claim  from  human 
Deep  silent  reverence. 

[critical  AmrOTATIOKS  ON  THK  **  SIKOK  OP  VALBKCIA.*' 

"Of  *The  Siege  of  Valencia*  we  aay  little,  for  we  by  no  means 
consider  tt  as  the  happiest  of  Mrs  Heoians's  efforts.  Not 
that  it  does  not  contain,  nay,  abound  witli  fine  pssBSjinii ;  but 
the  whole  wants  vigour,  coherence,  and  oompreasion.  The 
story  is  meagre,  and  the  dialogue  too  diffuse." — The  Rxv.  Dr 
MomxHSAD  in  ConsiabWs  Magazine/or  Srptember  1823. 

**  The  'Tales  and  Historic  Scenes,'  *  Tlie  Sceptic,'  *  The 
Welsh  Melodies,'  *The  Siege  of  Ya]encia,*and  *The  Vespers  of 
Palermo,*  **  says  Delta,  **  may  an  be  referred  to  this  epoch  of  her 
litcraiy  career,  and  are  characterind  by  beauties  of  a  high  and 
peculiar  stamp.  With  reference  to  the  two  latter,  it  must  be 
owned,  that  if  the  genius  of  Mrs  Hemans  was  not  essentially 
dramatic,  yet  that  both  abound  with  high  and  magnificent 
bursts  of  poetry.  It  was  not  easy  to  adapt  her  fine  taste  and 
uniformly  hi|^-toned  sentiment  to  the  varied  aspects  of  life 
and  character  necessary  to  the  success  of  scenic  exhibition  ; 
and  she  must  have  been  aware  of  tlie  difficulties  that  sur- 
rounded her  in  that  path.  If  these  cannot,  therefore,  be 
considered  as  successfid  tragedies,  they  hold  their  pbu»s  as 
dramatic  poems  of  rich  and  rare  poetic  beauty.  Indeed,  it 
would  be  difficult,  from  the  wh(^  range  of  Bfrs  Hemana's 
writings,  to  select  any  thing  more  exquisitely  conceived,  more 
ddlfnlly  managed,  or  more  energetically  writtoi,  than  the 
Monk's  tale  in  *The  Siege  of  Yalenda.'  The  description  of  his 
son,  in  which  he  dwdls  with  parental  enthusiaam  on  his 
boyish  beauty  and  aooompUshments— of  his  horror  at  that 
son's  renunciation  of  the  Christian  faith,  and  leaguing  with 
the  infidel— and  of  the  twilight  encounter.  In  which  he  took 
the  life  of  his  own  glvhig— are  all  worked  out  in  the  lofUeet 
spirit  of  foetijr^BioffrapMeal  Memoir,  p.  16-17. 


Elm.  {rising  proudly.)  No,  swell  furihy  GMtfle  ! 
Thy  trumpet  music,  till  the  seas  and  hmifVDB, 
And  the  deep  hills,  give  evexy  stormy  note 
Echoes  to  ring  through  Spain!    How,  know  je  not 
That  all  array'd  for  triumph,  crown'd  and  robed 
With  the  strong  spirit  which  hath  nved  the  land. 
E'en  now  a  conqueror  to  his  rest  is  gone  t 
Fear  not  to  break  that  sleep,  but  let  the  wind 
Swell  on  with  viotoxy's  shout  I — Bs  will  not  bear- 
Hath  earth  a  soimd  more  sadt 

Rer.  Lift  ye  the  dead. 
And  bear  him  with  the  banner  of  his  laoe 
Waving  above  him  proudly,  as  it  waved 
O'er  the  Cid's  battles,  to  the  tomb  wherein 
His  warrior  sires  are  gathered.  [They  ram  Aehodjf. 

Elm.  Ay,  'tis  thus 
Thou  shouldst  be  honour'd  I    And  I  fdUow  the^ 
With  an  unfidtering  and  a  lofty  step. 
To  that  last  home  of  gloiy.    She  that  wean 
In  her  deep  heart  the  memory  of  thy  love,  [(3od 
Shall  thence  draw  strength  for  all  things;  tiU  the 
Whose  hand  around  her  hath  unpeopled  earth. 
Looking  upon  her  still  and  chasten'd  eoul. 
Call  it  once  more  to  thine  f 

{To  the  CastUiams.)  Awake,  I  say ! 

Tambour  and  trumpet,  wake  !  And  lei  the  Ind 
Through  all  her  mountains  hear  your  funeral  paiL 
— So  should  a  hero  pass  to  his  repose. 

[ExewU 


*"The  Siege  of  Valencia,"The  lASt  Constantfaie,'ando(te 
poems,  were  published  in  the  coarse  of  the  year  I8SSL  TVs 
volume  was  marlced  by  more  distinct  evidences  of  iMlgliiaMiJ 
than  any  of  Mrs  Honans's  previous  works.  Kone  of  bar 
after  poems  contain  finer  bursts  of  stnuig,  fervid,  IndigBaBt 
poetry  than  *The  Siege  of  Valencia ;'  its  story— « thrilling  eon- 
flict  between  maternal  love  and  the  inflexible  spirit  of  diivri- 
rous  honoui^-aflbrded  to  her  an  admirable  opportimfty  of 
giving  utterance  to  the  two  master  intercats  of  hst  adad 
It  is  a  tale  that  will  bear  a  second  reading — thon^,  it  molt 
be  confessed  that,  as  in  the  case  of  *The  Yeqwn  of  Palermo,' 
somewhat  of  a  monotony  of  colouring  Is  thrown  over  Hi 
scenes  by  the  unchanged  employmmt  of  ahifty  and  eoricted 
phraseology,  which  would  have  gained  in  f"r»*HTh  h7  its  fas' 
ing  more  qiaringly  used.  Xim^ia,  too,allglowiiigandlMroie 
as  she  is,  stirring  up  the  sinking  hearts  of  the  besieged  dtivai 
with  her  batUe-eong  of  the  Cid,  and  dying  as  It  were  of  tiiat 
strain  of  triumph — ^is  too  spiritual,  too  saintly,  wfaoQy  to  esny 
away  the  sympathies.  Our  imaginatfon  Is  kindled  by  b« 
splendid,  high-toned  devotion— our  tears  are  called  fecth  bj 
the  grief  of  her  mother,  the  stat^  Elmina,  broken  down, 
but  not  degraded,  by  the  agony  of  maternal  affection,  to 
connive  at  a  treachery  she  is  too  noble  whoQy  to  emnytfaroo^ 
The  scenes  with  her  husband  are  admirable ;  aoae  of  ter 
q>eeches  absolutely  startle  us  with  their  pawh 
— the  following,  for  instance : — 

*  Lore !  lore !  then  art  soft  nnUM  and  gcntls 

— CuomtSY's  Memorials  afMrt  Hemams,  p.  ll^-U 

"  *  The  Siege  of  Yalenda '  is  a  dramatle  po«n,tat  mC 
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intaodad  for  rqmitntotioo.  The  itory  is  extremely  dmple. 
The  Moon,  who  beiiege  Velencia,  take  the  two  eons  of  the 
fOTcrnor,  Gonsalex,  captive,  as  they  come  to  visit  their  fiUber, 
and  nom  the  ransom  demanded  for  tbem  Is  the  surrender  of 
the  city:  thqr  are  to  die  if  the  place  Is  not  yielded  op. 
Ehnina,  the  mother  of  the  boys,  and  Xfanena,  thrir  sister, 
are  the  remaining  members  of  a  fiunOy  to  wUldi  so  dreadful 
an  option  Is  sabmitted.  The  poem  is  one  of  the  highest  merit. 
The  subject  b  of  great  dignity,  being  connected  vrith  the 
defence  of  Spain  against  the  Moors ;  and  at  the  same  time  it 
Ii  of  the  graateet  tenderness,  offnring  a  saecsHion  of  the  most 
moving  soenee  that  can  he  imagined  to  occur  in  the  boscmi  of 
s  funiJiy.  The  ikther  is  firm,  the  daughter  Is  heroic,  the 
mother  fidten.  She  finds  her  way  to  the  Moorish  camp,  sees 
ber  children,  forms  her  plan  for  betraying  the  town,  and  then 
is  not  able  to  conceal  her  grief  and  her  design  tnm  her  hos- 
band.  Ho  Immediately  sends  a  defiance  to  the  Moon,  his 
children  are  brought  oat  and  beheaded,  a«ortfe  is  made  from 
the  besieged  city :  finally,  the  Idng  of  Spain  arrives  to  the 
resene;  the  wrongs  of  Gonzalez  are  avenged ;  he  himself  dies 
In  victory ;  and  the  poom  cloees  with  a  {rfetme  of  bis  wlfis, 
moved  by  the  strongeet  grief,  of  which  she  is  yet  able  to  re- 
itnln  the  eipresilon.  The  great  exoellenoe  of  the  poem  Uee 
in  the  description  of  the  struggle  between  the  oonsdotisness 
of  do^  and  maternal  fondness.  We  believe  none  but  a 
Bother  could  have  written  it."— PnopsseoR  Norton,  in 
Svrtk  Awteriean  Review  for  April  1827. 

"  The  graoefbl  powera  of  Mn  Hemans  in  the  same  walk 
vUeh  had  bera  trodden  so  grandly  by  Miss  Baillie,  were 
BMaifBfled  In  ber  *  Vespers  of  Palermo,  and  her  *  Siege  of 
TalencfaL*  The  latter  is  a  noble  work,  and  as  a  poem  ranks 
wiOi  her  higliest  prodocttons,  though  it  is  filled  too  uniformly 
perhaps  with  the  spirit  of  her  own  mind,  to  be  very  distinc- 
tively dnmatte.  It  has  indeed  variety,  but  less  of  the  variety 
ofhomea  natore,  than  of  a  godlike  and  exalted  nature,  which 
bilongs  to  few  among  mankind,  and  to  them,  perhaps,  only 
hi  slNHige  and  terrible  crises.  Thesteadfastne»of  thepater- 
lal  ddsAain,  the  sterner  enthusiasm  of  the  priest,  the  mother's 
■«tMnt"g  afbctioQ,  and  the  gentle  heroism  of  the  melan- 
ckoty  Ximena  are  drawn  with  individuality,  but  it  b  the  in- 
tfrlduallty  of  a  common  greatness,  the  apparent  ^>propria- 
fios  to  many  of  an  essence  really  the  same  in  aH  In  her 
MB  haait  the  poetess  found  thb  pure  eseoice ;  and  when 


she  created  her  Christian  paMots  at  Valencia,  she  but  trans- 
lated herself  into  a  new  dialect  of  manners  and  motives.  01 
thb  one  elevated  material  she  has,  however,  made  fine  dra- 
matic use.  The  language,  while  ianltlees  in  its  measured 
music,  has  passkm  to  sweU its  cadences;  tbelofUness  b  never 
languid ;  and  the  flow  of  the  Tsne  bskilftilly  brokm  into  the 
animated  abruptness  suitable  to  earnest  dialogue.  There  are 
many,  too,  of  those  sudden  glimpses  of  profound  truth  in 
which  the  energy  of  passion  seems  to  force  its  rude  way,  In  a 
moment,  into  regions  of  the  heart  that  phlloeophy  would  take 
houn  to  survey  with  its  tedinloal  language.  Thus,  when  the 
iron-hearted  monk  b  telling  the  story  of  hb  soni  diq;race,— 

'  EuioiA.    He  died  ? 
HsMtAions.  KotM>! 
— DwShtdMUil    Wby,wrthihoaIdb»apmMltaa 
TomekstluitnaiiMaoterftill    BadhsdM, 
'With  bis  yooag  ftoM  abooft  Urn  fsr  a  •brood, 
I  bad  not  laan'd  tbe  mighs  oTafOBy 
Ty>  bring  proad  oatarM  low  I    Ko  !  bo  Ml  olt— 
WbydoItelltbMtbls?    Wbat  rlgbt  bail  tboo 
To  laam  bow  pa«*d  tbo^ory  flrom  mf  booss  ? 
TollM«i.    HoibnookBMl    Hotbatwas 
Am  mlno  own  ■ml  ftvsook  ma  I— tnmpkd  o'er 
TbaaibasoTblailiasI—ey,  kagoad  btauair 
Etob  witb  Um  InMal,  Um  oarw  ofSpatai ; 
And,  fbr  tbo  daik  tya  ofa  Mooriab  nutld, 
Jll4ni«dbisadtb,bliCkid!    K«w,  talk  of  daatb ! 


«< 


The  whole  of  the  scene  to  which  the'passage  betongs,  b 
moulded  In  the  highest  spirit  of  traglo  verse.  The  bewilder- 
ment of  the  mother  betrayed  into  guilt  by  overpowering  afiec- 
tlon,  and  the  death  of  the  beantiftal  enthusiast  Ximena,  are 
sketched  in  a  style  of  excellence  little  Inferior;  and  the  pecu- 
liar powen  of  Mn  Hemana*s  poetry,  less  dramatic  than  decla- 
matory, have  ftill  scope  in  the  spirit-stirring  address  of  the 
latter  to  the  feinting  host  of  Valencia,  as  she  lifts  in  her  own 
ancient  dtj  the  banner  of  the  CId,  and  recounts  the  sublime 
legend  of  hb  martial  burbL  Spain  and  its  romaneee  formed 
the  darling  tiieme  of  Mn  Hemans'a  muse ;  and  before  leaving 
the  subject,  she  gives  us  her  magnificent  series  of  ballads,  the 
**  Songs  of  the  Cid,"  which  meet  us  at  the  cUms  of  the  drama, 
as  if  to  form  an  appropriate  chorus  to  the  whole.'*— -William 
Archsr  Butlbr,  InfrodntUrg  Notice  to  JfaHonat  L^ria 
and  Songs /or  MhHc.    DubBn:  1898.] 
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SONG. 

POUKDKD  OV  AN  ARABIAN  ANECDOTE. 

AwAT  I  though  still  thy  sword  is  red 

WHh  life-blood  from  my  sire. 
No  drop  of  thine  may  now  be  shed 

To  qnench  my  bosom's  fire ; 
Thoo^  on  my  heart  'twould  fall  more  blest 
Than  dewa  npon  the  desert's  breast. 


Fve  sought  thee  midst  the  sons  of  men. 
Through  the  wide  city's  fimes ; 

I've  sought  thee  by  the  lion's  den. 
O'er  pathless,  boundless  plaios ; 

No  step  that  mark'd  the  burning  waste. 

But  mine  its  lonely  course  hath  traced. 

Thy  name  hath  been  a  baleful  spell. 

O'er  my  dark  spirit  cast ; 
No  thought  may  dzeam,  no  words  may  tell. 

What  there  unseen  hath  paas'd : 
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This  withered  obe^  this  fiided  eye» 
Are  seals  of  thee — behold  1  and  fly  ! 

Hath  not  my  cup  £ar  thee  been  poured 
Beneath  ih«  pahn-traeTs  shade  1 

Hath  not  soft  sleep  thy  frame  restoired 
'^thin  my  dwelHng  laidi 

What  though  unknown — ^yet  who  shall  rest 

SecQre—4f  not  the  Axab*8  guest ) 

Haste  thee  !  and  leave  my  threshold-floor 

Inyiolate  and  pure ! 
Let  not  thy  presence  tempt  me  more^ 

— Man  may  not  thus  endure  1 
Away  !  I  bear  a  fetkei'd  ann, 
A  heart  that  bums — bat  must  not  harm. 

Begone  !  outstrip  the  swift  gazelle ! 

The  wind  in  speed  stdidue  ! 
Fear  cannot  fly  so  swift,  so  well. 

As  vengeaDoe  shall  poisae ; 
And  hate,  like  love  in  parting  pain, 
Smiles  o^er  one  hope — we  meet  again  ! 

To-moROW — and  th*  avenger's  hand. 

The  warrior^s  dart  ia  free  ! 
ETen  now,  no  q>oi  in  all  thy  land. 

Save  <Air,  had  shelter  d  thee ; 
Let  blood  the  monarch's  hall  profane, — 
The  Arab's  tent  must  bear  no  stain  ! 

Fly !  may  tite  desert's  fieiy  blast 

Avoid  thy  secret  way  ! 
And  sternly,  till  thy  steps  be  past, 

Its  whirlwinds  sleep  to-day ! 
I  would  not  that  thy  doom  should  be 
Assign'd  by  heaven  to  aught  but  me. 


ALP-HORN  SONG. 


TEAiiai^Ts»  rmoK  tb«  oskmav  ov  tisck. 


What  dost  thou  here^  brave  Swiss  1 
Forgetf  st  thou  thus  thy  native  clime — 
The  lovely  land  of  thy  bright  spring-time  1 
The  land  of  thy  homa,  with  its  free  delig^t% 
And  fresh  green  valleys  and  mountain  heights  1 

Can  the  stranger'a  yield  thee  bliss  1 

What  welcome  dieera  thee  now  1 
Dar'st  thou  lift  thine  eye  to  gase  around  1 


Where  are  the  peaks,  with  their  snow-wraal 

crown  dT 
Where  is  the  song,  on  the  wild  winds  bozne^ 
Or  the  ringing  peal  of  the  joyous  horup 
Or  the  peonnf  s  fearkas  brow  1 

But  thy  spirit  is  fiir  away ! 
Where  a  greeting  waits  thee  in  kindred  eyes. 
Where  the  white  Alps  look  throo^thesimny  dki 
With  the  low  senn-cabma,  and  paeturna  firee^ 
And  the  sparkling  blue  of  the  glacier«ea. 

And  the  summits  clothed  with  day  1 

Back,  noble  child  of  T^  ! 
Back  to  the  wild  and  the  dlent  g^en. 
And  the  fhigal  board  of  peasant-men  J 
Dost  thou  aeek  the  friend,  the  loved  one,  hoe) 
Away  I  not  a  tme  Swiss  heart  ia 

Against  thine  own  to  swc^  ! 


THE  CROSS  OF  THE  SOUTH: 

[The  bauitlfial  eonstanation  of  ffao  Cnm  h  weiea  oe|j 
the  aouthern  hemiqiliere.  TlMfUIowing'lliMiareiiqipim^ 
be  addro—ed  to  it  by  a  Spanish  tnvdier  fai  Sooth  Ameria 

l5  the  silence  and  grandeur  of  midnight  I  tree 
Where    savannahs    in    boundless  magniflcen 
spread,  [lu{ 

And  bearing  sublimely  their  snow-wreaths 
The  fiir  Cordilleras  unite  with  the  sky. 

The  fii^tree  waves  o'er  me,  the  fire-fiica'  red  lig 
With  its  quick-glancing  splendour  illiimiiMw  t 

night; 
And  I  read  in  each  tint  of  the  skies  and  the  eari 
How  distant  my  steps  from  the  land  of  my  biii 

But  to  thee,  as  thy  lode-stars  resplendently  bu 
In  their  clear  depths  of  blue,  with  devotion  I  tui 
BrightCrossofthe  South !  andbeholdingtheeshii 
Scarce  regret  the  loved  land  of  the  olive  and  vii 

Thou  rccallest  the  ages  when  first  o'er  the  mail 
My  fathers  imfolded  the  ensign  of  Spain, 
And  planted  their  fidth  in  the  regions  that  see 
Its  unperishing  symbol  emblazon'd  in  thee. 

How  oft  in  their  course  o'er  the  oceans  unknow 
Where  all  was  mysterious,  and  awful,  and  lone, 
Hath  their  spirit  been  cheered  by  thy  li^t^  wh 

the  deep 
Reflected  its  brilliance  in  tremulous  sleep  I 
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As  the  fifflon  that  rose  to  tho  Lord  of  the  world,^ 
Whenfiirt  his  bric^haimer  of  fiedth  was  unfurl'd; 
itvoa  lach,  to  the  heroes  of  Spain,  when  then*  prow 
Made  the  billows  the  path  of  their  glory,  wert  thou. 

And  to  me»  as  I  traversed  the  world  of  the  west> 
Thnmi^doeertoof  beauty  in  stillness  that  rest; 
Bjr  forests  and  rirers  untamed  in  their  pride. 
Thy  hues  hare  a  language,  thy  oourse  is  a  guide. 

I 

Shioe  on  \ — my  own  land  is  a  fiiir  distant  spoi^ 
And  the  stars  of  thy  sphere  can  enlighten  it  not ; 
And  the  eyea  that  I  love,  thou^  e*en  now  they 
msy  be  [thee  I 

O^er  the  firmament  wandering;  can  gaae  not  on 

But  thou  to  my  thoughts  art  a  pure-blazing  shrinoi 
A  fijont  of  brig^  hopes  and  of  visiims  divine ; 
And  my  soul,  as  an  ht^  exulting  and  free, 
SoaiB  high  o*er  the  Andes  to  mingle  with  thee. 


THE  SLEEPER  OF  MARATHON. 

I L4T  upon  the  solemn  plain, 

And  by  the  funeral  mound. 
Where  those  who  died  not  there  in  vain. 

Their  place  of  sleep  had  found. 

Twas  silent  where  the  free  blood  gush'd, 
'When  Persia  came  arrayed — 

So  many  a  voice  had  there  been  hush'd, 
80  many  a  footstep  stayed. 

I  shmiber^d  on  the  lonely  spot 

80  sanctified  by  death ; 
I  alomber^d— but  my  rest  was  not 

As  theirs,  who  lay  beneath. 

For  on  my  dreanus,  that  shadowy  hour, 
They  rose — the  chainless  dead — 

AH  snn'd  they  sprang,  in  joy,  in  power. 
Up  from  their  grassy  bed. 

I  saw  their  spears,  on  that  red  field, 

Flash  as  in  time  gone  by — 
Gfaaaed  to  the  seas  without  his  shield, 

I  saw  the  Persian  fly. 

I  woke — the  sudden  trumpet's  blast 

curd  to  another  fight: 
FVom  visions  of  our  g^oiiouB  past. 

Who  doth  not  wake  in  might  t 

1  COMteBllM. 


TO  MISS  F.  A.  L.  ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 

What  Wish  can  Friendship  form  for  thee. 
What  brighter  star  invoke  to  shine  1 — 

Thy  path  from  every  thorn  is  free, 
And  every  rose  is  thine  1 

Life  hath  no  purer  joy  in  store. 
Time  hath  no  sorrow  to  cffiice ; 

Hope  cannot  paint  one  blftfwing  more 
Than  memory  can  retrace  1 

Some  hearts  a  boding  fear  might  own. 
Had  Fate  to  ihem  thy  portion  given. 

Since  many  an  eye,  by  tears  alone. 
Is  taught  to  gaae  on  heaven  1 

And  there  are  virtues  oft  conceal'd. 
Till  roused  by  anguish  from  repose; 

As  odorous  trees  no  balm  will  yield. 
Till  from  their  wounds  it  flows. 

But  fiMT  not  thxm  the  lesson  fraught 
With  SoRoVs  chastening  power  to  know ; 

Thou  need'st  not  thus  be  sternly  taught 
**  To  malt  at  othen'  woe." 

Then  still,  with  heart  as  blest,  as  warm, 
Rejoice  thou  in  thy  lot  on  earth ; 

Ah  !  why  should  Virtue  dread  the 
If  «ttii6eam«  prove  her  worth? 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  FIRST  LEAF  OF  THB 
ALBUM  OF  THE  SAME. 

What  first  should  consecrate  as  thine,^ 
The  volume,  destined  to  be  fraught 

With  many  a  sweet  and  playful  line. 
With  many  a  pure  and  pious  thought  1 

It  should  be,  what  a  loftier  strain 
Perchance  less  meetly  would  impart ; 

What  never  yet  was  ponr'd  in  vain, — 
The  blessing  of  a  grateftd  hearir— 

For  kindness,  which  hath  soothed  the  hoar 

Of  anxioos  griei;  of  weaiy  pain. 
And  oft,  vrith  its  beguiling  power. 

Taught  U"g"i*i  Hope  to  smile  again. 

Long  shall  that  fervent  blessing  rest 
On  thee  and  thine ;  and,  heavenwards  boni% 


Call  down  such  peace  to  soothe  <Ay  breast, 
As  thou  wouldst  bear  to  all  that  mourn. 


TO  THE  SAME; 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIB  MOTHEB. 

Sat  not  'tis  firuitleas,  nature's  holy  tear. 
Shed  by  affection  o'er  a  parent's  bier  I 
More  blest  than  dew  on  Hermon's  brow  that  Mis, 
Each  drop  to  life  some  latent  Tiitue  callsy 
Awakes  some  purer  hope,  ordain'd  to  rise. 
By  earthly  sorrow  strengthen'd  for  the  skies; 
Till  the  sad  hearty  whose  pangs  exalt  its  love, 
With  its  lost  treasure,  seeks  a  home — above. 

But  grief  will  daim  her  hour, — and  He  whose  eye 
Looks  pitying  down  on  nature's  agony. 
He,  in  whose  love  the  ri^teous  calmly  sleep. 
Who  bids  us  hope,  forbids  us  not  to  weep  ! 
He,  too,  hath  wept — and  sacred  be  the  woes 
Once  borne  by  Him,  their  inmost  source  who 

knows, 
Searches  each  wound,  and  bids  His  Spirit  bring 
Celestial  healing  on  its  dove-like  wing  ! 

And  who  but  He  shall  soothe,  when  one  dread 

stroke 
Ties,  that  were  fibres  of  the  soul,  hath  broke  ? 
Oh !  well  may  those,  yet  lingering  here,  deplore 
Thevanish'd  light,  that  cheers  their  path  no  more ! 
Th'  Almighty  hand,  which  many  a  blessing  dealt. 
Sends  its  keen  arrows  not  to  be  unfelt ! 
By  fire  and  storm,  heaventries  the  Christian's  worth. 
And  joy  departs,  to  wean  us  from  the  earth. 
Where  still  too  long,  with  beings  bom  to  die. 
Time  hath  dominion  o*er  Eternity. 

Yet  not  the  less,  o'er  all  the  heart  hath  lost. 
Shall  Faith  rejoice,  when  Nature  grieves  the  most 
Then  comes  her  triumph  I  through  the  shadowy 

gloom. 
Her  star  in  glory  rises  from  the  tomb. 
Mounts  to  the  day-^ring,  leaves  the  cloud  below. 
And  gilds  the  tears  that  cease  not  yet  to  flow  ! 
Yes,  all  is  o'er !  fear,  doubt,  suspense  are  fled — 
Let  brighter  thoughts  be  with  the  virtuous  dead  1 
The  final  ordeal  of  the  soul  is  past, 
And  the  pale  brow  is  seal'd  to  heaven  at  last !  ^ 

>  *"nu  we  hftTVMded  the  serrmnts  of  God  in  tbtlr  fore- 
htadi"    Itnxtation. 


And  thou,  loved  spirit !  for  the  skies  maton^ 
Steadfiist  in  fiith,  in  meek  devotion  pore ; 
Thou  that  didst  make  the  home  thy  iiiimiMw 

blees'd 
Bright  with  the  sunshine  of  thy  gentle  breast^ 
Where  peace  a  holy  dwelBng-place  had  found. 
Whence  beam'd  her  smile  benignantly  around  ; 
Thou,  that  to  bosoms  widowd  and  bereft 
Dear,  precious  records  of  thy  worth  hast  lefty 
The  treasured  gem  of  sorrowing  hearts  to  be. 
Till  heaven  recall  surviving  love  to  thee  ! 

0  cherish'd  and  revered  !  fond  memory  weD 
On  thee,  with  sacred,  sad  delight,  may  dwell ! 
So  pure,  so  blest  thy  lifo,  that  Death  alone 
Could  make  more  perfect  happiness  thine  own. 
He  came :  thy  cup  of  joy,  serenely  bright. 
Full  to  the  lasty  still  flow'd  in  cloudless  lights 
He  came — an  angel,  bearing  from  on  high. 
The  all  it  wanted — ^Immortality ! 


FROM  THE  SPAIinSH  OF  GARCILASO  DS 

LAYEQA. 

DrviKE  Eliza ! — since  the  sapj^iire  sky 
Thou  measur^st  now  on  angel  wings,  and  feet 
Sandall'd  with  immortality— oh,  why 
Of  me  forgetful !    Wherefore  not  entreat 
To  huny  on  the  time,  when  I  shall  see 
The  veil  of  mortal  being  rent  in  twain. 
And  smile  that  I  am  fr^ee  1 

In  the  third  circle  of  that  hi{>py  land. 
Shall  we  not  seek  together,  hand  in  hand^ 
Another  lovelier  landscape,  a  new  plain. 
Other  romantic  streams  and  mountains  blu^ 
And  other  vales,  and  a  new  shady  shore. 
When  I  may  rest,  and  ever  in  my  view 
Keep  thee,  without  the  terror  and  surprise 
Of  being  sunder'd  more  ! 


FROM  THE  ITAUAN  OF  SAKKAZAKa 

Oh  !  pure  and  blessed  soul. 

That,  from  thy  clay's  control 
Escaped,  hast  sought  and  found  thy  native  q[»hev^ 

And  frt>m  thy  crystal  throne 

Look'st  down,  with  smiles  aloofi^ 
On  this  vain  scene  of  mortal  hope  and 
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hj  happy  feet  hove  trod 

he  starry  spangled  road, 

ial  flocks  by  field  and  fountain  guiding ; 

nd  from  their  erring  track 

hou  charm'st  thy  shepherds  back, 

iie  soft  music  of  thy  gentle  chiding. 

h  I  who  shall  Death  withstand — 
eath,  whose  impartial  hand 
the  lowest  plant  and  loftiest  pine ! 
^en  shall  our  ears  again 
rink  in  so  sweet  a  strain, 
'es  behold  so  fiiir  a  form  as  thine ! 


SARANCE  OF  THE  SPIRIT  OF  THE 
CAPE  TO  VASCO  DE  GAMA 

LATKD  FROM  TBX  FIPTR  BOOK  OF  THK  LU8IAO  OF 
CAMOXN8.) 

nous  winds  our  daring  bark  impell'd 
ias  which  mortal  ne'er  till  then  beheld, 
as  one  eve,  devoid  of  care,  we  stood 
ing  the  prow  glide  swiftly  through  the  flood, 
>'er  our  heads  arose  a  cloud  so  vast, 
»  and  heaven  a  fearful  shade  it  cast : 
,  immense,  it  came  !  so  thick,  so  drear, 
omy  grandeur  chiU'd  our  hearts  with  fear, 
le  dark  billow  heaved  with  distant  roar, 
},  as  if  bursting  on  some  rocky  shore. 

ill'd  with  amaze,  I  cried,  "  Supernal  Power ! 

mean  the  omens  of  this  threatening  hour ! 

the  dread  mystery  of  this  ocean-dime, 

kly  grand,  so  fearfully  sublime  V* 

had  I  spoke,  when  lo  !  a  mighty  form, 

'd  through  the  gathering  shadows  of  the 

storm; 

e  proportions  and  gigantic  size, 

satures,  rugged  beard,  and  deep-sunk  eyes ; 

was  his  gesture,  and  his  tresses  flew, 

lis  lips,  and  earthly  pale  his  hue. 

oay  I  tell  thee  that  his  limbs  and  height, 

i  dimensions  and  stupendous  might, 

s'd  that  wonder,  once  the  sculptor  s  boast, 

■oud  Colossus  of  the  Rhodian  coast 

vas  his  voice — in  hollow  tones  he  spoke, 

rom  ooean's  inmost  caves  they  broke ; 

ut  that  form  to  view,  that  voice  to  hear, 

\  o*er  our  flesh  and  hair  cold  deadly  thrills 

of  fear. 


"0  daring  band  T  he  cried,  "far,  &r  mora  bold 
Than  all  whose  deeds  recording  &me  has  told ; 
Adventurous  spirits  !  whom  no  bounds  of  fear 
Can  teach  one  pause  in  rapine*s  fierce  career ; 
Since,  bursting  thus  the  barriers  of  the  main, 
Te  dare  to  violate  my  lonely  reign. 
Where,  till  this  moment,  firom  the  birth  of  timo^ 
Ko  sail  e'er  broke  the  solitude  sublime : 
Since  thus  ye  pierce  the  veil  by  Nature  thrown 
O'er  the  dark  secrets  of  the  Deep  Unknown, 
Ne'er  yet  reveal'd  to  aught  of  mortal  birth, 
Howe'er  supreme  in  power,  unmatch'd  in  worth — 
Hear  from  my  lips  what  chastisements  of  &te. 
Rash,  bold  intruders  I  on  your  course  await ! 
What  countless  perils,  woes  of  darkest  hue. 
Haunt  the  vast  main  and  shores  your  arms  must 
yet  subdue  ! 

"  Enow  that  o'er  every  bark,  whose  fearless  helm 
Invades,  like  yours,  this  wide  mysterious  realm. 
Unmeasured  ills  my  arm  in  wrath  shall  pour. 
And  guard  with  storms  my  own  terrific  shore  ! 
And  on  the  fleet,  which  first  presumes  to  brave 
The  dangers  throned  on  this  tempestuous  wave. 
Shall  vengeance  burst,  ere  yet  a  warning  fear. 
Have  time  to  prophesy  destruction  near  I 

"  Tea,  desperate  band !  if  right  my  hopes  divine. 
Revenge,  fierce,  full,  unequall'd,  shall  be  mine ! 
Uiige  your  bold  prow,  pursue  your  venturousway-^ 
Pain,  Havoc,  Ruin,  wait  their  destined  prey  ! 
And  your  proud  vessels,  year  by  year,  shall  find 
(If  no  fidse  dreams  delude  my  prescient  mind) 
My  wrath  so  dread  in  many  a  fatal  storm. 
Death  shall  be  deem'd  misfortune's  mildest  form. 


"  Lo !  where  my  victim  comes ! — of  noble  birth. 
Of  cultured  genius,  and  exalted  worth. 
With  her,^  his  best  beloved,  in  all  her  charms. 
Pride  of  his  heart,  and  treasure  of  his  arms  ! 
From  foaming  waves,  from  raging  winds  they  fly. 
Spared  for  revenge,  reserved  for  agony  1 
Oh  !  dark  the  &te  that  caUs  them  from  their  home. 
On  this  rude  shore,  my  savage  reign,  to  roam. 
And  sternly  saves  them  from  a  billowy  tomb. 
For  woes  more  exquisite,  more  dreadful  doom  ! 
— Tes  I  he  shall  see  the  o£^ring,  loved  in  vain. 
Pierced  with  keen  fionine,  die  in  lingering  pain ; 
Shall  see  fierce  Caffiree  every  garment  tear. 
From  her,  the  soft»  the  idolised,  the  fiur ; 
Shall  see  those  limbs,  of  nature's  finest  mould. 
Bare  to  the  sultry  sun,  or  midnight  cold, 

1  Don  RmmamMl  de  Soma,  and  his  wife,  Lwrnora  d«  64. 
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Axid,  in  long  wasderizigg  o"&  a  desert  land, 
Thoee  tender  feet  imprint  the 


**  Yet  more>  yet  deeper  woe^  shall  thoee  behold 
Who  live  through  toils  tineqaalfd  and  untold  I 
On  the  wild  shores  beneath  the  baning  akj. 
The  hapless  psir,  ezhaosted,  sink  to  die  1 
Bedew  tho  rodL  with  tears  of  pain  intense, 
Of  bitterest  angnish,  thrilling  ereiy  senses- 
Till  in  one  last  embraoe,  with  mactal  throes^ 
Their  struggling  spirits  mount  from  angnwh  to 
repose !" 

As  the  dadk  phantom  sternly  tbna  portray'd 
Our  future  illsi,  in  Horror's  deepest  shade, — 
''Who  then  art  M<mn  cried.  "  Dread  bcdng,  tell 
Each  sense  thus  bending  in  amasement's  spell ! " 
— ^With  fearful  shriek,  £eu*  echoing  o*er  the  tide. 
Writhing  his  lips  and  ejree,  he  thna  repUad: 
'*  Behold  the  genius  of  that  secret  shore 
Where  the  wind  rages  and  the  billows  roar — 
That  stormy  Gsps^  for  sgas  mine  slone^ 
To  Pompey,  Strsbo,  Hiny,  sll  unknown  ! 
Fkr  to  the  southern  pole  my  throne  eitenda. 
That  hidden  rock,  which  Afiac'a  region  end& 
Behold  that  spirit,  iriioae  ayenging  mig^ 
Whose  fiercest  wrath  your  daring  deeds  exdte." 

Thus  having  said,  with  strange,  terrific  cries. 
The  giant-spectre  vanished  from  our  eyes ; 
In  sable  clouds  dissolved — ^while  &r  around, 
Dark  ocean's  heaving  realms  his  parting  yells 
resound ! 


A  DIRGK 

Wkep  for  the  esriy  lost 
How  many  flowers  were  mingled  in  the  crown 
Thus,  with  the  lovely,  to  the  grave  gone  down, 

E'en  when  life  promised  most  I 
How  many  hopes  have  withered !    They  that  bow 
To  heaven's  dzsad  will,  feel  all  its  mysteries  now. 

Did  the  young  mother's  eye 
Behold  her  child,  and  dose  upon  the  day, 
Ere  finom  its  glance  th'  awakening  spirif  s  ray 

In  sunshine  could  reply  1 
— Then  look  for  clouds  to  dim  the  fsirest  mom  ! 
Oh  I  strong  is  &ith,  if  woe  like  this  be  borna 

For  there  is  hush'd  on  earth 
A  voice  of  gladness— tiiere  is  veil'd  a  fiu». 


Whose  parting  leaves  a  dark  and  silent  place 

By  the  once-j<qroua  hearth : 
Asmile  hsth  pMs'd,  whidi  fllTd  its  hoBBttwithHe 
A  soul,  whose  besnty  made  that  smile  so  hrigl 

But  there  n  power  with  fiatii  1 
Power,  e'en  though  nature  o'er  the  untimely  gn 
Must  weep,  when  Godieaomesthe  gem  Hega 

For  sorrow  comes  of  Death, 
And  with  a  yearning  heart  we  linger  on,    [gn 
When  they,  whose  glance  unlock'd  its  loimtE,  \ 

But  c^ory  firam  the  dnst^ 
And  praise  to  Him,  the  merciful,  for  thoee 
On  whose  bright  memory  love  may  still  repose 

With  an  immortal  trust ! 
Praise  for  the  dead,  who  leave  us,  when  they  ps 
Sudi  hope  sa  she  hath  left — "  the  pure  inbem 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  HORACE. 

TO  VENUS. 

BOOK  L,  OiDB  ZSX. 

Oh  1  leave  thine  own  loved  isle, 
Bri^t  Queen  of  Cyprus  and  tho  Paphian  shore 

And  here  in  GUycera's  fsji  temple  smiley 
Where  vows  and  incense  lavishly  she  pouts. 

Waft  here  thy  glowing  son ; 
Bring  Hermea;  let  the  Nymj^  thypath  sniroox 

And  youth,  unlovely  till  thy  gifts  be  woo, 
And  the  light  €h:aces  with  the  sodc  unbound 


TO  HIS  ATTENDANT. 

BOOK  L,  ODB  3AXVI1I. 

I  HATS  the  Persian^s  costly  pride  : 
The  wreaths  with  bands  of  linden  tied— 

These,  boy,  ddight  me  not ; 
Nor  where  tho  lingering  roses  bide 

Seek  thou  for  me  the  spot. 
For  me  be  naught  but  myrtle  twined — 
Tho  modest  m3^e,  sweet  to  bind 

Alike  thy  brows  and  mine. 
While  thus  I  quaff  the  bowl,  reclined 

Beneath  th'  o'erarching  vine. 
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TO  DELIUa 


BOOK  n.,  ODB  m. 


FiBM  be  thy  soul ! — serene  in  power. 
When  adverse  fortune  clouds  the  sky; 

Undanled  by  the  triumph's  hour, 
Sinoe,  Delias^  thou  most  die 


Alike,  if  still  to  grief  resign'd. 
Or  if,  through  festal  days,  'tis  thine 

To  qoal^  in  grassy  haunts  reclined. 
The  old  Flalemian  wine — 

Haunts  where  the  silyeiy  poplar-boughs 
Love  with  the  pine's  to  blend  on  high. 

And  some  clear  fountain  brightly  flows 
In  graceful  windings  by. 

There  be  the  rose  with  beauty  ftvnght, 
So  soon  to  fieide,  so  brilliant  now; 

There  be  the  wine,  the  odours  brought, 
While  time  and  &te  allow ! 

For  thou,  resigning  to  thine  hdr 

Thy  halls,  thy  bowers,  thy  treasured  stotre, 
Must  leave  that  home,  those  woodlands 

On  yellow  Tiber's  shore. 

What  then  avails  it,  if  thou  trace 
From  Inachus  thy  glorious  lineT 

Or,  sprung  from  some  ignoble  race. 
If  not  a  roof  be  thinel 

Since  the  dread  lot  for  aU  must  leap 
Forth  from  the  daric  revolving  urn. 

And  we  must  tempt  the  gloomy  deep. 
Whence  exiles  ne*er  xciom. 


TO  THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  BANDUSIA. 

BOOK  nL,  ODE  xm. 

OhI  worthy  fhigrant  gifts  of  flowers  and  wine, 
Butdosian  fount,  than  crystal  fiur  more  bright  I 


To-morrow  shall  a  sportive  kid  be  thine,   [might : 
Whose  forehead  swells  with  horns  of  infant 
Ev*n  now  of  love  and  war  he  dreams  in  vain, 
Doom'd  with  his  blood  thy  gelid  wave  to  stain. 

Let  the  red  dog-star  b\im ! — ^his  scorching  beam 
Fierce  in  re^lendence  shall  molest  not  thee ! 

Still  sheltered  frmn  his  rays,  thy  banks,  &ir  stream  f 
To  the  wild  flock  around  thee  wandering  firee» 

And  the  tired  oxen  from  the  fozrow'd  fields 

The  genial  freshness  of  their  breath  shall  yield. 

And  thou,  bri^t  fount!  ennobled  and  renownU 
Shalt  by  thy  poet*s  votive  song  bo  made; 

Thou  and  tho  oak  with  deathless  verdure  crown'd, 
Whose  boughs,  a  pendant  canopy,  o'ershade 

Those  hollow  rocks,  whence,  murmuring  many  a 
tale, 

Thy  chiming  waters  pour  upon  the  vale. 


TO  FAUNUS. 

BOOK  nL,  ODE  XVIIL 

FAuNus  !  who  loveat  the  flying  nymphs  to  chase. 
Oh,  let  thy  steps  with  genial  influence  tread 

My  sunny  fields,  and  be  thy  fostering  grace 
Soft  on  my  nursling  groves  and  borders  shed ; 

If,  at  the  meUow  dosing  of  the  year, 

A  tender  kid  in  sacrifice  be  thine. 
Nor  fidl  the  liberal  bowls  to  Yenue  dear. 

Nor  clouds  of  incense  to  thine  antique  shrine. 

Joyous  each  flock  in  meadow  herbage  plays. 
When  the  December  fisBSt  retmrna  to  thee; 

Calmly  the  ox  along  the  pasture  strays, 
With  festal  villagen  £ram  toil  set  free. 

Then  from  the  wolf  no  more  the  kmbe  retreat. 
Then  shower  the  woods  to  thee  their  foliage 
round; 

And  the  glad  Idbourer  triumphs  that  his  feet 
In  triple  dance  have  struck  the  hated  ground. 
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DE  CHATILLON;  OR,  THE  CRUSADERS. 

A  TBAGEDT.i 

[**Aboat  tbb  time,  Mn  Hflmans  nu  engaged  in  tiie  eampodtion  of  another  tngedy,  entitled  *Ik  OhatfOdfi,  or,  ThtOnuadeng' 
In  which,  witti  tiiet  deteenoe  UifiUr  oritidm  whidi  the  wuelwajB  reedy  to  atow,  end  to  ect  upon,  she  made  it  her  porpoae  to 
attempt  e  more  comprwaed  ttyle  of  wrttliis,  erolffing  that  redundancy  of  poetic  diction  whidi  had  been  oenaored  ae  the  pee- 
▼ailing  fault  of '  The  Veipen.*  It  maj  pceri^y  be  thoaght  that  in  the  oompoaftion  in  queeUon  she  has  lUlen  faito  the  oppoite 
extreme  of  want  of  elaboration  ;  jet,  in  its  present  state.  It  b,  periiapa,  scaroelj  amenable  to  criticism— for,  bj  wonm  strange 
aeddent,  the  fidr  oopj  transcribed  bj  herself  was  either  destroyed  or  misfaUd  in  some  of  her  sobeequent  rsmorals,  end  the  piece 
was  long  considered  as  nttsri^  lost.  Neariytwo  jeers  after  her  death,  the  original  roii^  MS.,  with  all  Its  Uerogljphioal  biota 
Mid  MBSores,  was  discovered  amoogat  e  mass  of  fofgotten  papers ;  end  It  has  been  e  tesk  of  no  small  dUlonlty  to  decipher  It, 
and  complete  the  eopj  now  first  givm  to  the  world.  Allowanoee  must,  theref<ne,  be  made  for  the  disadvantagee  under  wfaidi 
it  appears,— thos  deprived  of  her  own  flnlshhig  toncbes,  and  with  no  means  of  ascertaining  how  far  it  maj  differ  from  the  copy 
so  tanaoooontablj  misting."— Jlf«me{r,  p.  80-1.] 


DRAICATIB  FEBSONJB. 
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AvMn,  Hit  BroOker. 
McLBCH,  A  Saraem  Emir. 

HSKMAJf, 


Dv 


KUAM,  \ 

MORJIAY,   ;  ^"^J***- 


Gabtoit,  ^  VastalqfRaiiiitr's. 

Urban,  A  PrietL 

Sadi. 


MoRAiMA,  DausMtr  qfMekch. 
KnighUt  Ardbt,  Citizens,  ^c. 


ACT  I. 


Scene  I. — JSefore  the  galea  of  a  city  in  Palestine. 

Urban,  Priebtb,  Citizens,  at  the  gate*.    Others 
looking  from  the  waUs  above.  * 

Urh.  (to  a  CmzEN  on  thetoaJUs  above) 
You  see  their  lances  glistening  1    Tou  can  tell 
The  way  they  take  ] 

at.  Not  yet    Their  march  is  slow ; 
They  have  not  reach'd  the  jutting  diff,  where  first 
The  mountain  path  divides. 

Urh.  And  nowl 

Cit.  The  wood  out — 

Shuts  o*er  their  track.    Now  spears  are  flashing 
It  is  the  banner  of  De  Chatillon. 
( Very  slow  and  mowrtrful  nUlitary  fMuie  withowt.) 
This  way  I  they  come  this  way  1 

Urb.  All  holy  saints  [sounds 

Grant  that  they  pass  us  not !  Those  martial 
Have  a  strange  tone  of  sadness  I  Hark,  they  swell 
Proudly,  yet  fiill  of  sorrow. 

Rainier  de  Chatillon  enters  with  knights, 
soldiers,  &c. 

Welcome,  knights  I 
Ye  bring  us  timely  aid  !  men's  hearts  were  full 
Of  doubt  and  terror.     Brave  De  Chatillon  ! 
True  soldier  of  the  Cross  !  I  welcome  thee ; 
I  greet  thee  with  all  blessing  1    Where  thou  art 
There  is  deliverance  ! 


Rai.  (/bending  to  receive  the  PriesCs  Uessin^ 
Holy  man,  I  come 
From  a  lost  battle. 

Urh,  And  thou  bring'st  the  heart 
Whose  spirit  yields  not  to  defeat 

Rai.  I  bring 
My  father's  bier. 

Urb.  His  bier  !    I  marvel  not 
To  see  your  brow  thus  darkened  1    And  he  died, 
As  he  had  lived,  in  arms  1 

RiL  {gloomily.)  Not,  not  in  arms — 
His  war<5ry  had  been  silenced.    Have  ye  place 
Amidst  your  ancient  knightly  sepulchres 
For  a  warrior  with  his  sword  I    He  bade  me  bear 
His  dust  to  slumber  here. 

Urh.  And  it  shall  sleep 
Beside  our  noblest,  while  we  yet  can  call 
One  holy  place  our  own  I    Heard  you,  my  lord. 
That  the  fierce  Kaled's  host  is  on  its  march 
Against  our  city?  •  [know  f 

JtaL  (with  sudden  exultation.)  That  were  joy  to 
That  were  proud  joy! — Who  told  iti — ^there's  a 

weight 
That  must  be  heaved  from  off  my  troubled  heart 
By  the  strong  tide  of  battle  !    Ealed  ! — ay, 
A  gallant  name  1   How  heard  you  9 

Urh.  Nay,  it  seem*d 
As  if  a  breeze  first  bore  the  rumour  in. 
I  know  not  how  it  rose ;  but  now  it  comes 
Like  fearful  truth,  and  we  were  sad,  thus  left 

1  First  published  in  EdiUon  of  CoUected  Worics,  voL  tv. 
1840. 
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HopeIe«  of  aid  or  counsel — ^till  we  saw- 


BctL  (^atitily)  Tou  have  my  brother  here  1 
Urb,  ifdlhewiiharrfunMnt)  We  have ;  but  he- 


RaL  But  he— but  he  ! — ^Aymer  de  Chatillon  ! 
T*e  fieiy  knight— the  very  bouI  o*  the  field — 
Bodung  on  danger  with  the  joyous  step 
Of  a  hunter  o'er  the  hills !— is  that  a  tone 
Whetewithtospeakof  Am;    I  heard  a  tale— 
If  it  be  true — ^nay,  tell  me  ! 

Vrb,  He ia here: 
A&Atm  to  tell  thee. 

Mm,  If  that  tale  be  true 

(He  twrm  mddetdy  to  Ma  eompaniont.) 
"¥6lkiw  me,  give  the  noble  dead  his  rites, 
And  we  will  hare  our  day  of  vengeance  yet, 
Soldien  and  fiiends !  [Exeunt  omwt. 


ScDK  IL — A  HaU  cf  Oriental  architecture, 
tpeuMg  upon  gardcM.    A  fountain  in  the  centre, 

Atxer  ds  ChatzlIiON,  Mobaima. 

Mor,  (pending  over  a  couch  on  which  her  brother 

iiiUeping.) 
He  deeps  so  calmly  now;  the  soft  wind  here 
Sringi  in  such  lulling  sounds !    Kay,  think  younot 
lluB  damber  will  restore  himi    See  you  not 
Hit  dieek's  ftint  glow )  [gave 

iyn»  (AimtR^  away.)  It  was  my  sword  which 
As  wound  he  dies  fh>m ! 

Mor.  Dies  from!  say  not  so! 
Tbe  brother  of  my  childhood  and  my  youth, 
Xy  hearths  first  friend! — Oh!  I  have  been  too  weak, 
I  hare  delayed  too  long !    Me  could  not  sue, 
Bt  bad0  me  urge  the  prayer  he  would  not  speak, 
iid  I  withheld  it !    Christian,  set  us  free ! 
Ton  hare  been  gentle  with  us !  'tis  the  weight. 
The  bitter  feehng,  of  captivity 
Whidi  preys  upon  his  life ! 
Aym,  Ton  would  go  hence  1 
Jf  (9r.  For  hU  sake ! 

Aym,  You  would  leave  me !  'Tis  too  late ! 
Ton  see  it  not— yon  know  not,  that  your  voice 
Halh  power  in  its  low  moumfulnees  to  shake 
IGiie  inmost  souti — that  you  but  look  on  me. 
With  the  soft  daikness  of  your  earnest  eyes. 
And  bid  the  world  &de  from  me,  and  call  up 
A  tfionsaiid  passionate  dreams,  which  wrap  my  life 
As  with  a  troubled  doudl    The  very  sound 
Of  yoor  lig^t  step  hath  made  my  heart  overflow, 
Ef<en  unto  adiing,  with  the  sudden  gush 
Of  ite  dasp  tenderness  I    Tou  know  it  not  1 
— Mondnial— qpeaktome!  [weep! 

Mar.  (fioaerinff  heneff  mth  A«r  vnL)  I  can  but 


Is  it  even  so  1 — ^this  love  was  bom  for  tears ! 
Aymer !  I  can  but  weep !  (going  to  leave  him,  he 
detains  her.)  [arms ; 

Aym,  Hear  me,  yet  hear  me !    I  was  roai'd  in 
And  the  proud  blast  of  trumpets,  and  the  shouts 
Of  bannered  armies — these  were  joy  to  me. 
Enough  of  joy  I    Till  you  ! — I  look'd  on  you — 
We  met  where  swords  were  flashing,  and  the  light 
Of  burning  towers  glared  wildly  on  the  slain — 
And  then 

Mor,  (hurriedly.)  Tes !  then  you  saved  me ! 

Aym,  Then  I  knew. 
At  once,  what  springs  of  deeper  happiness 
Lay  &i  within  my  soul ;  and  they  burst  forth 
Troubled  and  dash'd  with  fear— yet  sweet!    I 

loved! 
Moraima !  leave  me  not ! 

Mor,  For  u$  to  love ! 
Oh  1  is 't  not  taking  sorrow  to  our  hearts. 
Binding  her  there]    I  know  not  what  I  say ! 
How  shall  I  look  upon  my  brother  1    Hark ! 
Did  he  not  call?  (she  goet  up  to  the  couch.) 

Aym,  Am  I  beloved!    She  wept 
With  a  full  heart !    I  am !  and  such  deep  joy 
Is  found  on  earth !    If  I  should  lose  her  now ! 

If  aught [an  attendant  enten, 

(To  attendant)  Tou  seek  me! — why  is  this? 

AH.  My  lord. 
Your  brother  and  his  knights 

Aym,  Here!  are  they  here  1 
The  knights — ^my  brother,  saidst  thou? 

Att  Yes,  my  lord. 
And  he  would  speak  with  you. 

Aym,  I  see — ^I  know —  ptis  vain, 

(To  attendant.)  Leave  mo !  I  know  why  he  is  come : 
They  shall  not  part  us ! 

(Looking  hack  on  Moraima  cu  he  goea  out.) 
What  a  silent  grace 
Floatsroundher  form!   They  shall  not  partus!  no ! 

[Exit — Scene  dotes. 

Scene  IIL — A  square  of  the  city — a  church  in  the 

hadcgrownd, 

lUnmsB  DE  Chatillon. 

Eai.  (walking  to  and  fro  impatiently.) 
And  now,  too  !  now  I   My  &ther  imavenged. 
Our  holy  places  threatened,  every  heart 
Task'd  to  its  strength!    A  knight  of  Palestine 
Now  to  turn  dreamer,  to  melt  down  his  soul 
In  love-lorn  sighs ;  and  for  an  infidel ! 
— ^Will  he  lift  up  his  eyes  to  look  on  minel 
Will  he  not ^hush ! 
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Atmsb  enJten.    (They  look  on  eoc^  other  for  a 
moment  tnthout  tpedking.) 

JRoL  (jmppresnng  hit  emathn.)    flo  bmtiiers 
meet!    Toaknow 
Wherefore  I  come  1 

Aym.  It  caanot  be;  'tk  xtaa. 
Tell  me  not  of  it  I 

JZm.  Howl  youfattVBnotheaardl 
(Turning  from  him.) 
He  hath  bo  ahut  tifcie  worid  out  with  his  dreaBS, 
The  tidings  have  not  reach'd  him  1  or  perohMioe 
Have  been  forgotten  t    Toa  hare  cnqpttvea  here  1 

Aym.  (hurriedly.)  Ten^  mine!  my  own — ^wonhy 
the  right  of  anna ! 
Tou  dare  not  question  it. 

JRai  A  prince,  they  say. 
And  his  fidr  sister : — is  the  maid  ao  £ur ) 

Aym>.  (tumiMg  suddenly  ^ipon  himJ^ 
What^  3fDtt  would  aee  her ! 

Jtai.  (poomfuUy.)  I ! — oh,  yea !  to  quell 
My  soul's  deep  yearmngs  I  LetaielookonawDrda. 
Boy,  boy !  recaU  yourself ! — ^I  come  to  you 
With  tiia  last  Wpaarng  of  our  father  i 

Aym.  Last! 
His  last  I — ^how  mean  you  1    Is  he 

Mai.  BeadV- yes!  dead. 
He  died  upon  my  breast. 

Aym.  (with  the  deepeet  emotion.)  And  I  waa  here/ 
Dead  I — and  upon  your  breast !     Yon  closed  his 

eyes — 
While  I — he  spoke  of  mo? 

Bai.  With  such  deep  lore ! 
He  ever  loved  you  most !   His  spirit  seem*d 
To  linger  for  your  ooming. 

Aym.  What  I  he  thought 
That  I  was  on  my  way  1    He  looVd  for  me  1 
And  I 

JUU.  Tou  came  not !    I  had  sent  to  you. 
And  tohl  you  he  was  wounded. 

Aym.  Yes — ^but  not — 
Not  mortally  ! 

Rat,  Twas  not  that  outward  wound — 
Thai  might  have  closed ;  and  yet  he  surely  thought 
That  you  would  come  to  him  I    He  call'd  on  you 
When  his  thoughts  wander'd !  Ay,  the  very  night. 
The  very  hour  he  died,  some  hasty  step 
Enter*d  his  chamber — end  he  raised  his  head. 
With  a  faint  lightning  in  hia  eyea,  and  ask'd 
Ifitwereyours!  Thathope'sbriefmomeixtpaBB'd — 
He  sank  then. 

Aym.  (throwing  him^  upon  hi*  IroUw^t  necL) 
Brother  t  take  me  to  his  grave, 
That  I  may  kneel  there,  till  my  burning  tean^ 


With  the  ationg  paaaion  of  repentant  love^ 
Wring  forth  a  Toice  to  pazdon  me  1 

RaL  You  weep! 
Teare  for  the  garknds  on  a  maiden's  grave  t 
You  know  not  how  he  died ! 

Aym^  Not  of  hia  wound  1 

Rai.  Hia  wound! — it  isthe  silent  q^iiHfawoand, 
We  cannot  xeadi  to  heal  1  One  burning  thoni^ 
Prey'd  on  his  heart. 

Aym.  Not — not — he  had  not  heard— 
He  bless'd  tne,  Rainier  1 

Rau  Have  you  flung  away 
Yourbirtiiri^t  Yea!  heUeaa'dToa! — buthedied 
— Hei^oae  nameatood  for  Ylototy^    he  believed 
The  ancient  honour  from  hia  gray  head  tsJlIn, 
And  died — he  died  of  tham/e  J 

Aym,.  What  feverish  dream — 

RaL  (vehemently.)  Was  it  not  lost,  the  warrior  s 
latest  field. 
The  noble  city  held  for  Palestine 
Taken — the  Cross  laid  low?    I  came  too  late 
To  turn  the  tide  of  that  disastrous  fight» 
But  not  to  rescue  him.    We  bore  him  thenoe 
Wounded,  upon  hia  ahieLd 

Aym,  And  I  was  Acre  / 

Ren,  HecastonelookbackonhiBbumingtowerB, 
Then  threw  the  red  aword  of  a  hundred  fidda 
To  the  earth — and  hid  his  face  1    I  knew,  I  knew 
His  heart  was  broken  !     Such  a  death  for  Urn/ 
— The  wasting — the  sick  loathing  of  the  ann — 
Let  the  foe's  charger  trample  out  my  lifo^ 
Let  me  not  die  ofAame/    But  we  will  hare — 
Aym.  (ffreupinghieJumdeageriy.)  Yea!  Tengeaaea! 

Rai.  Yengeance  !    By  the  dying  onoe. 
And  once  before  the  dead,  and  yet  once  more 
Alone  with  heaven's  bri^t  stars,  I  took  that  vow 
For  both  his  sons !    Think  of  it,  when  the  nigbt 
Is  dark  around  you,  and  in  festive  halls 
Keep  your  soul  hush'd,  and  think  of  it  I 

A  low  Chant  of  female  voices,  heard  from  hekind 

the  scenes, 

Fall'n  is  the  flower  of  Islam's  race  ! 

Break  ye  the  lance  he  bore. 
And  loose  his  war-steed  from  its  place: 
He  is  no  more — 
Single  voice.  No  more  ! 

Weep  for  him  mother,  sister,  bride  ! 
He  died,  with  all  his  fame — 
Single  voice.  He  died ! 

Aym.  (Poinitvng  to  a  palace,  and  eagerly  ^peakitiiy 

to  his  attendasU^  who  enters.) 
CSameitnottheooeS  Budol^  what  soundsare  thaw  1 
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A  U,  The  MoeJem  prince,  your  captive — he  iadeiul  : 
It  is  the  mourners'  wail  iar  >*wn 

Afm,  Andahe — 
His  sister— heard  you— did  they  say  A»  wept  1 

{Murrffing  awap, 
Bm,  (imdiffmtmUy,)  All  tibe  deep  stirring  tones 
of  hoDoiu'B  Toioe 
In  a  moment  silenced  1      [Solmim  mUitarjf  mime 

{A  funeral  proceithn,  with  priests,  d^c,  crosses  the 
background  to  enter  the  church.) 

BaL  {foOowiag  Athsb  aatd  grasping  kis  ens.) 
Aymerl  there — look  there  1 
Uis  yonr  £ither*8  hier  1 

Agm,  fytttarming,)  He  hloss'd  mc^  Bainier  ) 
Ton  heard  him  bless  me  1  Tes!  you  dosed  his  eyes: 
He  look'd  for  me  in  vain  1 

[Jle  goes  to  the  hier,  and  bends  over  it,  cover- 
ing  his  face. 


ACT  XL 

ScEKB  L — A  room  in  the  CfUadeL 

RiiHiXBy  Atmeb,  Knights,  assembkd  in  coundL 

A  XnighL  Whatl  with  our  weazy  and  distcacted 
bands 
To  dam  another  field  1    Kay,  give  them  rest 

JUsL  (impatiently.)  Best  1    and  that  sleepless 
thought 

KnighL  These  walls  have  strength 
To  ba£ie  siege.    Let  the  foe  gird  us  in — 
We  must  wait  aid ;  our  soldiers  must  fozget 
That  laet  disastrous  day.  [combat's  press 

MaL  {coming  fortoard.)  If  they  foiget  it,  in  the 
lEqr  their  spears  fiul  them  ! 

Kni^U,  Tety  bethink  thee,  chiefl 

MaL   When  /  forget  it ^how  !  you  see  not, 

knights !  [your  thoughts 

WhsDoe  we  must  new  draw  strength.    Senddown 
Into  the  very  depths  of  grief  and  shame. 
And  briiig  back  courage  t^enoe/    To  talkof  fvat/ 
How  do  thi^  VBst^  unbuxied  on  their  field* 
Our  brethren  slain  by  Qaza?    Had  we  time 
To  give  them  funeral  rites  1  and  ask  we  now 
'Hmeto/or^  their  fill! )    My  father  died— 
I  cannot  ^Mak  of  him  1    YThat!  and/wyet 
The  infidel'a  fierce  trampling  o'er  our  deed  1 
Forget  his  scornful  shout  1    Give  battle  now. 
While  the  thou^  lives  as  fire  lives !— eAere  lies 

strong  th  2 
Holdthedarkmemoiylastf  Kow,  now— this  hour  1 


— ^Aymer,  you  do  not  spesk  I 

Aym,  (^tatrUng.)  Have  I  not  ssid  1 
Battle  1 — yeSy  give  us  battle  ! — room  to  poor 
The  troubled  spirit  forth  iqxm  the  winds. 
With  the  trumpet'sringing  blast  1  Wayforramorse ! 
Free  way  for  vengeance  1 

All  the  Enacts.  Arm  I    Hesnren  wills  it  so  ! 

Jtai.  Qather  yonr  forces  to  the  western  gate  ! 
Let  none  forget  that  day  1    Our  field  was  lost, 
Our  city's  strength  laid  low—Kme  mi^ty  heart 
Broken  I    Lot  none  forget  it  I  [Exeunt 


SoENB  II. — Cfarden  ^a  Paloioe. 

MOBAIHA. 

Mor.  Yes  I  his  last  look — m^brother^s  dyinglook 
Reproach'd  me  as  it  fiuled  firom  kis  hoe. 
And  I  deserved  it  1    Had  I  not  given  way 
To  the  wild  guilty  pleadings  of  my  heaxt, 
I  might  have  won  his  freedom  1    Now,  *iJB  past 
He  is  free  now  I 

Atmeb  enters,  armed  as  for  battle. 

Aymor !  you  look  so  changed  I 

Aym.  Changed ! — ^it  may  be.    A  storm  o*  the 
Boul  goes  by 
Not  like  a  fareeae  1    There's  such  a  fearful  grsep 
Fix'd  on  my  heart !    Speak  to  me — ^lull  remorse/ 
Bid  me  fiurewell ! 

Mor.  Tes!  it  eiMt  be  ftrewell ! 
No  other  word  but  that. 

Aym.  No  other  word ! 
The  passionate,  burning  words  thai  I  could  pour 
From  my  heart's  depths  1    Tis  madness  !    What 

have  I 
To  do  with  love  ?    I  see  it  all — the  mist 
Is  gone — the  bright  mist  gone !    I  see  the  woe. 
The  ruin,  the  despair !    And  yet  I  love. 
Love  wildly,  fictally  !    But  speak  to  me  t 
Fill  all  my  soul  once  more  with  reckless  joy  ! 
That  blessM  voice  again  1 

Mor,  Why,  why  is  this  t 
Oh  !  send  me  to  my  father  !    We  must  part 

Aym.  Part! — ^yos,  I  know  it  all !    I  could  not  go 
Till  I  had  seen  you  1    Give  me  one  farewell. 
The  last — perchance  the  last ! — but  one  farewell. 
Whose  mournful  music  I  may  tske  with  mo 
Through  tumult,  horror,  death  1 

[A  distant  sound  of  trumpets. 

Mor.  (startisig.)  Tou  go  to  battle! 

Aym.  Hear  you  not  that  sound! 
Tes  i  I  go  there,  where  dark  and  stormy  thoughts 
Find  their  free  path  ! 
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Mor.  KymeT\  who  leads  the  foel  [is  he, 

^(Confuted.)  I  meant — ^I  mean — ^my  people  I    Who 

My  people's  leader  1  [you  seem— 

Aym.  Ksled.  {Looking  <U her suipicioudji,)  How! 
The  name  disturbs  you  ! 

Mor.  My  last  brother's  name  ! 

Aym.  Fear  not  my  sword  for  him ! 

Mor.  (turning  away.  If  they  should  meet ! 
I  know  the  vow  he  made. 

(roAYMEB.)  Ifthou— if  e/um 
Shouldst  fall  I 

Ayvn.  Moraima !  then  your  blessed  tears 
Would  flow  for  mel  then  you  would  weep  for  me? 

Mor.  I  must  weep  tears  of  very  shame ;  and 
yet— 
If — ^if  your  words  have  been  love's  own  true  words, 
Grant  me  one  boon  1  [Trumpet  ioundt  again. 

Aym.  Hark  !  I  must  hence.  A  boon  ! 
Ask  it,  and  hold  its  memoiy  to  your  heart, 
As  the  last  token,  it  may  be,  of  love 
So  deep  and  sad.  ^ 

Mor.  Pledge  me  your  knightly  fiedth  ! 

Aym.  My  knightly  &ith,  my  life,  my  honour — all, 
I  pledge  thee  all  to  grant  it ! 

Mor.  Then,  to-day, 
Gk>  not  this  day  to  battle  I    He  is  there. 
My  brother  Ealed ! 

Aym.  (wildly.)  Have  I  flung  my  sword 
Down  to  dishonour? 

[Going  to  leave  her — aAd  delaine  him. 

Mor.  Oh  !  your  name  hath  stirr'd 
His  soul  amidst  his  tents,  and  he  had  row'd, 
Long  ere  we  met,  to  cross  his  sword  with  yours, 
Till  one  or  both  should  £eJL    There  hath  been 

deaih 
Since  then,  amongst  us ;  he  will  seek  revenge. 
And  Aw  revenge — ^foi^ve  me  ! — oh  !  foigive ! 
— I  could  not  bear  that  thought ! 

Aym.  Now  must  the  glance 
Of  a  brave  man  strike  me  to  the  veiy  dust ! 
Ay,  this  is  thame,  [Covering  hie  face. 

(Tui*mng  wildly  to  Moraima^ 

You,  scorn  me  tool    Away ! — She  does  not  know 

What  she  hath  done  !  [Ruthee  out. 

Scene  IIL — Before  a  gateway  within  the  city. 

Rainier,  Herman,  Knights,  Men-at-arme,  &c 

Her.  Tis  past  the  hour.  [houi^- 

Bai.  (looking  ovi  anxiously.)  Away  I  'tis  «<rf  the 
Kot  yet !    When  was  the  battle's  hour  delayed 
For  a  Chatillon  1    We  must  have  come  too  soon ! 
AH  are  not  here. 


ffer.  Tes>  all ! 

Jlai.  They  came  too  soon ! 

[doing  up  to  the  kni^ts. 
Coud,  De  Fc&K,  Du  Momay— here,  all  here ! 
And  he  the  last !— my  brother ! 

(To  a  Soldier.)  Where's  your  lord! 
(Turning  ateay.)   Why  should  I  ask,  when  that 
fair  Infidel 

ATMEBen^t. 

The  Saracen  at  our  gates — and  you  the  last ! 
Come  on,  remember  all  your  fiune  t  [fiime ! 

Aym.  (coming  forward  in  great  agitation.)  My 
— ^Why  did  you  save  me  firom  the  Paynim's  sword, 
In  my  first  battle  1 

Jtai.  What  wild  words  are  these  1  [then! 

Aym.  You  should  have  let  me  perish  Aair— yes, 
Go  to  your  field  and  leave  me  ! 
Knights,  (thronging  round  Wm.)  Leave  you  ! 

Rai.  Aymer ! 
Was  it  your  voice  ? 

Aym^  Now  talk  to  me  of  fiune  ! 
Tell  me  of  all  my  warlike  ancestors, 
And  of  my  father's  death— that  bitter  death  ! 
Never  did  pilgrim  for  the  fountains  thirst 
As  I  for  this  day's  vengeance !    To  your  field ! 
— I  may  not  go  !  [borne 

JRoL  (turning  from  Aim.)  The  name  his  race  hath 
Through  a  thousand  battles — ^lost ! 

(Returning  to  Atmer.)  A  Chatillon  ! 
Will  you  live  and  wed  dishonour  % 

Aym.  (covering  his  face.)  Let  the  grave 
Take  me  and  cover  me !    I  must  go  down 
To  its  rest  without  my  sword  !  [brother ! 

RaL  There's  some  dark  spell  upon  him  f  Aymer, 
Let  mc  not  die  of  shame  !    He  that  died  so 
Tum'd  sickening  firom  the  sun  I 

Aym^  Where  should  I  tumi 

[Going  up  abruptly  to  the  knigktt. 
Herman — ^Du  Momay  I  ye  have  stood  with  me 
r  the  battle's  front — ^yo  know  me  I  ye  have  seen 
The  fiery  joy  of  danger  bear  me  on 
As  a  wind  the  arrow  1    Leave  me  now — *iaB  past ! 

Rai.  (with  bitterness.)  He  comes  fix)m  A«r/—4he 
infidel  hath  smiled. 
Doubtless,  for  this. 

Aym.  I  should  have  been  to<lay 
Where  shafts  fiy  thickest,  and  the  crossing  swords 
Cannot  fiash  out  for  blood ! — Hark !  you  are  call'd ! 

[WUd  Turkish  music  heard  without.  The 
background  of  the  scene  becomes  more  and 
more  crowded  with  armed  men. 
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Lay  lanoe  in  rest ! — wave,  noble  banners !  wave ! 

\Tkro\Dvnig  iUnon  his  iword. 
Go  from  me ! — Cleave  the  fallen  ! 

Her,  Kay,  but  the  cause  ? 
Tell  U8  the  cause  ! 

Bai.  {approaching  him  indignanUy.) 
Your  sword — ^your  crested  helm  [name 

And  your  knight's  mantle — cast  them  down  !  your 
Is  in  the  dust ! — our  &ther^s  name  !   The  cause  1 
—Tell  it  not,  tell  it  not ! 

[Turning  to  the  toldiert  and  leaving  his  hand, 
Sound,  trumpets !  sound  I 
On,  lances  !  for  the  Cross ! 

[Military  music.    As  the  hnights  march  out, 
he  looks  back  at  Atmer. 

I  would  not  now 
Gill  back  my  noble  fikther  from  the  dead. 
If  I  ooold  with  but  a  breath  ! — Sound,  trumpets^ 
sound  !  [Exeunt  knights  and  soldiers, 

Aym,  Why  should  I  bear  this  shame  1  'tis  not 

too  late  I 
[Rushing  after  them,  he  suddenly  diecks  himsdf. 
Xy  fioth !  my  knightly  fidth  pledged  to  my  fiedl ! 

[ExU. 


Scene  IV.  Btfore  a  Church, 

Qroups  of  CfUisens  passing  to  and  fro,  Atmer 
standing  against  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  church 
in  the  hadkground,  and  leaning  on  his  sword, 

1st  at,  (to  2d)  From  the  walls,  how  goes  the 
battle? 

2d.  Cit.  WeU,  aU  weU, 
Fkibe  to  the  Saints  1    I  saw  De  Qhatillon 
Rghting,  aa  if  ifpon  his  single  arm 
The  &te  o'  the  day  were  set 

8<i  Cfit.  Shame  light  on  those 
Thai  strike  not  with  him  in  their  place  ! 

IM  CfiL  Tou  mean 
His  brother  1    Ay,  is't  not  a  fearfid  thing 
That  one  of  such  a  race — a  brave  one  too — 
Should  have  thus  fallen ) 

2d  at.  They  say  the  captive  girl 
Whom  he  so  loved,  hath  won  him  from  his  &ith 
To  the  vile  Paynim  creed.  [say  that ! 

Aym,   {suddenly  coming  forward,)  Who  dares 
Show  me  who  dares  say  that ! 

[l%ey  shrink  back — he  laughs  scornfully. 
Ha  1  ha !  ye  thought 
To  play  with  a  sleeper^s  name  ! — to  make  your 

mirth 
As  low-boni  men  sit  by  a  tomb,  and  jest 


u 


0  er  a  dead  warrior  !     Whero's  the  slanderer  1 
Speak! 

A  CinzEir  enters  hastily, 

Cit,  Haste  to  the  walls  I  DeChatillon  hath  slain 
The  Paynim  chief  f  ll%ey  all  go  out, 

Aym.  Why  should  they  shrink  1    I,  I  should 
ask  the  night 
To  cover  me  1    I  that  have  fhmg  my  name 
Away  to  scorn  1    Hush  !  am  I  not  alone  1 

[Listening  eagerly. 
There's  a  voice  calling  me— a  voice  f  the  air — 
My  fiither^s  ! — ^'Twas  my  £Ekther^s  !   Are  the  dead. 
Unseen,  yet  with  us  1    Fearftd  I 
{Loud  thouts  without,  he  rushes  forward  exultingly.) 

Tis  the  shout 
Of  victory!   We  have  triumph'd ! — We/  my  place 
Is  midst  the  fidlen  ! 

[Music  heard,  which  approo/^es,  swelling  into 
a  triumphant  march.  Knights  enter  in 
procession,  with  banners,  torchrbearers,  Ac. 
The  gates  of  the  church  are  throvm  open,  and 
the  aUar,  tomhi,  4kc.  within,  are  seen  Ulumi- 
noted.  Knights  pass  over,  and  enter  the 
church.  One  of  them  takes  a  torch,  and  lifts 
it  to  Athsb's /ooe  in  passing.  He  strikes  it 
down  with  a  sword;  then,  seeing  Rainier 
approach,  drops  the  sword,  and  covers  his  face. 

Aym,  {grasping  Rainier  by  the  mantle,  as  he  is 

about  to  pass.) 
Brother  !  forsake  me  not ! 
Bai.  {suddenly  drawing  his  sword,  and  showing 
it  him.)  if y  sword  is  red  [hiltf 

With  victoiy  and  revenge  !    Look — dyed  to  the 
— We  fought — and  where  were  you  ? 
Aym,  Forsake  me  not ! 

Rai,  {pointittg  with  his  sword  to  the  tombs  within 

the  church.)  [dead. 

Those  are  proud  tombs  !   The  dead,  the  glorious 
Think  you  they  sleep,  and  know  not  of  their  sons 
In  the  mysterious  grave  1    We  laid  Am  there  ! 
—Before  the  ashes  of  your  father,  speak  ! 
Have  you  abjured  your  faith  1 
Aym,  {indignantly.)  Tour  name  is  mine — ^your 
blood — and  you  ask  this  / 
Wake  Aim  to  hear  me  answer ! — Have  you  1    Ko  I 
— Tou  have  not  dared  to  think  it 

[Breaks  from  him,  and  goes  out, 

Bai,  {entering  the  ohureh,  and  bending  over  one 
of  the  tombs.)  Not  yet  lost ! 

Not  yet  all  lost  t    He  shall  be  thine  again  * 
So  shalt  thou  sleep  in  peace  i 
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Munc  and  Chorut  qf  Voices  from  the  <^wrch. 

Praise,  praise  to  heaven  ! 
Sing  of  the  conquei'd  field,  the  F&ynim  flying,  — 
light  up  the  flhiinoB,  and  bid  the  baimeEB  ware! 
Sing  of  the  warrior  for  the  red-croB  dying-* 
Chant  a  proud  xequiam  o'er  his  holy  grafe  ! 

Praise,  praise  to  hearen  !  [sky  ! 

Praise  ! — ^iift  the  aong  timra^^  night's  reaoonding 
Peace  to  the  Taliant  £9r  the  Cross  that  die  ! 
Sleep  soft,  ye  brave ! 


ACTIIL 

ScENi  I.— Jl  platform  before  the  CUadel. 
KmghU  entering. 

Her,  (to  one  of  the  Knights^   Tou  would  plead 
for  him  ] 

Knight.  Nay,  remember  all 
His  past  renown ! 

Her,  I  had  a  friend  in  youth — 
This  Aymer's  father  had  Kim  shamed  for  less 
Than  his  son's  faxli — fax  less  ! 
We  must  accuse  him ; — he  must  have  his  shield 
Reversed — ^his  name  degraded. 

Knight,   He  might  yet — 

All  the  Knights,   Must  his  shame  cleave  to  us  t 
We  cast  him  forth — 
We  will  not  bear  it. 

'B.AimsR  enters, 

Rai.  Knights  !  ye  speak  of  him — 
My  brother — ^was't  not  so  1    All  silent !    Kay, 
Give  your  thoughts  breath  !    What  said  ye  1 

Eer.  That  his  name 
Must  be  degraded. 

Rai,  Silence  !  ye  disturb 
The  dead.    Thou  hear'st^  my  father  ! 

[Going  up  incUgnantty  to  the  Knights, 

Which  of  ye 
Shall  first  accuse  him  ?    He,  whoee  bold  step  won 
The  breach  at  Ascalon  ere  Aymer^s  step, 
Let  him  speak  first ! 

He  that  plunged  deeper  through  the  stormy  fight. 
Thence  to  redeem  the  banner  of  the  Cross, 
On  Cairo's  plain,  let  him  speak  first !    Or  he 
Whose  sword  burst  swifter  o'er  the  Saracen, 
r  the  rescue  of  our  king,  by  Jordan's  waves — 
I  say,  let  him  speak  first ! 

Her,  Is  he  not  an  apostate  1 

Rai,  No,  no,  no  ! 
If  he  were  that,  had  my  life's  blood  that  taint. 
This  hand  should  pour  it  out !    He  is  not  that. 


Her,  Not  yet, 

RaL  Not  jei,  nor  ever  !    Let  me  die 
In  a  lost  battle  first  t 

Her.  Hath  he  let  go 
Name — ^kindred — ^honour — ^for  an  infidel. 
And  will  he  grasp  his  fidthl 

Rai.  {after  a  gloomy  pause,) 
That  which  bears  poison — should  it  not  be  cmsh'd 
What  though  the  weed  look  lovely  1 

[Suddenly  addressing  Bu  Mobkat 
Tou  have  seen 
My  native  halls,  Du  Momay,  far  away 
In  Languedoc  1 

Du  Mor,  I  was  your  other's  friend — 
I  knew  them  well.  [hangs^ 

Rai.  (thoughtfully)  The  weight  of  gloom  that 
The  very  banners  seem  to  droop  with  it —  [now. 
O'er  some  of  those  old  rooms !  Were  ine  thero 
With  a  dull  wind  heaving  the  pale  tapestriei^ 

Why,  I  oould  tell  you 

[Coming  closer  to  DiT  Mobnat. 
There's  a  daxk-red  spot 
Qrain'd  in  the  floor  of  one — ^you  know  the  talel 

JhtMor.  I  may  have  heard  it  by  the  winter  fires, 
— ^Now  'tis  of  things  gone  by.  [give 

Rai,  (turning  from  him  displeased.)  Such  legends 
Swne  minds  a  deeper  tone. 

(To  Hebman.)            If  you  had  heard 
That  tale  i'  the  shadowy  tower 

Her.  Nay,  tell  it  now  !  [soonds 

Rai,  They  say  the  place  is  haunted — moaning 
Como  thence  at  midnight —sounds  of  woman's  voice. 

Her.  And  you  believe 

RaL  I  but  believe  the  deed 
Done  there  of  old.    I  had  an  ancestor — 
Bertrand,  the  lion-chief — ^whoee  son  went  forth 
(A  younger  son — I  am  not  of  his  line) 
To  the  wars  of  Palestine.  He  fought  there  weQ — 
Ay,  all  his  race  were  brave ;  but  he  retiurx'd. 
And  with  a  Paynim  bride. 

Her.  The  recreant ! — say. 
How  bore  your  ancestor  1 

Rai.  Well  may  you  think 
It  chafed  him — ^but  he  bore  it — for  the  love 
Of  that  fair  son,  the  child  of  his  old  age. 
He  pined  in  heart,  yet  gave  the  infidel 
A  place  in  his  own  halls. 

Her.  But  did  this  last? 

Rai.  How  should  it  last?    Again  the  trumpet 
blew,  [guard 

And  men  were  summon'd  from  their  homes  to 
The  city  of  the  Cross.    But  he  seem'd  cold — 
That  youth !    He  shunn'dhis  father's  eye^  and  took 
No  armour  from  the  walls. 
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HtT,  HadhethenfrUfinl 
Was  his  fiaith  layering  ? 
BaL  So  the  &ther  feared. 
Hmt,  If  /  had  been  that 
Bai,  A.J,  you  come  done  1 

Of  an  honoured  lineage.    What  woold  you  have 
At.  Kay,  what  did  A«; 
BaL  What  did  the  lion-chief  1 

[Titrning  to  Dn  Mobitat. 
Why,  thou  hast  seen  the  yeiy  spot  of  blood 
On  the  dark  floor  I    He  slew  the  Paynim  bride. 
Was  it  not  wellt  (J?0  lo€k$  atihemaUmiheiyfand 
oi  h€  goes  out  exelaima — ) 

My  brother  mnst  not  &11 ! 

Sbm  n. — A  duariecl  TurhUh  lurying-ground  in 
ike  dty — tomh*  and  stonet  overthrown — the 
whole  thaded  hy  dark  eyprea-trtet. 

Mor.  {leaning  over  a  momumenfal  pillar,  iokiek 
hoihen  lately  raited,) 
A  k  at  leat; — and  1 1 — 10  there  no  power 
In  grief  to  win  foigxfeneaB  from  the  dead  1 
WlMBflfaalllrestl    Hark!  astep— Aymer'astep! 
Tbm  thrilling  aonnd  I 

\Ski  thrimh  hack  a$  reproeuAing  heraeff. 
To  feel  that  joy  ereii  here/ 
Brother !  oh,  pardon  me ! 

SaL   (fiUering,  and  dowly  looking  round,) 
A  i^oomy  scene ! 

A  place  for Is  she  not  an  infldel  1 

Wh0  shall  dare  call  it  murder  ] 

[Me  adooMXM  to  her  dowly,  and  looks  at  her. 

She  isfidr — 
Thi  deeper  causa!  2Caid,haye  you  thoughtof  death 
IGdst  these  old  tombs  1 
Mor,  {fkriMng  from  him  fmrfvUy.)  This  is  my 
brother's  graye.  [closed 

An.  2%y  brother's  1  That  a  warrior's  grayo  had 
OWsniw — ^the  free  and  noble  kni^t  he  was  I 
Ay,  that  the  desert-sands  had  shrouded  him 
BMbre  he  look'd  on  thee  ! 

Mor.  If  you  are  hiir— 
If  iymer's  brother— though  your  brow  be  dark, 
laeyDoifBaryou! 

Mm,  Ko  f  why,  tkau  shouldst  fear 
The  very  dust  o'  the  mouldering  sepulchre. 
If  it  httd  liredy  and  borne  his  name  on  earth  ! 

thoal — that  dust  hath  stirred,  and  found 
ayoice^ 
And  aaod  thai  thou  must  die  ! 

Jfor.  {dinging  to  the  pillar  a$  he  approachee.) 
Be  with  Bs^  liea;yen  I 
Tp«  win  not  unurder  met 


MaL  {turning  etway,)  A  goodly  word 
To  join  with  a  warrioi^s  name ! — a  sound  to  make 
Men's  flesh  creep.    What ! — for  Paynim  blood 
Did  he  stand  fidtering  thus — my  ancestor — 
In  that  old  tower  t 

[He  again  approaches  Tier — thefaUe  on  her  knees. 

Mor,  So  young,  and  thus  to  die  ! 
Mercy — haye  mercy !    In  your  own  fiur  land 
If  there  be  love  that  weeps  and  watches  for  you, 
And  follows  you  with  prayer— eyen  by  that  loye 
Spare  me — ^for  it  is  woman's  !    If  light  steps 
Haye  bounded  there  to  meet  you,  clinging  arms 
Hung  on  your  neck,  fond  tears  o'erflow'd  your 

cheek, 
Think  upon  those  that  loyed  you  thus,  for  thus 
Doth  woman  loye !  and  spare  me ! — think  on  them ; 
They,  too,  may  yet  need  mercy  !  Aymer,  Aymer  ! 
Wilt  thou  not  hear  and  aid  me? 

Bai,  (starting)  There's  a  name 
To  bring  back  strength !  Shall  I  not  strike  to  saye 
His  honour  and  his  life  ?    Were  his  Ufs  all 

Mor,  To  saye  his  life  and  honour ! — ^wiU  my 
death 

[She  rises  and  stands  before  him,  covering  her 
face  hurriedly. 

Do  it  with  one  stroke  !    I  may  not  live  for  him  ! 

Bai.  {vnth  surprise,)  A  woman  meet  death  thus  ! 

Mor,  {uncovering  her  eyes.)  Yet  one  thing  more — 
I  haye  sisters  and  a  &ther.    Christian  knight ! 
Oh  !  by  your  mother's  memory,  let  them  know 
I  died  with  a  name  unstain'd. 

Bai.   {softened  and  surprised.) 
And  such  hig^  thoughts  from  her/ — an  infidel ! 
And  she  named  my  mother  I — Qnoe  in  early  youth 
From  the  wild  wayes  I  snatch'd  a  woman's  life ; 
My  mother  bless'd  me  for  it  {slowly  dropping  his 

dagger) — eyen  with  tears 
She  bless'd  me.    Stay,  are  there  no  other  meansi 
{Suddenly  recollecting  himself.)  FoUowme,  maiden ! 
Fear  not  now. 

Mor.  But  he — 
But  Aymer — 

Bai.    {sternly.)   Wouldst  thou  perish?    Name 
him  not  I —  [thougihts 

Look  not  as  if  thou  wouldst !  Think*st  thou  dark 
Are  blown  away  like  dew-drops  1   or  I,  like  him, 
A  leaf  to  shake  and  turn  i'  the  changing  wind? 
Follow  me,  and  beware  ! 

[She  bends  over  the  tomb  for  a  moment,  and 
follows  him, 

Atmer  enters,  and  slowly  comes  forward  from  (hi 

backgrownd. 
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Aym.  For  the  last  time — yes!  it  must  be  this  Isst  1 
Earth  and  heaven  say — the  last  1    The  very  dead 
Rise  up  to  part  us  I    But  one  look— and  then 
She  must  go  hence  for  ever  1    Will  she  weep  t 
It  had  been  little  to  have  ditd  for  her — 
I  have  borne  shame. 

She  shall  know  all  1    Moraima !    Said  they  not 
She  would  be  found  here  at  her  brother's  grave? 
Whereshould shegoY  Moraima!  There sthe print 
Of  her  step — ^what  gleams  beside  it  1 
{Seeing  the  dagger,  he  takes  it  tcp.)  Ha  I  men  work 
Dark  deeds  with  things  like  this  ! 

[Looking  v'ddly  cmd  anxioutly  around. 

I  see  no ^blood ! 

[Looking  at  the  dagger. 
Stain'd ! — ^it  may  be  from  battle ;  'tis  not — ^wei 

[Looks  rowid,  intently  listening;  then  again 
'  examines  the  spoL 

Ha  ! — what  is  thisi  another  step  in  the  grass ! — 
Hers  and  another's  step ! 

[He  rushes  into  the  qfpress-grsve. 


SoEiCB  in. — A  haU  in  the  citadd,  hung  toith  arms 

and  banners. 

Radtieb,  Herman — Knights  in  the  hachgrownd, 
laying  aside  their  armour. 

Ber.  (coming  forward  and  speaking  hurriedly.) 
Is  it  done  1    Have  you  done  it  ? 

Bai,  (with  disgust)  What !  you  thirst 
For  blood  so  deeply? 

ITer.  (indignantly.)  Have  you  struck,  and  saved 
The  honour  of  your  house  ?  [soul 

JRai.  (thoughtfuUy  to  himself.)  The  light  1'  the 
Is  such  a  wavering  thing !    Have  I  done  well  t 

(7*0  Hebman.) 
Ask  me  not !    Never  shall  they  meet  again. 
Is  't  not  enough? 

Atmeb  enters  hurriedly  with  the  dagger,  and  goes 

up  with  it  to  several  of  the  knights,  who  begin 

to  gather  rownd  the  front. 

Aym.  Whose  is  this  dogger  ? 

Bai.  (coming  forward  and  taking  it.)  Mine. 

Aym.  Yours  !  yours ! — and  know  you  where — 

Rai.  (about  to  sheath  it,  hut  stopping.)   Oh  !  you 
do  well 
So  to  remind  me  !    Tcs  !  it  must  have  lain 
In  the  Moslem  burial-ground — and  that  vile  dust — 
Hence  with  it!  'tis  defiled.    [Throws  it  from  him,. 

Aym.  If  such  a  deed 

Brother  !  where  is  she  ? 


MaL  Who?— what  knight  hath  lost 
A  Ladye-love  t 

Aym.  Could  he  speak  thus,  and  wear 

That  scornful  calm,  if Ko  1  he  is  not  calm. 

What  have  you  done  ? 

Jtai.  (aside.)  Tes!  she  shall  die  to  him  I 

Aym.  (grasping  his  arm.)  What  have  you  done 
— speak! 

RaL  Tou  should  know  the  tale 
Of  our  dark  ancestor,  the  lion-Chie^ 
Ati<1  his  son's  bride. 

Aym.  Man!  man!  jovl  murdered  heel 

[Sinking  had:. 
It  grows  so  dark  around  me !    She  is  dead  ! 
(Wildly.)  VHnotheMeYe  it  I  Ko!  she  never  lookd 
like  what  could  die !          [Ooes  vptohis  hrother. 
If  you  have  dohe  that  deed 

Rai.  (sternly.)  If  I  have  done  it,  I  have  flung  off 
shame 
From  my  brave  fitthei's  house ! 

Aym.  (in  a  low  voice  to  hims^.) 
So  young,  and  dead! — because  I  loved  her— dead! 

(2*0  Rainibb.) 
Where  is  she,  murderer?    Let  me  see  her  fiice. 
Tou  think  to  hide  it  with  the  dust !— ha !  bai 
The  dust  to  cover  her  I    Well  mock  you  still : 
If  I  call  her  back,  shell  come !    Where  is  she?— 

speak! 
Now,  by  my  £Ekther^s  tomb  !  but  I  am  calm« 

Rai.  Never  more  hope  to  see  her ! 

Aym.  Never  more ! 

[Sitting  down  on  the  ground. 
I  loved  her,  so  she  perish'd ! — ^All  the  earth 
Hath  not  another  voice  to  reach  my  soul. 
Now  hers  is  silent !    Never,  never  more  ! 
If  she  had  but  said  farewell ! — (Bewildered)    It 
grows  so  daik !  [I  shall  wake. 
This  is  some  fearful  dream.  When  the  mom  comes 
^My  life's  bright  hours  are  done  ! 

Rai.  I  must  be  firm. 

(Takes  a  banner  from  the  wall,  and  hnngs  it  to 

Aticeb.) 

Have  you  foi^tten  this  f    We  thought  it  lost, 
But  it  rose  proudly  waving  o'er  the  fight 
In  a  warrior's  hand  again !    Yours,  Aymer !  youn ! 
Brother !  redeem  your  &me  ! 

Aym.  (putting  it  from  him.)  The  worthless  thing ! 
Fame !    She  is  dead ! — ^give  a  king's  robe  to  one 
Stretch'd  on  the  rack  I  Hence  with  your  pageantries 
Down  to  the  dust ! 

ffer.  The  banner  of  the  Cross  ! 
Shame  on  the  recreant !    Cast  him  from  us  f 

Rai.  Boy! 
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Degenerate  boy !    Hertf  with  the  trophies  won 
By  the  sainted  chiefe  of  old  in  Pftynim  war 
Above  you  and  around;  the  very  air, 
When  it  but  shakes  their  armour  on  the  walls^ 
I    Murmuring  of  glorious  deeds ;  to  sit  and  weep 
Here  for  an  Infidel !    My  &ther^s  son. 
Shame !  shame !  deep  shame ! 

Knights.    Aymer  de  Chatillon  1 
Qo  from  us,  leave  us ! 

Aym.  (itarHng  up.)  Leave  you!  what!  yethought 

That  I  wouldstay  to  breathe  the  air  you  breathe! — 

And  fight  by  you !    Murderers  !    I  burst  all  ties ! 

[Throws  hia  awcrd  on  thegnmnd  before  them. 

There's  not  a  thing  of  the  desert  half  so  free  I 

{To  RADflSB.) 

Tea  have  no  brother!    Live  to  need  the  love 
Of  a  human  hearty  and  steep  your  soul  in  fiune 
To  still  its  restless  yearnings !    Die  alone ! 
Midst  all  your  pomps  and  trophies — die  alone ! 

[Ooing  out,  he  suddenly  returns. 
Did  she  not  call  on  me  to  succour  her  ] 
Kneel  to  you — ^plead  for  life  ?   The  Voice  of  Blood 
Follow  you  to  your  grave  I  [Exit. 

J2at.  {with  emotion.)  Alas  1  my  brother  1 
The  time  hath  been,  when  in  the  fiu^e  of  Death 
I  have  bid  him  leave  me,  and  he  would  not  1 
{Turning  to  the  Knights.)        Knights  1 
The  Soldan  marches  for  Jerusalem — 
Well  meet  him  on  the  wav. 


ACT  IV. 

Soon  L — Camp  of  Melech,  the  Saracen  Emir. 

Melech,  Saoi,  Soldiers. 

MeL  Tea  1  he  I  mean — ^Rainier  de  Chatillon ! 
Oo^  Hod  swift  riders  o'er  the  mountains  forth. 
And  throogh  ^e  deserts,  to  proclaim  the  price 
I  ael  upon  his  life  1 

8adL  Thou  gaVst  the  word 
Befona ;  it  hath  been  done— they  are  gone  forth. 

MeL  Would  that  my  soul  could  wing  them ! 
Didst  thou  heed 
To  ny  his  life  J    TU  have  my  own  revenge  ! 
Tes  1  I  would  sa/ve  him  from  another^s  hand  ! 
Thou  aaid'st  he  must  be  brought  alive  1 

SadL  Iheard 
Thy  win,  and  1  obey'd. 

MeL  He  slew  my  son — 
Thai  was  in  battle — but  to  shed  her  blood ! 
MydiildMoraima'sI  Could  he  see  and  strike  her  1 
A  ChosfciaD  see  her  fuce,  too !    From  my  house 
The  crown  is  gone  1    Who  brought  the  tale ) 


Sadi.  A  slave 
Of  your  late  son's,  escaped. 

MeL  Have  I  a  son 
Lefti  speak,  the  slave  of  which]  Kaledisgone — 
And  Octar  gone — both,  both  are  fiillen — 
Both  my  young  stately  trees,  and  she  my  flower — 
No  hand  but  mine  shall  be  upon  him,  none ! — 

[A  sound  of  festive  music  without. 
What  mean  they  there  1         [An  attendant  enters. 

AtL  Tidings  of  joy,  my  chief ! 

Mel.  Joy  ! — ^is  the  Christian  taken  1 

MoBAiMA  enters,  and  throws  herseiffinto  his  arms. 

Mor.  Father!    Father! 
I  did  not  think  this  world  had  yet  so  much 
Of  aught  like  happiness  ! 

MeL  My  own  fidr  child ! 
Is  it  on  thee  I  look  indeed,  my  childl 

[ThNming  to  attendants. 
Away,  there ! — gase  not  on  us !    Do  I  hold 
Thee  in  my  arms!  They  told  me  thou  wert  slain. 
Rainier  de  Chatillon,  they  said 

Mor.  {hurriedly.)  Oh,  no  ! 
Twas  he  that  sent  thee  back  thy  child,  my  fiatther. 

MeL  He!  why,  his  brother  Aymer  still  refiised 
A  monarch's  ransom  for  thee ! 

Mor.  {with  a  momentary  delight.)  Did  he  thus? 

[Suddenly  chednng  herself. 
— ^Yes!  I  knew  well!    Oh!  do  not  speak  of  him ! 

3fe2.  What!  hath  he  wrong'd  thee  1    Thouhast 

suffered  much  [child. 

Amongst  these  Christians!  Thou  art  changed,  my 

There's  a  dim  shadowin  thine  eye,  where  once 

But  they  shall  pay  me  back  for  all  thy  tears 
With  their  best  blood. 

Mor.  {ala/rmed)  Father !  not  so,  not  so  ! 
Th^  still  were  gentle  with  me.    But  I  sat 
And  watch*d  beside  my  dying  brother's  couch 
Through  many  days :  and  I  have  w^t  since  then — 
Wept  much. 

Md.  Thy  dying  brother's  couch  !— yes,  thou 
Wert  ever  true  and  kind. 

Mw.  {covering  her  face.)  Oh  !  praise  me  not ! 
Look  gently  on  me,  or  I  sink  to  earth ; 
Not  thus !  [worn  : 

MeL  No  praise !  thou'rt  fiunt,  my  child,  and 
The  length  of  way  hath 

Mor.  {eagerly.)  Yes !  the  way  was  long. 
The  desert's  wind  breath'd  o'er  me.  Could  I  rest  1 

MeL  Te8!thoushaltre8twithinthyfiithex^8tent 
Follow  me,  gmitle  child!  Thou  look'st  so  changed. 

Mor.  {hurriedly.)  The  weary  way,— the  desert's 

burning  wind 

[Laying  her  hand  on  him  as  she  goes  out 
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Think  thou  no  evil  of  those  ChristiuiB,  father ! — 
They  were  still  kind 

Scene  IL — Brfort  a  Fortnu  anumgit  Rotki,  wUk 
a  Dettrt  hejfond, — Military  Munc 

Raibixr  db  Chatillon — KiUghtt  and  SoUKen. 

RmL  They  speak  of  truoe) 

The  Knights.  Etwiso.    Of  trace  between 
The  Soldan  and  our  King. 

Ecu,  Lot  him  who  fears 
Lest  the  close  helm  should  wear  his  locks  away. 
Cry  "  truce,**  and  cast  it  oC    I  have  no  will 
To  change  mine  armour  £or  a  masquer's  robe^ 
And  sit  at  festivals.    Halt^  lanoesy  there  1 
Warriors  and  brethren  1  hear.    I  own  no  truoe — 
I  hold  my  Ufe  but  as  a  wei^Km  now 
Against  the  infidel  1    He  shall  not  reap 
His  field,  nor  gather  of  his  vine,  nor  pray 
To  his  fiilse  gods—no  I  saye  by  trembling  stealth, 
Whilst  I  can  grasp  a  swordJ    Wherefore^  noble 

friends. 
Think  not  of  truce  with  me  1 — but  think  to  quaff 
Tour  wine  to  the  sound  of  trumpets^  and  to  rest 
In  your  girt  hauberk^  and  to  hold  your  steeds 
Barded  in  the  hail  beside  you.    Now  turn  book, 
[Be  ihrowi  a  Mpear  on  iht  ground  brfore  them. 
Ye  that  are  weary  of  your  armour's  load : 
Pass  o'er  the  spear,  away  J 

2%ey  all  shout.  A  Chatillon  1 
Well  follow  thee— all !  aU ! 

MaL  A  soldier's  thanks  1 

[Turns  away  f ran  thmn  agitated. 
There's  one  face  gone,  andthatabrother'sl 

(Aloud.)  War!— 
War  to  ihe  Paynim — war  I    March  and  sot  up 
On  our  stronghold  the  banner  of  the  Cross, 
Never  to  sink  1 

[Trumpets  sound.    They  march  an,  winding 
through  the  rodn  with  militairy  iminc. 

Enter  Gaston,  an  aged  vassal  af  Bainibb'b^  of  an 
armed  foUower — ^Raindcb  addresses  him. 

You  come  at  last !    And  she — where  left  you  her  1 
The  Paynim  maid  1 

Qas.  I  found  her  guides^  my  lord. 
Of  her  own  race,  and  left  her  on  the  way 
To  reach  her  father's  tents. 

Rod.  Speak  low  1 — the  tale 
Must  rest  with  us.    It  must  be  thought  she  died. 
I  can  trust  you. 

Qas.  Your  father  trusted  me.  [been 

RaL  He  did,  he  didl— my  lather!    You  have 


Long  absent  and  you  bring  a  troubled  eiys 
Bock  with  yon.   Qastonl  heard  you  anght  of  Ami! 

Qas.  Whom  uMans  my  lord? 

iStti.  (tii^pa<ien%.)  Old  man,yoaknowtoo wail— 
Aymer,  my  brother. 

Qas.  I  have  seen  him. 

Rai.  How! 
Seen  him !    Speak  on. 

Qas.  Another  than  my  chief 
Should  have  my  life  before  the  shamefal  tale! 

RaL  Speak  quiddy. 

Qas.  In  the  desert,  as  I  joumey'd  bat^ 
A  band  of  Arabs  met  me  on  the  way. 
And  I  became  their  captive.    Till  last  ni^t — 

RaL  Go  on !    Last  night ) 

Qas.  Hiey  slumber'd  by  their  fires — 
/could  not  sleep ;  when  one — I  thought  him  cm 
O'the  tribe  at  first — cameupandlooeadmybond% 
And  led  me  from  the  shadow  of  the  tents^ 
Pointing  my  way  in  silence. 

Rai.  Weil,  and  he— 
You  thought  him  one  o'  the  tribe. 

Qas.  Ay,  till  we  stood  [lord— 

In  the  dear  moonlight  forth; — and  then,  ny 

RaL  Youdarenotsaytwas  Aymer! 

Qas.  Woe  and  shame! 
It  was,  it  was ! 

Rai.  In  their  vile  gazi>  tool 

Qas.  Yes, 
Turban'd  and  robed  like  them. 

Rai.  What  I— did  he  speak  ? 

Gas.  No  word,  but  waved  his  hand, 
Forbidding  speech  to  me. 

Rai.  Tell  me  no  more ! — 
Lost,  lost— for  ever  lost !    He  that  was  reared 
Under  my  fother's  roof  with  me,  and  grew 
Up  by  my  side  to  gloiy !— lost !   Is  ^tam 
My  woikt— who  dares  to  call  it  mine)    Aadyi^ 
Had  I  not  dealt  so  sternly  with  his  aonl 

In  its  deep  anguish ^What!  he  wears  tbairgKb 

r  the  &ce  of  heaveni  You  saw  the  toxfaan  onlum  ? 
You  should  have  strode  him  to  tiie  earth,  and  ss 
Put  out  our  shame  for  ever! 

Qas.  Lift  my  sword 
Against  your  other's  son ! 

RaL  Myfi&ther'sson! 
Ay,  and  so  loved !— that  yearning  love  Ibr  lAm 
Was  the  last  thing  death  conqueiMl  See*at  thoo 
there  1 

[The  hammer  of  the  Cross  is  rasMed  em  AsfertNtk 
The  very  banner  he  redeemVl  fat  vm 
rthefi^tatCairol    No!  byyanbri^ 
He ahau  not  perish!    This wagr— It^Aow 
ni  tdl  thee  Of  a  thoc^;^ 
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\SiHdde:nly  ttoppmg  hink)  Take  heed,  old  man ! 
Thou  hast  a  fearfol  secret  in  thj  grasp: 
Let  me  not  see  thee  wear  mysterious  looks. 
But  no!  thou  lovest  our  name! — I'll  trust  thee, 
Gaston!  [Exeu/nt. 

ScKKE  in. — An  Arab  Encampment  rovnd  a  few 
palmrtreet  in  the  Deiert^Wakh-firet  in  the 
hackffwmid^ — Ni^, 

Several  Arabs  enter  vnth  AncEB. 

Arab  Chi^.  Thou  hast  fought  hravelj,  stranger; 
Now,  come  on 
To  share  the  spoiL 

Ajfm.  I  reck  not  of  it    Gk>, 
Leave  me  to  rest 

Armb,  Well,  thou  hast  eam'd  thy  rest 

With  a  red  sabre.    Be  it  as  thou  wilt 

[They  go  oul, — ffe  throws  himself  wider  a 
palmrtree. 

Aym,  This  were  an  hour — ^if  they  would  answier 

us.  [comes — 

~They  from  whose  viewless  world  no  answer 

To  hear  their  whispering  Toices.  Would  they  but 

%)eak  once,  and  say  they  loved  ! 

If  I  could  hear  thy  thrilling  voice  once  more. 

It  would  be  well  with  me.    Moraima !  speak ! 

Rainiiib  enters  disguised  as  a  dervise. 

HorBuna»  speak  !     Ko  !  the  dead  cannot  love  ! 

lUsi,  What  doth  the  stranger  here  ! — is  there 
not  mirth 
Anmnd  the  watch-fires  yonder  ? 

Apa.  Mirth  i — away  1 — 
rre  nang^t  to  do  with  mirth.    Begone  ! 

JUd,  They  tell  [hear 

WOd  tales  by  that  red  light;  would'st  thou  not 
Of  Eaitam  marvelsl 

Ajfm,  Hence  !    I  heed  them  not 

SaL  Kay,  then  hear  me  I 

Ajfwk  Thee/ 

MaL  YeM,  I  know  a  tale 
WEder  than  iheirB.  [know'st  !— 

iiym.     {raising  himklf   tn    awrprise.)    Thou 

BaL  (wiihoiui  minding,  continues.)  A  tale  of  one 
Who  flung  in  inadniwB  to  the  reddess  deep 
A  g«n  beyond  all  price. 

Aym.  ify  day  is  dosed. 
What  is  aught  human  unto  me  I 

RaL  Tet  mark ! 
His  name  was  of  the  noblest— dost  thou  heed  1 — 
Even  in  a  land  of  princely  chivalry ; 

on  it — but  he  cast  it  down. 


AywL  Iwillnotheai>— speak'sttAoKofcfaivakyl 

Jiai,  Yes  !  I  have  been  upon  thynative  hills. 
There's  a  gray  cliff  juts  proudly  from  their  woods, 
Crown'd    with   bazonial   towers — remembonest 

thout 
And  there's  a  diapel  by  the  moaning  sea — 
Thou  know'st  it  well — tall  pines  wave  over  it, 
Barkening  the  heavy  banners,  and  the  tombs. 
Is  not  the  cross  upon  thy  fathers'  tombs ! — 
Christian  !  what  dost  thou  here  t  [thou 

Affnk  {starting  up  indignamtly,)  Man  f  who  art 
Thy  voice  disturbs  my  soul.  Speak  !  I  will  know 
Thy  right  to  question  me. 

Rai,  {throwing  off  his  disguise,  stands  brfore  him 
in  thefuU  dress  of  a  Crusader.) 
My  birth-right ! — ^look  ! 

AywL  Brother!  {JUtreaHngJromhimwithhorror.) 
— Her  blood  is  on  your  hands  1 — keep  back  1 

JBat.  (iteonrfyUy.)  Fay,  keep  the  Paynim's  garb 
from  touching  mine. 
Answer  me  AiSnee  I — what  dost  thou  here  \ 

Afm.  Tou shrink  [thus! 

From  your  own  work  ! — ^you,  that  have  made  me 
Wherefore  are  you  here  ?    Are  you  not  afraid 
To  stand  beneath  the  awful  midnight  s^, 
And  you  a  murderer  ?    Leave  me. 

Bai,  Iliftup 
No  nmrderer^s  brow  to  heaven  1 

Afm.  Tou  dart  epesk  thus  ! — 
Do  not  the  bright  stan,  with  their  searching  rays. 
Strike  through  your  guilty  soult  Oh,no! — tiswdl. 
Passing  well  I  Murder  I  Make  the  earth's  harvests 
grow  [air. 

With  Faynun  blood  l—iTeavea  wills  it!    Thefree 
The  sunshine — ^I  forgot — they  were  not  made 
For  infidels.    Blot  out  the  race  frx)m  day  1 
Who  talks  of  msirder  f    Murder  1  when  yon  die 
Claim  your  soul's  place  of  hiqypiness  i'  the  name 
Of  that  good  deed  1 

(/•  a  tone  of  deep  feding.) 

If  you  had  loved  a  flower 
I  would  not  have  destroy'd  it ! 

JtaL  {with  emotion.)  Brother  ! 

Aym.  {impetuoudg.)  No  1 — 
No  brother  now.    She  knelt  to  yon  in  vain ; 
And  that  hath  set  a  gulf— a  boundleas  gol#— 
Between  our  souk.    Your  veiyflice  is  dianged — 
There'sa  led  dood  diadowing  it :  your  forehead 


The  marks  of  blood — her  blood  I 

{In  a  triumphant  tone.) 
But  you  prevail  not !    You  have  made  the  dead 
The  mighty — the  vietorioos  1  Yes  1  you  thoug^i 
To  daah  her  image  into  frsgments  down. 
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AndyoahaveglTen  it  power — such  deep  sad  power, 
I  see  naiis^t  else  on  earth  I 

BttL  (a«u2e.)  I  dare  not  saj  she  liyes. 

{To  Atmeb,  hoidmg  up  the  erou  qfhis  aword.) 

Yon  Bee  not  this  / 
Once  bj  our  fetther^s  grave  I  ask'd,  and  here, 
I*  the  silence  of  the  waste,  I  ask  once  more — 
Have  you  abjured  your  fiuth  t 

Aym.  Why  are  you  come 
To  torture  me  1    No,  no !  I  haye  not.    No  ! 
But  you  haye  sent  the  torrent  throu^  my  soul, 
And  by  their  deep  strong  roots  torn  fiercely  up 
Things  that  were  part  of  it — inborn  feelings, 

thoughts — 
I  know  not  what  I  cling  to  ! 

JUtd,  Aymer  !  yet 
Heaven  hath  not  closed  its  gates!  Betum,  return. 
Before  the  shadow  of  the  palm-tree  &des 
r  the  waning  moonli^t     Heaven  gives  time. 

Betum, 
My  brother  !    By  our  early  days — ^the  love 
That  nurtured  us ! — ^the  holy  dust  of  those  [sleep ! 
That  sleep  i'  the  tomb  I — sleep !  no,  they  cannot 
Both  the  night  bring  no  voices  from  the  dead 
Back  on  your  soul  1 

AyriL  {turning  from  him.)  Yes — hart/    [strive  1 

Rai.  {indignantly  turning  off.)  Why  should  I 
Why  doth  it  cost  me  these  deep  throes  to  fling 
A  weed  off  1  [€fhe€lnng  hinudf. 

Brother,  hath  the  stranger  come 
Between  our  hearts  for  ever  1    Tet  return — 
Win  back  your  &me,  my  brother  ! 

Aym.  Fame  again  ! 
Leave  me  the  desert  ! — leave  it  me  !    I  hate 
Your  fiilse  world  s  glittering  draperiesy  that  press 
down  [Your  vain 

Th*  o'erlabour^d  heart !  They  have  crush'd  mine. 
And  hoUow-eounding  words  are  wasted  now : 
Tou  should  adjure  me  by  the  name  of  him 
That  slew  his  son's  young  bride ! — our  ancestor — 
That  were  a  tpell  1    Fame !  fune ! — your  hand 

hath  rent 
The  veil  from  off  your  world !   To  speak  of  fune, 
When  the  soul  is  parch'd  like  mine  !    Away  ! 
I  have  join'd  these  men  because  they  warwith  man. 
And  all  his  hollow  pomp  !    Will  you  go  hence  r 
{Fiercely.)  Whydoltalk  thus  with  Amurderert  Ay, 
This  is  the  desert,  where  tme  words  may  rise 
Up  imto  heaven  i'  the  stillness  !    Leave  it  me ! — 
The  free  wild  desert  1 

Arab  Chi^  enters. 

Arab.  Stranger,  we  have  shared 
The  spoil,  forgetting  not ^A  Christian  here  ! 


Ho!  sonsofKedar!— *tisDeChatillont 

This  way  ! — surround  him !    There's  an  Emir's 

Set  on  Ids  life !    Come  on !  [wealth 

[Several  Araba  nu^  in  and  turround  Raivikb, 
who,  after  rainly  endeavouring  to  force  hii 
way  through  them,  it  made  pritoner. 

Rai,  And  he  stands  there  [diains ! 

1\>  see  me  bought  and  sold!    Death,  death! — not 

[Atmer,  who  hat  ttood  for  a  momeni  at  if 
bewildered,  ruthet forward,  and  ttriketdtmn  \ 
one  of  the  Araht. 

Aym,  Off  frx>m  my  brother,  infidel ! 

[The  othert  hmrry  RADnxB  a»o|L 
{Recollecting  himteff.)  Why,  then,  heaven 
Is  just!    So  !  now  I  see  it !    Blood  for  blood ! 

[Again  ruthimg  forward. 
No  !  he  shall  feel  remortel    111  rescue  him. 
And  make  him  weep  for  her !  [EA 


ACT  V. 

ScBKE  L — A  HaU  in  the  Fortreat  ooeufied  by  Dl 
Chatillon's /oOowen. 

Knightt  littening  to  a  Troubadowr, 

Her.  No  more  soft  strains  of  love.   Qood  Tidal, 
sing 
The  imprison  d  warrior's  lay.  There's  a  proud  tone 
Of  lofty  sadness  in  it 

TROUBADOITB  tingt. 

Twas  a  trumpet's  pealing  sound  !    [tower,  , 
And  the  knight  look'd  down  from  the  Baymm  i 
And  a  Christian  host  in  its  pride  and  power 

Through  the  pass  beneath  him  wound.       , 
"  Cease  awhile,  clarion  !  clarion,  wild  and  shxiDf 
Cease !  let  them  hear  the  captive's  voice — ^bestiD !  \ 


"  I  knew  'twas  a  trumpet's  note  ! 
And  I  see  my  brethren's  lances  gleam. 
And  their  pennons  wave  by  the  mountain-streiiD, 
And  their  plumes  to  the  glad  wind  float 
"  Cease  awhile,  clarion  !  &c. 

"  I  am  here  with  my  heavy  chain  ! 
And  I  look  on  a  torrent  sweeping  by. 
And  an  eagle  rushing  to  the  sky. 

And  a  host  to  its  battle-plain ! 
Cease  awhile,  clarion  !  &c 


"  Must  I  pine  in  my  fetters  herel  i 

With  the  wild  wave's  foam,  and  the  firee  birf  sfli|^    i 
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And  the  tall  spetn  glancing  on  mj  sight. 

And  the  trumpet  in  mine  earl 
Ceaee  awhile,  clarion !"  &c.^ 

Atxxb  tfiUert  hwrriedXy, 

Aym,  Silence,  thou  minstrel !  silence ! 

Her,  Aymer,  here ! 
And  in  that  garb  !    Seize  on  the  renegade ! 
Knights  he  must  die  t 

Aym,  (tcomfuUy.)  Die !  die ! — the  fearfiil  threat ! 
To  he  thrust  out  of  this  same  blessed  world. 
Tour  world — all  yours !  (Fiercdy)  But  I  will  not 

be  made 
A  thing  to  circle  with  jour  pompt  of  death,    [die 
Tour  chains,  and  guards,  and  scaffolds !  Back!  Ill 
As  the  free  lion  dies  !  [Dratoing  his  sabre. 

Htr.  What  seek*st  thou  here  1  [a  deed 

Aym.  Naught  but  to  give  your  Christian  swords 

Worthier  than Where*s  your  chief?  in  the 

Paynim*s  bonds ! 
Made  the  wild  Arabs*  prize  !    Ay,  heaven  is  just ! 
If  ye  will  rescue  him,  then  follow  me : 
I  know  the  way  they  bore  him  ! 

Her,  Follow  thee  ! 
Hecreant!  deserter  of  thy  house  and  £Edth  ! 
To  think  true  knights  would  follow  thee  agam ! 
Tis  all  some  snare — away ! 

.ifm.  Some  snare  !    Heaven  !  heaven  ! 
Is  my  name  sunk  to  thisl    Must  men  first  crush 
My  sou],  then  spurn  the  ruin  they  have  made  1 
—Why,  let  him  perish  I — blood  for  blood !— must 
earth 

C^  out  in  vain  1    Wine,  wine  !  well  revel  here  ! 

On,  minstrel,  with  thy  song ! 

TBOUBADOtB  Continues  the  song, 

"They  are  gone — ^they  have  all  pass*d  by  ! 
Ihey  In  whose  wars  I  had  borne  my  part, 
Aey  that  I  loved  with  a  brother's  heart. 

They  have  left  me  here  to  die  ! 
8oand  again,  darion !  clarion,  pour  thy  blast ! 
Stnnd,  for  the  captive's  dream  of  hope  is  past !" 

{starting  «p.)   That  was  the  lay  he  loved 
in  our  boyish  days — 
And  he  must  die  forsaken  !    No,  by  heaven  ! 

>  **  8kt  fttfcnia  In  mnrie  whatever  wm  natloiud  and 

;  and  her  ftnioi  adapted  for  singing  irere,  of 

to  the  tonee  most  congenial  to  tbe  tempera- 

mm  mind.    How  mooenftilly  wed  to  the  maglo 

ijof  her  Tenet  have  been  by  her  liiter,  no 

off  OMie  need  to  be  reminded.    The  '  Roman  Girl's 

*  li  ftdl  of  a  eotaan  daHio  beauty ;  and,  in  one  of  her 

II  k  add  ttwl  of  '  The  Captive  Knight'  Sir  Walter 

Indeed,  it  eeeme  In  hie  mind  to 


He  shall  not !    Follow  me !  I  say  your  chief 
Is  bought  and  sold  !    Is  there  no  generous  trust 
Left  in  your  souls  1    De  Foix,  I  saved  your  life 
At  Ascalon  I    Du  Momay,  you  and  I 
On  Jaffii's  wall  together  set  our  breasts 
Against  a  thousand  spears  !  What !  have  I  fought 
Beside  you,  shared  your  cup,  slept  in  your  tents, 

And  ye  can  think [Dashing  off  his  turban. 

Look  on  my  burning  brow ! 
Read  if  there's  falsehood  branded  on  it — ^read 
The  marks  of  treachery  there  ! 
Knights,  (gathering  round  him.)  No,  no !  come  on  ! 
To  the  rescue  t  lead  us  on  !  well  trust  thee  still ! 
Aym,  Follow,  then  ! — this  way.  If  I  die  for  him. 
There  will  be  vengeance  !    He  shall  think  of  me 
To  his  last  hour  !  [Exeunt. 


SoENB  II.-^A  Pamlion  in  the  Camp  of  Afekth. 

Melech,  Saol 

Mel.   It  must  be  that  those  sounds  and  sights 
of  war 
Shako  her  too  gentle  nature.    Yes,  her  cheek 
Fades  hourly  in  my  sight !    What  other  cause — 
None,  none  !    She  must  go  hence  !    Choose  from 

thy  band 
The  bravest,  Sadi !  and  the  longest  tried. 
And  I  will  send  my  child 

Voice  withouL  Where  is  your  chief  1 

De  Chatillon  enters,  guarded  by  Arab  and 
Turkish  soldiers. 

Arab  Chief.  The  sons  of  Kodar's  tribe  have 
brought  to  the  son 
Of  the  Prophet's  house  a  prisoner  ! 

MeL  {half  drawing  his  sword.)  Chatillon  ! 
That  slew  my  boy !  Thanks  for  the  avenger's  hour! 
Sadi,  their  guerdon — give  it  them— the  gold  ! 
And  me  the  vengeance  ! 

{Looking  at  Rainibb,  tpho  holds  the  upper  frag- 
ment  of  his  sword,  and  seems  lost  in  thought.) 

This  is  he 
That  slew  my  first-bom  ! 
JRau  {to  himself.)  Surely  there  leap'd  up 

have  been  the  iong  of  Chivalry,  wpteeentellve  of  the  EngMah ; 
at  the  FlowerB  of  the  Foraet  was  of  the  Scottish ;  the  Gan- 
donella  Eapafiola  of  the  Spanish ;  and  the  Rhine  Song  of  the 
QtgTaasxs.**—Bk)graiiMedL  Sketch  by  Dblta,  1838. 

Of  all  Mrs  Hemans's  lyrics  set  to  mnsic,  '  Tbe  ChpUve 
Knight'  has  been  the  meet  popcdar,  and  deservedly  so.  It 
has  indeed  stirred  many  a  heart  "  nice  tbe  soond  of  a  ttsm" 
pf/t,**^-Chorte^'s  Mtmoriali. 
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A  brother's  heart  within  him  !  Yes,  he  Btnick 
To  the  earth  a  Paynim 

ife2.(rauM^Auv(>t0&)C3iri8tiaziI  thoubastbeen 
Our  nation's  deadliest  foe  I  [heiB' 

Bai,  (lookimg  ^  amd  imUingproudlif.)  Tis  joy  to 
I  have  not  lived  in  vain  1 

Mel  Thou  bear'st  thyself  [met 

With  aoonqueror*8  mien  1  What  is  thy  hope  from 

JtaL  A  soldier's  death. 

MeL  (JiaaUlff.)  Then  thou  wouldst  fear  a  slave's  t 

RaL  Fear!  As  if  man's  own  qpiiit  had  not  power 
To  make  his  death  a  triumph  1  Waste  not  words; 
Let  my  blood  bathe  thine  own  sword.    Infidel  1 
I  slew  thy  son  I  [Lookimg  tUhii  broken  tw9rd. 

Ay,  there's  the  red  mark  here  1 

MeL  (approaching  him)  Thou  darest  to  tell  me 
this!  [A  tufMdt heard  vfithout. 

Voicea  without,  A  Chatillon  I 

Rai,  Mj  brother's  Tcnoe  !    Se  it  ea/ved  / 

MeL  (calling.)  What,  ho  !  my  guards  ! 

Atheb  enters  with  the  knights,  fighting  their 

way  through  Melbcb^s  aoldiers,  who  are 

driven  hrfore  them, 

Ajfm.  On  with  the  warcryofour  ancient  house: 
For  the  Cross— I>e  Chatillon  I 
Knights,  For  the  Cross— Be  Chatillon  ! 

[RiJinER  attempts  to  break  from  his  guards, 
Sadi  enters  with  more  soldiers  to  the  OMsittr 
ance  of  Melech.  Aticeb  and  the  knights 
are  overpowered,  Atmeb  is  wounded  and 
faUs. 

Mel.  Bring  fetters — ^bind  the  captiTee  1 

Rai.  Lost — all  lost ! 
No  !  he  is  saved  ! 
(Breaking  from  his  guards,  he  goes  up  to  Atmeb.) 
Brother,  my  brother  1  hast  thou  pardon'd  me 
That  which  I  did  to  save  thee  1  Speak  1  f oigive  I 

Aym.  (turning  from  him.) 
Thou  see'st  I  die  for  thee  !    She  is  avenged ! 

RaL  I  am  no  murderer  !  Hear  me!  torn  to  me! 
We  are  parting  by  the  grave  ! 

MoRADfA  enters  veiled,  and  goes  vp  to  Melbch. 

Mor.  Father !  Oh !  look  not  sternly  on  thy  child. 
I  came  to  plead.  They  said  thou  hast  condemn'd 
A  Christian  knight  to  die 

Md,  Hence — to  thy  tent  1 
Away — begone  !  [spirit  come 

Aym.  (attempting  to  rise,)  Konima  !  hath  her 
To  make  death  beautiftilt    Moraima  !  speak. 

Mcr.  It  was  his  voice  !    Aymer  I 

[She  rushes  to  him,  throwing  aside  her  veil 


Aym,  Thou  liv'st— thou  liv'ati 
I  knew  thou  oouldst  not  die  1     Look  on  me  stilV 
Thou  livest !  and  makeet  this  world  so  fiiUof  joy — 
But  I  depart  1 

MeL  (approadiingher)  Mondma !  hence  !  Is  this 
A  place  for  thee  1 

Mor,  Away  !  away  ! 
There  is  no  place  but  this  for  me  on  eaith  1 
Where  should  I  go  ?    There  is  no  place  but  this  i 
My  soul  is  bound  to  it  I 

MeL  ifothsguairds,)  Bad:,  slaves  I  and  look  not 
on  her  1       [7%ey  retreat  to  the  badegnnmd. 

'Twas  for  this 
She  dnx^'d  to  the  earth. 

Aym»  Moraima,  fare  thee  wdl  1 
Think  on  me  1   I  have  loved  thee  1   I  take  henos 
That  deep  love  with  my  soul  1  for  well  I  know 
It  must  be  deathless  I 

Mor,  Ohl  thou  hast  not  known 
What  woman*s  love  is  !    Aymer,  Aymer,  stay  I 
If  I  could  die  for  thee  1    My  heart  is  grown 
So  strong  in  its  despair  1 

Rai,  (turning from  them.)  And  all  the  past  \ktfsl 
Foiigotten  !— our  young  days  1  His  last  thou|^ti 
The  Infidel's  I 

Aym,  (with  a  violent  effort  turning  his  head  rpicL) 
Thou  art  no  murderer !    Peace 
Between  us — ^peace,  my  brother  1    In  oar  doathi 
We  shall  be  join'd  once  moi»  t 

R4d  QuildMsg  the  cross  of  ^  sword  b^ore  km.) 
Look  yet  on  tiiis  I 

Aym.  If  thou hadst  only  told  me  that  she  lived! 
— ^But  our  hearts  meet  at  last  I 

[Presses  the  cross  to  his  Uft. 
Moraima  !  save  my  brother  !    Look  on  me ! 
Joy — ^there  is  joy  in  death  ! 

[ffs  dies  on  BAnriXB't  arm. 

Mor,  Speak — speak  once  more  1 
Aymer !  how  is  it  that  I  call  on  thee, 
And  that  thou  answer'st  not  t  Have  we  not  loved  i 
Death  1  death  I— and  this  is— death  ! 

RaL  So  thou  art  gone, 
Aymer !    I  never  thought  to  weep  again — 
But  now — &rewelll     Thou  wert  the  bravest 

knight 
That  e'er  laid  lanoe  in  rest — and  thou  didst  wear 
The  noblest  form  that  ever  woman's  eye 
Dwelt  on  with  love;  and  till  that  &tal  dream 
Came  o'er  thee  1  Aymer!  Aymer  1  thou  wert  stiE 
l%e  most  tme^bearted  brother  1    Then  thoa  art 
Whoee   breast  was  once  my  shMd!    I  never 

thought 
That  foes  should  see  me  weep  1  bat  there  thouart^ 
Aymer,  my  brother  I 
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Mw,  {wddady  rising.)  With  hiB  last^  last  breath 
He  bade  me  save  his  brother  I 

(^oUu^  a<  MELECH's/eet.)  Either,  epara 
The  Christian — spare  him  ! 

Md,  VoT  thy  BBke  epexe  Him 
That  slew  thy  iather  ■  son !— Shame  to  thy  race ! 

{P9  Ike  toUUen  tn  A«  hadhgr<nmd,) 
Soldiers  !  oome  nearer  with  your  levell'd  spears  ! 
Yetnearerl — girdhimin!    My  boy's  young  blood 
Is  on  his  sword.    Christian,  abrjuro  thy  £uth. 
Or  die :  thine  hour  is  come  I 

MaL  (fmrmimg  omd  throwing  himMUfcn  ike  weapont. 

AlTNOTATIOIf  ON  **  DM  CBATlhlOS.** 

[**TlMineritoof  "TheSiegeof  Valencia' are  more  of  a  de- 
IB^T«  than  of  a  strictly  dramatic  kind ;  and  abounding  as 
ft4Ml  with  fiiM  paiMgw  of  parrativa  beauty,  and  with atrik- 
iif  aenai  and  iltaationt,  it  is  not  onljr  not  adapted  for 
npmentalioD,  bat,  on  the  contrary,  the  diaracten  are  de- 
vdofad  by  painting  much  more  ttian  by  In<Ment.  Withal, 
tt  WHii  wnily  and  antliwn— ,  and  in  leival  plaeea  ia  not 


"From  the  prerions  writing!  of  the  aame  author,  and 
«■  ttw  appearance  of '  The  Teepen  of  Palermo,*  it  seemed  to 
ll  fti  prevalent  opinion  of  critics,  that  tlie  genius  of  Mn 
WM  not  of  a  dmmatie  cast— tint  it  expatiated  too 
la  the  davriopnent  of  aentiment,  too  miseh  in  the 
of  description,  to  be  erer  brought  under  the  tram- 
rii  eMBtiaJly  neccsaary  for  the  success  of  scenic  dialogue. 
"Tbe  martta  of  *  The  Tespers*  are  great,  and  have  been  ac- 
to  bo  so,  not  only  by  the  hig^iest  of  contemporary 
■■IhoilHas,  but  by  the  still  more  miaqnifooal  toati- 
ef  fhMtrkal  appkuse.  What  *  has  bean,  has  been,* 
md  we  widi  not  to  detract  one  iota  from  praise  so  fidriy 
ened;  but  we  must  candidly  confess,  that  btfore  the  perusal 
tf*Dia  CiBtfniBn,'(aMiongfa  that  poem  is  probaUy  not  quite  in 
AiHrts  la  wUehit  wouU  have  been  aabmitted  to  the  world 
If  Si  vrilirO  we  wm  eooiewfaat  inisoted  with  the  pivtailing 
^ferioB,  that  the  most  sucoesafttl  path  of  Mrs  Hemansdid  not 
lad  her  towards  the  drama.  Our  opinion  on  this  subject  is, 
V  now  much  altered;  and  we  hesitate  not  to  say,  after 


qf  the  eddiem,)     Thou  hast  mine  answer, 
Infidel  1 

[Colling  aloud  to  the  knights  as  he  falls  hack. 
Knights  of  France ! 
Herman !  De  Foix  !  Du  Momay  !  be  ye  strong  1 

Tour  hour  will  come  I 

Must  the  old  war<37  cease? 
[Ha^raising  himse^,  and  vfaving  the  cross 
triumphantly. 
For  the  Cross— De  (Siatillon  1 

[Se  dies, 
{I%e  curtain  falls,) 

minutely  considering  the  characters  of  Rainier— so  skili^ 
acted  on,  now  by  fraternal  love,  and  now  by  public  duty— 
and  of  Aymer  and  Horaima.  pbeed  In  sltoations  iriiere  Incli- 
nation is  opposed  to  principle— that,  by  the  cuUTation  of  this 
species  of  oompositlon,  had  health  and  prokmged  yean  been 
the  &te  of  the  author  of  *  De  ChatiDon,'  that  tragedy,  noble  as 
it  is,  wliidi  must  now  be  pfatoed  at  the  head  of  her  dramatic 
efforts,  would  in  all  probability  have  been  even  surpaaaed  in 
excellenee  by  ulterior  efbrta. 

"  Mn  Hemans  had  at  length  atmek  the  proper  ki^ySi  It 
is  quite  evident  that  she  hod  succeeded  in  imbibing  new  and 
more  severe  ideas  of  this  clan  of  compositions.  She  had 
passed  from  the  narrative  into  what  has  been  conventionally 
tnrned  the  dnunatto  poem— from  the  'Hktorie  Scenes'  to 
*  Sebastian 'and*  The  Siege  of  Taleneia;'  bat  *  The  VcqMes 
of  Palermo'  and  *  De  Chatillon  *  can  alone  bo  said  to  be  her 
legitimate  dramas. 

**  The  last,  however,  must  be  ranked  first,  by  many  degrees 
of  comparison.  Without  stripphig  her  language  of  that  rieh- 
nen  and  poMio  beanty  ao  diaiactnlstlc  of  hor  genins,  at 
condeeoMuUng  in  a  afaigla  paasagt  to  the  mean  baldnan,  ao 
commonly  mistaken  by  many  modem  writen  far  the  stage  as 
essentially  necessary  to  the  truth  of  dialogue,  she  has,  in  this 
attempt,  preserved  adherence  to  reality  amid  scenes  allied 
with  romanea— bravilj  and  elhot,In  sttoations  strongly  alhir- 
hig  to  ampHflcation ;  and.  In  her  delineation  of  aoraa  of  the 
strongest,  as  wdl  as  the  fhiest  emotions  of  the  heart,  there  is 
exhibited  a  knowledge  of  nature's  workings,  gt  once  minuto, 
fisithful,  and  affecting."— 3r&  CHtique  by  A.] 
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THE  FOEEST    SANCTUAET. 


**  Long  tinM  afainst  oppumlon  hava  I  fooilit. 
And  for  tb«  native  liberty  of  faitli 
HftTO  bled  and  lulISBr'd  bonds." 


Bemonts  a  Tragedif. 


[TIm  following  poem  it  Intended  to  deicribe  the  mental  conflicts,  as  wdl  as  outward  saAarings,  of  a  Spaniard,  who,  llTfaig 
from  the  reUgions  persecutions  of  his  own  country,  in  the  sixteenth  century,  talies  refoge,  with  his  child,  in  u  North  American 
forest    The  story  is  supposed  to  be  related  by  hfanaelf,  amidst  the  wilderness  which  has  aff<»ded  hhn  an  aqrhnn.] 


I. 
The  voices  of  my  home  ! — I  hear  them  stUl ! 
They  have  been  with  me  through  the  dreamy 

night — 
The  blessed  household  voices,  wont  to  £01 
My  heart's  clear  depths  with  unalloy  d  delight ! 
I  hear  them  still,  unchanged :  though  some  firom 

earth 
Are  music  parted,  and  the  tones  of  mirth — 
Wild,  silvery  tones,  that  rang  through  days  more 

bright — 
Have  died  in  others ;  yet  to  me  they  come 
Singing  of  boyhood  back — ^the  voices  of  my  home ! 

IL 

They  call  me  through  this  hush  of  woods  reposing 
In  the  gray  stillness  of  the  summer  mom ; 
They  wander  by  when  heavy  flowers  are  closing, 
And  thoughts  grow  deep,  and  winds  and  stars  are 

bom. 
Even  08  a  fount's  remember'd  gushings  burst 
On  the  parch'd  traveller  in  his  hour  of  thirst, 
E'en  thus  they  haunt  me  with  sweet  sounds,  till 

worn 
By  quenchless  longings,  to  my  soul  I  say — 
Oh  !  for  the  dove's  swift  wings,  that  I  might  flee 

away, 

in. 
And  find  mine  ark  !     Yet  whither  1    I  must  bear 
A  yearning  heart  within  me  to  the  grave. 
I  am  of  those  o'er  whom  a  breath  of  air — 
Just  darkening  in  its  course  the  lake's  bright  wave. 
And  sighing  through  the  feathery  canes — ^hath 

power 
To  call  up  shadows,  in  the  silent  hour. 
From  the  dim  past,  as  from  a  wizard's  cave  ! 
So  must  it  be  !    These  skies  above  me  spread : 
Are  they  my  own  soft  skies? — ^Ye  rest  not  here, 

my  dead ! 

rv. 
Te  far  amidst  the  southern  flowers  lie  sleeping, 
Tour  graves  all  smiling  in  the  sunshine  clear ; 
Save  one  !  a  blue,  lone,  distant  main  is  sweeping 
High  o'er  one  gentle  head.    Ye  rest  not  here  ! — 


Tie  not  the  olive,  with  a  whisper  swaying; 
Not  thy  low  ripplings,  glassy  water,  playing  [ear; 
Through  my  own  chestnut  groves  which  fill  mine 
But  the  fiiint  echoes  in  my  breast  that  dwdl, 
And  for  their  birthplace  moan,  as  moans  the 
ocean-shell. 

V. 

Peace  ! — ^I  will  dash  thesefond  regrets  to  earth. 
Even  as  an  eagle  shakes  the  cimibering  rain 
From  hisstrongpinion.   Thouthatgavest  me  birth. 
And  lineage,  and  once  home, — my  native  Spain ! 
My  own  bright  land — ^my  fothers'  land — my  diild's ! 
What  hath  thy  son  brought  from  thee  to  the  wilds  1 
He  hath  brought  marks  of  torture  and  the  chain— 
Traces  of  things  which  pass  not  as  a  breese ; 
A  blighted  name,  dark  thoughts^  wrath,  woe — ^tfay 
gifts  are  these ! 

VI. 

A  blighted  name  !    I  hear  the  winds  of  mom— 
Their  sounds  are  not  of  this  !    I  hear  the  shiver 
Of  the  green  reeds,  and  all  the  rustlings,  borne 
From  the  high  forest,  when  the  light  leases  quiver 
Their  sounds  are  not  of  this ! — ^the  cedars,  waving^ 
Lend  it  no  tone :  His  wide  savannahs  laving, 
It  is  not  murmured  by  the  joyous  river ! 
What  part  hath  mortal  name,  where  God  alone 
Speaks  to  the  mighty  waste,  and  through  its  heart 
is  known? 

vn. 
Is  it  not  much  that  I  may  worship  Him 
With  naught  my  spirit's  breathings  to  control. 
And  feel  His  presence  in  the  vast,  and  dim. 
And  whispery  woods,  where  dying  thunders  roll 
From  the  &r  cataracts  1    Shall  I  not  rejoice 
That  I  have  leam'd  at  last  to  know  Bit  voice 
From  man's?    I  will  rejoice  ! — ^my  soaring  soul 
Kow  hath  redeem'd  her  birthright  of  the  day. 
And  won,  through  clouds,  to  Him  her  own  mt 
fetter'd  way ! 

vin. 
And  thou,  my  boy  !  that  silent  at  my  knee 
Dost  lift  to  mine  thy  soft,  dark,  earnest  eyes^ 
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\  the  love  of  childhood,  which  I  see 
ugh  its  depths,  a  thing  without  difguise ; 
\  hast  breathed  in  slumber  on  v  .east, 
aye  check*d  its  throbs  to  give  .lee  reet^ 
. !  whose  young  thoughts  fresh  before 
I  risel 

Quch  that  I  may  guide  thy  prayer, 
)  thy  glad  soul  with  free  and  healthful  air? 

IX. 

dd  I  weep  on  thy  bright  head,  my  boy  1 
y  fathers'  halls  thou  wilt  not  dwell, 
leir  banner,  with  a  warrior's  joy, 
le  sons  of  mountain  chiefs,  who  fell 
of  old.    Tet  what  if  rolling  waves 
le  us  fiir  frx)m  our  ancestral  graTes  ) 
.t  not  feel  thy  bursting  heart  rebel, 
lath  done ;  nor  bear  what  I  haye  borne, 
\  fidsehood's  mould  th'  indignant  brow 
scorn. 


not  be  thy  lot,  my  blessed  child  ! 
t  BorroVd,  struggled,  lived  in  vain. 

magnificent  and  ancient  wild ; 
,ty  rivers,  ye  that  meet  the  main, 
leets  deep ;  and  forests,  whose  dim  shade 
}  voice,  and  the  wind's,  by  swells  pervade ; 

'Tis  well  to  die,  and  not  complain ; 
are  hours  when  the  charged  heart  must 

e  desert's  car  to  pour  itself,  or  break ! 

XI. 

ak  before  me  :^  it  hath  been         [flung 
I'd  one  of  the  woods ;  and  might  have 
ed  arms  to  heaven,  still  freshly  green  ; 
I  vine  around  the  stem  hath  clung, 
ich  to  branch  close  wreaths  of  bondage 
t)wing, 

roud  tree,  before  no  tempest  bowing, 
ink  and  died  those  serpent  folds  among. 
3 !  what  is  it  that  I  see  1 
Dfman'smind,  land  of  mysires,  with  thee  I 

xn. 
lou  lovely  !    Song  is  on  thy  hills : 
nd  mournful  melodies  of  Spain, 
1  my  boyhood,  how  your  memory  thrills 

Itoct  beftriog  a  traveller,  of  poetical  temperament, 

lie  kbid  of  horror  which  he  fdt  on  beholding,  on 

'  the  BfiMOuri,  an  oak  of  prodigioaa  fixe,  which 

a  manner  overpowered  by  an  enormoos  wild- 

The  vine  had  elaeped  its  hnge  foldf  round  the 


The  exile's  heart  with  sudden-wakening  pain  ! 
Your  sounds  are  on  the  rocks : — that  I  might  hear 
Once  more  the  music  of  the  mountaineer  1 
And  from  ^e  sunny  vales  the  shepherd's  strain 
Floats  out,  and  fills  the  solitary  place 
With  the  old  tunefiil  namee  of  Spain's  heroic  race. 

xin. 
But  there  was  silence  one  bright,  golden  day,  [lone. 
Through  my  own  pine-hung  mountains.  Clear,  yet 
In  the  rich  autumn  li§^t  the  vineyards  lay. 
And  fit)m  the  fields  the  peasant's  voice  was  gone; 
And  the  red  gn^P^  untrodden  strew'd  the  ground; 
And  the  free  flocks,  untended,  roam'd  around. 
Where  wasthe  pastorl — ^where  the  pipe's  wild  tone? 
Mufiio  and  mirth  were  hush'd  the  hills  among. 
While  to  the  city's  gates  each  hamlet  pour'd  its 
throng. 

XIV. 

Silence  upon  the  mountains  1    But  within 
The  city's  gate  a  rush,  a  press,  aswell 
Of  multitudes,  their  torrent-way  to  win ; 
And  heavy  boomings  of  a  dull  deep  bell, 
A  dead  pause  fbllowing  each — ^like  that  which  parts 
The  da^  of  billows,  holding  breathless  hearts 
Fast  in  the  hush  of  feai>— knell  after  knell ; 
And  sounds  of  thickening  steps,  like  thunder-rain 
That  plashes  on  the  roof  (XTsome  vast  echoing  frme  X 

XV. 

What  pageant's  hour  approach'd]  The  sullen  gate 
Of  a  strong  ancient  prison-house  was  thrown 
Back  to  the  day.    And  who,  in  mournful  state. 
Came  forth,  led  slowly  o'er  its  threshold-stone  \ 
They  that  had  leam'd,  in  cells  of  secret  gloom. 
How  sunshine  is  forgotten  !    They  to  whom 
The  very  features  of  mankind  were  grown 
Things  that  bewilder'd  1    O'er  that  dazzled  sight 
They  lifted  their  wan  hands,  and  cowered  beforo 
the  light  I 

XVL 

To  this,  man  brings  his  brother !  Some  were  there, 
Who,  with  their  desolation,  had  entwined 
Fierce  strength,  and  girt  the  sternness  of  despair 
Fast  round  their  bosoms,  even  as  warriors  bind 
The  breastplate  on  for  fight ;  but  brow  and  cheek 
Seem'd  tAfir*  a  torturing  panoply  to  speak  ! 

trunic,  and  from  tbenoe  had  wound  about  trery  bfaneh  and 
twig,  unto  the  migfaty  tree  had  witberwl  in  iti  embrace.  It 
leemed  like  Laocoon  ftmggUng  Ineflbetuallj  hi  the  hideoui 
coilf  of  the  moniter  Python.**— JB»tioArldr;pe  HaU,  Chapter 
on  Foiwt-^VM> 
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And  there  were  eomey  from  idiom  the  very  mind 

Had  been  wnmg  out;  theT^smiled — oh,  startling 

smiley  [sleep  the  idiilet 

Whence  mania  hi^  soul  is  fled  i    Where  doth  it 

xyn. 
But  onward  moved  the  melancholy  train. 
For  their  &lse  creeds  in  fiery  pangs  to  die. 
This  was  the  solemn  sacrifioe  of  Spain — 
Heaven's  oflRwring  from  the  land  of  ohivalzy  ! 
Through  thooaands^  thousanda  of  their  race  they 

moved— 
Oh,  how  unlike  all  others  ! — the  beloved. 
The  free,  the  proud,  the  beantifal  I  whose  eye 
Grew  fiz*d  befbra  them,  while  a  people's  breath 
Was  hnsh'd,  and  its  one  aoul  bound  in  the  though 

of  death! 

xvnL 
It  might  be  that^  amidst  the  countless  throng, 
There  sweQ'd  some  heart  with  pity's  weig^  op- 
pressed: 
For  the  wide  stream  of  human  love  is  strong ; 
And  woman,  on  whose  fond  and  frithful  breast 
CSiildhood  is  reared,  and  at  whose  knee  the  aig^ 
Of  its  first  prayer  is  breathed—she,  too,  was  ni^ 
But  life  is  dear,  and  the  free  footstep  bless'd. 
And  home  a  sunny  place,  where  each  may  fill 
Some  eye  with  glistening  smiles, — and  therefore 
all  were  stilL 


All  still, — youth,  oounget,  strength !—«  winter 

t    laid, 
A  ch^  of  palsy  cast,  on  might  and  mind  ! 
Still,  as  at  noon  a  southern  forest's  shade^ 
They  stood,  those  breathless  masses  of  mankind. 
Still,  as  a  frozen  torrent !    But  the  wave 
Soon  leaps  to  foaming  freedom  ;  they,  the  brave, 
Endured — they  saw  the  martyr^s  place  assign'd 
In  the  red  flames — ^whence  is  the  withering  spell 
That  nimibs  each  human  pulse  1    They  saw,  and 
thought  it  welL 


And  I,  too,  thought  it  well !    That  very  mom 
From  a  far  land  I  came,  yet  round  me  dung 
The  spirit  of  my  own.    Ko  hand  had  torn 
With  a  strong  grasp  away  the  veil  which  hung 
Between  mine  eyes  and  truth.     I  gazed,  I  saw 
Dimly,  as  through  a  glass.    In  silent  awe 
I  watch'd  the  fearful  rites;  and  if  there  sprung 
One  rebel  feeling  from  its  deep  founts  up,    [cup. 
Shuddering,  I  flung  it  back,  as  guilt's  own  poison- 


But  I  was  waken'd  as  the  dreamers  wikm. 
Whom  the  shrill  tnmipet  and  the  shiiekoCdnai! 
Bouse  up  at  midnij^t,  when  their  walla  sEVtriDni, 
And  they  must  battle  till  their  blood  ia  ahsd 
On  their  own  threshold  floor.    A  path  for  Ug^ 
Through  my  torn  breast  was  ahattec'd  \fj  tha 

mig^t 
Of  the  swift  thunder«troke;  and  freedom's  tread 
Came  in  through  ruins,  late,  yet  not  in  vain. 
Making  the  blighted  place  all  green  with  life  egm. 


Still  darkly,  slowly,  as  a  sullen 
Of  dood  o'ersweeping;  without  wind,  the  dky. 
Dream-like  I  saw  the  sad  procession  pasiv 
And  mark'd  its  victims  with  a  teaiies  egfe. 
They  moved  before  me  bat  as  pioturei^  wnq^ 
Eadi  to  reveal  some  secret  of  man's  thoagh^ 
On  the  sharp  edge  of  sad  mortality ; 
Till  in  lus  place  came  one — oh  !  could  it  be  t 
My  friend,  my  heart's  first  friend  ! — and  did  I  gUB 
on  thee! 

xxnL 
On  thee  I  with  whom  in  boyhood  I  had  pli^^d, 
At  the  grape-gatherings,  by  my  native  strsnB; 
And  to  whose  eye  my  youthful  soul  had  laid 
Bare,  as  to  heaven*8,  its  growing  world  of  dreaas; 
And  by  whose  side  midst  warriors  I  had  stood. 
And  in  whose  helm  was  brought — oh,eam'd  with 

blood!— 
The  fresh  wave  to  my  lips,  when  tropic  beans 
Smote  on  my  fever  d  brow  !      Ay,  years  had 


Severing  our  paths,  brave  friend ! — and  Iftaf  vt 
met  at  last ! 

zxiv. 
I  see  it  still — the  lofty  mien  thou  borest! 
On  thy  pale  forehead  sat  a  sense  of 
The  very  look  that  once  thou  brightly 
Cheering  me  onward  through  a  fearful  hoar. 
When  we  were  girt  by  Indian  bow  and  spear. 
Midst  the  white  Andes — even  as  mountain  deer, 
Henmi'd  in  our  camp ;  but  through  the  javelis 

shower 
We  rent  our  way,  a  tempest  of  deq)air  1 
And  thou — ^hadst  thou  but  died  with  thy  tne 
brethren  there ! 

xxv. 
I  call  the  fond  wish  back — ^for  thou  haatpmdiM 
More  nobly  &r,  my  Alvar  !— making  known 
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Tlie  mig^t  of  truth '}  and  be  thy  memory  chensh'd 
With  theirsy  the  thousands  that  around  her  throne 
Hatv  poor'd  their  lives  out  smiling,  in  that  doom 
Finding  a  triumph,  if  denied  a  tomb  1 
Ay,  with  their  ashes  hath  the  wind  been  sown, 
And  with  the  wind  their  spirit  shall  be  thread. 
Filling  man's  heart  and  home  with  records  of  the 
dead. 

zzn. 
Thou  Searcher  of  the  soul  I  in  whose  dread  sight 
Kot  the  bold  guilt  alone  that  mocks  the  skies. 
But  the  scarce-own'd  unwhi^er^dthought  of  night, 
Asathing  written  with  the  sunbeam  lies; 
fkavk  know'st — ^whose  eye  through  shade  and  depth 


That  this  man's  erime  was  but  to  worship  thee, 
like  those  that  made  their  hearts  thy  Bacrifioe, 
The  caU'd  of  yoie — wont  by  the  Savioui's  side 
Oft  the  dim  Ohre  llount  to  pray  at  eventide. 

zxvn. 
For  the  strong  spirit  will  at  times  awake, 
PSHcing  the  mists  that  wrap  her  day  abode ; 
And,  bom  of  thee,  she  may  not  always  take 
Snth'b  accents  for  the  oracles  of  God ; 
And  tnax  for  this — 0  dust,  whose  mask  is  power ! 
Beed^  that  wouldst  be  a  scourge  thy  little  hour ! 
SpiriC,  whereon  yet  the  mighty  hath  not  trod. 
And  therefore  thou  destroyest ! — where  were 

flown 
Ov  hopes,  if  man  were  left  to  man's  decree  alone  I 

xxvin. 
Bit  this  I  feh  not  yet    I  could  but  gaae 
OkUm,  my  friend;  while  that  swift  moment  threw 
A  sodden  freshness  back  on  vanidi'd  daysi, 
like  water-drops  on  some  dim  picture's  hue ; 
CUIing  the  proud  time  up,  when  first  I  stood 
When  bannerrfloated,  and  my  heart's  quick  blood 
Spnng  to  a  torrent  as  the  clarion  blew, 
Aad  ha — ^his  sword  waa  like  a  brother's  worn, 
Hut  watches  through  the  field  his  mother^s 
youngest  bom. 


s  For  a  wait  InttwrtJiy  Moomit  of  tht  Bpankh  Protat- 
iHSi,  and  lbs  iMtQle  dcYotioii  with  whioh  tb€gr  met  the  ipiiil 
«f  pmMBtioD  in  th*  ■iztcenth  ontmy,  ne  tht  QftaritHif 
Mmkm,  No.  67,  Art.  "  Onlnli  Yiitt  to  Spain." 

s  "  A  pitet  namod  Gonsalas  had,  among  otbar  prow- 
^jFlii,  gafaMd  ovw  two  young  femalei,  his  liiten,  to  the  Pro- 
taMsBt  fttth.  All  three  were  oonflned  in  the  dnngeoni  of 
tts  legsMtton.  Tho  tortnre,  repeatedly  applied,  could  not 
from  them  the  kMC  eridenoe  agafaiet  their  rellgioui 
Bwy  aitlflee  wae  eraplqyid  to  obtain  a  reean- 


zziz. 

But  a  Isnoe  met  me  in  that  day's 
Senseless  I  lay  amidst  the  o'ersweeping  fight ; 
Wakening  at  last,  how  full,  how  strangely  clear. 
That  scene  on  memory  flash'd  ! — ^tho  shivery  light. 
Moonlight,    on   broken    shields — ^the    plain    of 

slaughter, 
The  fountain^ide,  the  low  sweet  sound  of  water — 
And  Alvar  bending  o'er  me — ^from  the  night 
Covering  me  with  his  mantle.    All  the  past 
Flow'd  back ;  my  soul's  fiir  chords  all  answered  to 

the  blast 


Till,  in  that  rush  of  visions,  I  became 
As  one  that,  by  the  bands  of  slumber  wound, 
Lies  with  a  powerless  but  all-thrilling  frame. 
Intense  in  consciousness  of  sight  and  sound. 
Yet  buried  in  a  wilderingdream  which  brings 
Loved  fryces  round  him,  girt  with  fearfrd  things ! 
Troubled  even  thus  I  stood,  but  chain'd  and  bound 
On  that  familiar  fonn  mine  eye  to  keep: 
Alas !  I  might  not  fall  upon  Ins  neck  and  weep ! 

XXZL 

He  pass'd  me — and  what  next  ?    I  look'd  on  twq^ 
Following  his  footsteps  to  the  same  dread  place. 
For  the  same  guilt — his  sisters  1 '    Well  I  knew 
The  beauty  on  those  brows,  though  each  young 

fiu»  [air 

Was  changed — so  deeply  changed ! — a  dungeon's 
Is  hard  for  loved  and  lovely  things  to  bear. 
And  ye,  O  daughters  of  a  lofty  race. 
Queen-like  Theresa  I  radiant  Inez! — flowers 
So  choish'd !  were  ye  then  but  rear'd  for  those 

dark  hours  1 

xxzu. 
A  mournful  home,  young  sisters,  had  ye  left ! 
With  your  lutes  hanging  hush'd  upon  the  wall, 
And  silence  round  the  aged  man,  bereft 
Of  each  glad  voice  once  answering  to  his  calL 
Alas,  that  lonely  fiUher !  doom'd  to  pine 
For  sounds  departs  in  his  life's  decline  ; 


tation  from  the  two  ditan,  dnoe  the  eonitancy  and  learning 
of  Gonialex  precluded  all  liopeB  of  a  theological  victory. 
Their  answer,  if  not  exactly  logical,  is  wonderftiUy  efanple 
and  affiKting  :->' We  wlD  die  in  the  lUth  of  our  lirother:  he 
is  too  wise  to  be  wrong,  and  too  good  to  deceive  us."  The 
three  stakes  on  whldi  they  died  were  near  eadi  otiier.  The 
priest  had  been  gagged  till  the  moment  of  HgfaUng  op  the 
wood.  The  few  mlnotes  that  he  was  allowed  to  speak  he 
employed  In  comforting  Us  sisters,  with  whom  he  smig  tiie 
lOeth  Psahn,  till  the  flames  smothered  their  voices."— iWdL 
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And,  midst  the  shadowisg  bazinera  of  his  hall. 
With  his  white  hair  to  sit,  and  deem  the  name 
A  hundied  chie&  had  borne,  cast  down  by  you  to 
shame  !^ 

XI  mi. 
And  woe  for  you,  midst  looks  and  words  of  love. 
And  gentle  hearts  and  &cee,  nursed  so  long  I 
How  had  I  seen  you  in  your  beauty  move, 
Wearing  ^e  wreath,  and  listening  to  the  song ! — 
Yet  sat^  even  then,  what  seem'd  the  crowd  to  shun, 
Half-veil'd  upon  the  pale  clear  brow  of  one. 
And  deeper  thoughts  than  oft  to  youth  belong — 
Thou^t8>,such  as  wake  to  erening'swhispeiysway. 
Within  the  drooping  shade  of  her  sweet  eyelids  lay. 

XXXIT. 

And  if  she  mingled  with  the  festive  train. 

It  was  but  as  some  melancholy  star 

Beholds  the  dance  of  shepherds  on  the  plain. 

In  its  bri^^t  stillness  present^  though  afiur. 

Yet  wouldshesmile— and  that^  too,hath  its  smile — 

Circled  with  joy  which  reach'd  her  not  the  while, 

And  bearing  a  lone  spirit^  not  at  war 

With  earthly  things,  but  o'er  their  fonn  and  hue 

Shedding  too  clear  a  light,  too  sorrowfully  true. 

XXXV. 

But  the  dark  hours  wring  forth  the  hidden  might 
Which  hath  lain  bedded  in  the  silent  soul, 
A  treasure  all  undreamt  of, — as  the  night 
Calls  out  the  harmonies  of  streams  that  roll 
Unheard  by  day.    It  secm'd  as  if  her  breast 
Had  hoarded  energies,  till  then  suppress'd 
Almost  with  pain,  and  bursting  from  control. 
And  finding  first  that  hour  their  pathway  free : 
Could  a  rose  brave  the  storm,  such  might  her 
emblem  be ! 

XXXVI. 

For  the  soft  gloom  whose  shadow  still  had  hung 
On  her  fiur  brow,  beneath  its  garlands  worn. 
Was  fled;  and  fire,  like  prophecy's,  had  sprung 
Clear  to  her  kindled  eye.    It  might  be  scorn — 
Pride —  sense  of  wrong ;  ay,  the  frail  heart  is  bound 
By  these  at  times,  even  as  with  adamant  round, 
Kept  so  fix)m  breaking !    Yet  not  ihu*  upborne 
She  moved,  though  some  sustaining  passion's  wave 
Lifted  her  fervent  soul — a  sister  for  the  brave ! 

^  Tb«  namoi,  not  only  of  the  immediate  victims  of  the 
Inqoiiltion  were  devoted  to  inCuoy,  but  thoee  of  aB  their 
nktiona  were  branded  with  the  lame  indelible  itain,  which 
WM  Bluwiw  to  dcKend  at  an  infawitance  to  their  latest 
posterity. 


And  yet,  alas  I  to  see  the  sti«ngth  whidi  din^s 
Bound  woman  in  such  hours ! — a  monmfiil  oghi^ 
Though  lovely ! — an  o'eiflowing  of  the  springiB, 
The  full  qprings of  afibction,  deep  asbrig^! 
And  she,  becanse  her  life  is  ever  twined 
With  other  lives,  and  by  no  stormy  wind 
Hay  thence  be  shaken,  and  becanse  the  light 
Of  tenderness  is  round  her,  and  her  eye 
Doth  weep  such  passionate  tears — therefore  she 
thus  can  die. 

XXXVllL 

Therefore  didst  ikou^  through  that  hearfrshakiflg 

scene, 
As  through  a  triumph  move;  and  cast  aside 
Thine  own  sweet thoughtfulness  forvictory'smkn^ 
O  faithfiil  sister!  cheering  thus  the  guide^ 
And  friend,  and  Inrother  of  thy  sainted  youth. 
Whose  hand  had  led  thee  to  the  source  of  tmtb, 
Where  thy  glad  soul  from  earth  was  purified; 
Nor  wouldst  thou,  following  him  through  all  ^ 

pasty 
That  he  should  see  thy  step  grow  tremuIousatlMt 


For  thou  hadst  made  no  deeper  love  a  goesft^ 
Midst  thy  young  spirit's  dreams^  than  that  wluch 

grows 
Between  the  nurtured  of  the  same  fond  breast^ 
The  shelter'd  of  one  roof;  and  thus  it  rose 
Twined  in  with  life.    How  is  it  that  the  boon 
Of  the  same  sport,  the  gathering  early  flowers 
Bound  the  same  tree,  the  «^<tring  one  repose, 
And  mingling  one  first  prayer  in  murmurs  soft, 
From  the  heart's  memory  fiule  in  th«T  weirld^ 

breath  so  oft? 

XL. 

But  thee  that  breath  hath  touch'd  not ;  thee,  oor 

him. 
The  true  in  all  things  found ! — and  thou  wert  Ueit 
Even  then,  that  no  remembered  change  coukl  dfiiD 
The  perfect  image  of  affection,  preas'd 
Like  armour  to  thy  bosom !    Thou  hadst  kept 
Watch  by  thy  brother  s  couch  of  pain,  and  iwpl, 
Thy  sweet  face  covering  with  thy  robe,  when  rest 
Fled  fix)m  the  sufferer;  thou  hadst  bound  his  £uft 
Unto  thy  soul ;  one  light,  one  hope  ye  choee^ 

one  death. 

XLI. 

So  didst  thou  pass  on  brightly ! — ^but  for  her, 
Xext  in  that  path,  how  may  her  doom  be  spoken  I 
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!  to  tldnk  that  such  things  were, 
L  seen  by  men  with  hearts  \mbroken! 
ihat  fidr  girl,  whose  path  had  been 
ith  rose-leaves,  all  one  fiiiry  scene  I 
luick  glance  came  ever  as  a  token 
rooping  thought,  and  her  glad  voice 
d's  in  spring,  that  makes  the  woods 


xui. 
lie  ! — she  loved  the  laughing  earth 
cp  joy  in  its  fresh  leaves  and  flowers ! 
smile  even  as  the  sudden  birth 
ednbow,  colouring  vernal  showers  ? 
neet  her  fiiwn-like  step,  to  hear 
»f  wild  song,  so  silvery  dear, 
nconsciously,  in  happier  hours 
her  lips,  was  to  forget  the  sway 
L  Death  below,  blight,  shadow,  dull 


XLIU. 

mgebe]  The  hour,  the  scene,  where 

rm,  came  floating  o'er  my  mind : 
tage^ve ;  the  heats  were  pass'd, 
reshness  of  the  fimning  wind, 
,t  where  gleam'd  the  first  fidnt  star 
limo-boughs;  and  with  her  lightguitar, 
ireensward  at  his  feet  reclined, 
ice  laugh'd  up ;  some  shepherd  lay 
Udhood  sings  on  the  lone  hills  at  play. 

XLTV. 

1,  Qod  ! — the  bitter  fear  of  death, 
ize,  the  fiiint  o'ershadowing  dread, 
her  ! — panting  in  her  quick-drawn 

If 

rhite  lips  quivering.    Onward  led, 

)  with  her  dim  bewilder'd  eyes, 

liled  out  her  own  soft  brilliant  skies, 

niltry  southern  azure  spread, 

I  joy,  but  silent ! — still  they  smiled, 

n  no  reprieve  for  earth's  poor  trem- 

2hild. 

XLV. 

irth  had  all  too  strong  a  hold, 
et  Inez  !  on  thy  heart,  whose  bloom 
early  love,  nor  knew  how  cold 
ich  follow.  There  was  one,  with  whom, 
•u  wert,  and  gentle,  and  untried, 
;,  perchance,  unshrinkingly  have  died: 
ir  away ;  and  with  thy  doom 


Thus  gathering,  life  grew  so  intensely  dear, 
That  all  thy  sliest  frame  shook  with  its  cold 
mortal  fear  I 

XLTL 

No  aid ! — ^thou  too  didst  pass  1 — and  all  had  pass'd. 
The  feaxfiil— and  the  desperate — and  the  strong ! 
Some  like  the  bark  that  rushes  with  the  blast, 
Some  like  the  leaf  swept  shiveringly  along ; 
And  some  as  men  that  have  but  one  more  field 
To  fight,  and  then  may  slumber  on  their  shield, — 
Therefore  th^  arm  in  hope.   But  now  the  throng 
BoU'd  on,  and  bore  me  with  their  living  tide* 
Even  as  a  bark  wherein  is  left  no  power  to  guide. 

ZLvn. 
Wave  swept  on  wave.  We  leach'd  a  stately  square, 
Deck'd  for  the  rites.    An  altar  stood  on  high, 
And  goigeoufl^  in  the  midst :  a  plaoe  for  prayer, 
And  praise,  and  offiaring.   Could  the  earth  supply 
No  fruits;,  no  flowers  for  sacrifice,  of  all 
Which  on  her  sunny  lap  unheeded  fiiU  1 
No  fiiir  young  firstling  of  the  flock  to  die, 
As  when  before  their  Qod  the  patriarchs  stoodt — 
Look  down!  manbrings  thee,  heaven!  hisbrother's 
guntleas  blood ! 

ZLYUL 

Hear  its  voice,  hear ! — a  cry  goes  up  to  thee. 
From  the  stain'd  sod  ,'^  make  thou  thy  judgment 

known 
On  him  the  shedder ! — ^let  his  portion  be 
The  fear  that  walks  at  midnight— give  the  moan 
In  the  wind  haunting  him,  a  power  to  say, 
"Where  is  thy  brother T — and  the  stars  a  ray 
To  search  and  shake  his  spirit,  when  alone 
With  the  dread  splendour  of  their  burning  eyes  ! 
So  shall  earth  own  thy  will — ^Meroy,  not  sacrifice ! 

xux. 
Soundsof triumphantpraise !  themasswassung — 
Voices  that  die  not  might  have  pour*d  such  strains ! 
Through  Salem's  towers  might  that  proud  chant 

have  rung 
When  the  Most  High,  on  Syria's  palmy  plains. 
Had  quell'd  her  foes  ! — so  full  it  swept,  a  sea 
Of  loud  waves  jubilant,  and  rolling  free  ! 
— Oft  when  the  wind,  as  through  resounding  fimes, 
HathfilTdthechoralforestswithitspower,     [hour. 
Some  deep  tone  brings  me  back  the  music  of  that 


It  died  away; — the  incense^sloud  was  driven 
Before  the  breeie — ^the  words  of  doom  were  said; 
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^nA  the  son  fiided  monmfblly  from  hovcn. : 
He  &ded  moumfiilly,  and  diml j  red. 
Farting  in  donds  from  those  that  loolfd  their  last. 
And  sigh'd — "  Farewell,  thou  sun  !"    Ere  gloVd 

and  pass'd ;  [ahed 

Nig^t — midnight  and  tiie  moon — came  fiiHh  and 
Sleep,  even  aa  dew,  on  g^en,  wood,  peoj^ed  B|iot 
Save  one — a  place  of  death— «nd  there  men  ahmir 

ber^dnot 

LL 

Twas  not  within  the  city — ^bnt  in  aight 
Of  the  anow'Crown'd  aiarBflj,  freely  aifeeping^ 
With  many  an  eagle's  eyrie  on  the  hei^^ 
And  hunter's  cabin,  by  the  torrent  peeping 
Fto  off:  and  Tales  between,  and  vineyards  lay. 
With  sound  and  gleam  of  waters  on  their  way. 
And  chestnut  woodsy  that  girt  the  happy  aleeping 
In  many  a  peasant  home ! — ^the  midnight  aky 
Brought  softly  that  rich  woiid  round 'Ihoae  who 
came  to  die. 

Ln. 
The  daridy  gloriooa  midnight  aky  of  Spain, 
Burning  with  stars !   What  had  the  torches*  ^are 
To  do  beneath  that  temple,  and  profime 
Its  holy  radiance  %    By  their  wavering  flare, 
I  saw  beside  the  pyres — I  see  thee  now, 
0  bright  Theresa  t  with  thy  lifted  brow. 
And  thy  dasp'd  hands,  and  dark  eyes  fill'd  with 

prayer ! 
And  thee,  sad  Inez  f  bowing  thy  fidr  head, 
And  mantling  up  thy  fiioe,allcoloarles8with  dread! 

Lm. 
And  Alvar,  Alvar ! — I  beheld  thee  too. 
Pale,  steadfiist,  kingly :  till  thy  dear  glance  fell 
On  that  young  sister ;  then  perturb'd  it  grew. 
And  all  thy  labouring  bosom  seem'd  to  swell 
With  painful  tenderness.    Why  came  I  there. 
That  troubled  image  of  my  friend  to  bear 
Thence,  for  my  after-years  1 — a  thing  to  dwell 
In  my  heart* a  core,  and  on  the  daikneaa  rise. 
Disquieting  my  dreams  with  its  bright  mournful 
eyes] 

uv. 
Why  came  1 1 — oh  !  the  heart's  deep  mystery  ? — 

Why 
In  man's  last  hour  doth  vain  affection's  gaae 
Fix  itself  down  on  struggling  agony, 
To  the  dimm'd  eyeballs  ftxsezdng  as  they  glaze  1 

1  The  pOei  erected  for  then  czeeotloiu  ii«re  wfthoat  the 
toiniie,aiidthefliia]feeneofanAatod»Fewie  lonietlBMB, 


I 


It  miig^t  be— yet  the  power  to  will  aeem'd  ^i 
That  my  BooI  yeam*d  to  hear  his  Toioe  oooe  » 
But  mine  was  fbtter'd  I— rante  hi  atreng 
I  wateh'd  his  fMnrea  as  the  nJc^t-windliltw, 
And  torch-light  or  the  moon's  pao^d  o'er  thdi 
mazble  hoe. 

LV. 

The  trampling  of  a  steed !    A  tall  white  steed. 
Bending  his  fieiy  way  the  crowds  among — 
A  storm's  way  throogh  a  fbrest— came  at  apeed. 
And  a  wild  voice  cried  "  Inea !"  Swift  she  ftng 
The  mantle  fh>m  her  fisMo,  and  gaaed  arofimd. 
With  a  ftmt  ahriek  at  that  fluniliar  aouid; 
And  firom  his  seat  a  breathleea  rider  sprai^ 
And  dash'd  off  fiercely  those  who  came  to  pari^ 
And  rush'd  to  that  pale  girl,  and  daq^^'d  Inr  t» 
his  heart 

LVL 

And  for  a  moment  all  around  gave  way 
To  that  fiill  burst  of  passion  !    On  his  breast^ 
Like  a  bird  panting  yet  finom  fear,  she  lay. 
But  blest — in  misery's  very  lap — yet  bleat ! 
0  love,  love,  strong  aa  death ! — ^from  anchaBa  hoar 
Pressing  oat  joy  by  thine  immortal  power ; 
Holy  and  fiorvent  love  1  had  earth  but  rest 
For  thee  and  thine,  thia  world  were  all  too  tail 
How  could  we  thence  be  wean'd  to  die  wiAaal 
despairt 

Lvn. 
But  she — as  falls  a  willow  from  the  storm. 
O'er  its  own  river  streaming — thus  reclined 
On  the  youth's  bosom  hung  her  frtigile  fbrm. 
And  clasping  arms,  so  passionately  twined 
Around  his  neck — ^with  such  a  trusting  feld, 
A  full  deep  sense  of  safety  in  their  hold. 
As  if  naught  earthly  might  th*  embrace  unhiad ! 
Alas  !  a  child's  fond  feith,  behoving  still       [tilll 
Its  mother's  breast  beyond  the  lightning'a  rMch  t» 

LmL 
Brief  rest !  upon  the  turning  billow^  height 
A  strange  sweet  moment  of  some  heavenly  stnin, 
Floating  between  the  savage  gusts  of  night, 
That  sweep  the  seas  to  foam  !    Soon  dark  again 
The  hour — thescene;  th' intensely  iffeeent  mih'd 
Back  on  her  sinrit,  and  her  large  tears  gudi'd 
Like  blood-drops  frt>m  a  victim — ^with  swift  rain 
Bathing  the  bosom  where  she  lean'd  that  hour, 
Asifherlifewouldmdtintoth'o'erBwellingahoiveei 

from  the  length  of  the  preceding 
midnight 
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LZX. 

tdioee  arm  Bugtein'd  her !— oh,  I  kiMW 
run! — and  yet  he  hoped — ho  fondly  itroiTe 
rom  her  fidth  her  sinking  sool  to  woo, 
might  yet  be  hers  !    A  dreum  of  lore 
could  not  look  upon  so  flGur  a  thing, 
dbering  how  like  hope,  like  joy,  like  spring, 
nle  was  wont  to  glance,  her  step  to  moTe, 
9em  iha;t  men  indeed,  in  very  truth, 
mean  the  sting  of  death  for  her  soft  flower> 
ing  youth  t 

LX. 

o*d  her  back  to  life.    "  Sweet  Ines,  live  ! 
sssed  Ines ! — ^visions  haye  beguiled 
lart;  abjure  them !  thoa  wert  form'd  to  give 
>  find  joy ;  and  hath  not  sunshine  smiled 
i  thee  everl    Leave  me  not,  mine  own  ! 
th  will  grow  too  dark ! — for  thee  alone, 
lave  I  loved,  thou  gentlest  I  from  a  child, 
^me  thine  image  with  me  o'er  the  sea, 
ift  voice  in  my  souL    Speak  !    Oh  I  yet  live 
for  me  !** 

LZI. 

dk'd  up  wildly ;  there  were  anxioius  eyes 
g  that  look— sad  eyes  of  troubled  thought, 
i — Theresa's !    Did  her  childhood  rise, 
ill  its  pure  and  home-a£fections  fraught^ 
irief  glance?  She  clasp*d  her  hands — the  strife 
3,  fidth,  fear,  and  that  vain  dream  of  life, 
I  her  woman's  breast  so  deeply  wrought, 
a'd  as  if  a  reed  so  slight  and  weak  [break ! 
in  the  rending  storm  not  quiver  only — 

lusitwas.  The  young  cheek  flush'dandfiided, 
I  swift  blood  in  currents  came  and  went, 
ues  of  death  the  marble  brow  o'ershaded, 
le  sunk  eye  a  watery  lustre  sent       [pass'd 
ghitswhite  flutteringlids.  Then  tremblings 
le  frail  form,  that  shook  it  as  the  blast 
3  the  sere  leaf,  until  the  spirit  rent 
y  to  peace — ^the  fearful  way  unknown. 
1  love's  arms  she  lay — «Ae  / — ^what  had  loved 
was  gone! 

Txnr. 
r  thee,  trembler ! — ^thou  redeem'd  one,  joy ! 
;  dove  set  free ! — earth,  ashes,  soulless  clay, 
n'd  fbr  baffled  vengeance  to  destroy, 
lain  was  riven  I  Nor  hadst  thou  cast  away 
ope  in  thy  last  hour ! — though  love  was  there 
]g  to  wring  thy  troubled  soul  from  prayer. 


And  life  seem'd  robed  in  beautiful  array, 
Too  fidr  to  leave  ! — ^but  this  might  be  fbigiveB, 
TI10U  wert  so  richly  crown'd  with  precious  gifia 
of  heaven ! 

Lzrv. 
But  woe  for  him  who  felt  the  heart  grow  stlD, 
Which,  with  its  weight  of  agony,  had  lain 
Breaking  on  his  I    Scarce  could  the  mortal  dull 
Of  the  hush'd  bosom,  ne'er  to  heave  sgain. 
And  all  the  silence  curdling  round  the  eye, 
Bring  home  the  stem  belief  that  she  could  die — 
That  she  indeed  oould  die  ! — ^for,  wild  and  vain 
As  hope  mi^t  be,  hk  soul  had  hoped :   'twas 
o'er —  [bore. 

Slowly  his  fidling  aims  dropp*d  firom  the  foxm  they 

LXV, 

They  forced  him  firom  that  spot  Itmighibewell, 
Thatthefieroe  reckless  words  by  anguish  wrung 
From  his  torn  breast,  all  aimless  as  they  fsll. 
Like  spray-drops  from  the  strife  of  torrents  flung, 
Were  mark'd  as  guUt    There  are  who  note  these 

things 
Against  the  smitten  heart;  its  breaking  strings 
— On  whose  low  thrills  once  gentle  music  hung — 
With  a  rude  hand  of  touch  unholy  trying, 
And  numbering  then  as  crimes,  the  deep,  strange 

tones  replying. 

LZTL 

But  ye  in  solemn  joy,  O  futhftil  pair ! 

Stood  gaiing  on  your  parted  sistez^s  dust ; 

I  saw  your  features  by  the  torch's  glare, 

And  they  were  brightening  with  a  heavenward 

trust ! 
I  saw  the  doubt,  the  anguish,  the  dismay. 
Melt  firom  my  Alvar's  glorious  mien  away ; 
And  peace  was  there — ^the  calmness  of  the  just ! 
And,  bending  down  the  slumb'rer's  brow  to  kiss, 
"  Thy  rest  is  won,"  he  said,  "  sweet  sister !   Praise 

for  this!" 

LXVU. 

I  started  as  from  sleep; — yes ! — he  had  spoken — 
A  breeze  had  troubled  memor/s  hidden  source  ! 
At  once  the  torpor  of  my  soul  was  broken — 
Thought,  feeling,  passion,  woke  in  tenfold  force. 
There aresoft  breathings  in  the  southern  wind. 
That  so  your  ice-chains,  O  ye  streams  I  unbind. 
And  firee  the  foaming  swiftness  of  your  course  ? 
I  burst  firom  those  that  held  me  ba^  and  fdll 
Even  on  his  neck,  and  cried—"  Friend  I  brother  1 
fue  thee  well  I" 
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LXVIU. 

Did  ht  not  say  "  Farewell  V    Aks  !  no  breath 
Ounetomineear.  Hoarse  murmorsfrom  the  throng 
Told  that  the  mysteries  in  the  £aoe  of  death 
Had  from  their  eager  sight  been  veil'd  too  long. 
And  we  were  parted  as  the  suige  might  part 
Those  that  would  die  together,  tme  of  heart 
Hit  hour  was  come — but  in  mine  anguish  strong. 
Like  a  fierce  swimmer  throo^^  the  midnight  sea, 
Blindljl  rush'd  away  from  that  which  was  to  be. 


Away — ^away  I  ruah*d ;  but  swift  and  high 
The  arrowy  pillars  of  the  firelight  grew. 
Till  the  transparent  darkness  of  the  sky 
Flushed  to  a  blood-red  mantle  in  their  hue ; 
And,  phantom-like,  the  Irin^ling  city  seem*d 
To  spread,  float,  waTe,  as  on  the  wind  they  streamed, 
With  their  wild  splendour  chawing  me !    I  knew 
The  death-work  was  begun — I  veiled  mine  ^yes. 
Yet  stopp*d  in  spell-bound  fear  to  catch  the  vic- 
tims' cries. 

Lix. 
What  heard  I  then! — a  ringing  shriek  of  pain. 
Such  as  for  ever  haunts  the  tortured  earl 
I  heard  a  sweet  and  solemn-breathing  strain 
Piercing  the  flame,  untremulous  and  dear ! 
The  rich,  triumphal  tones  ! — I  knew  them  well, 
As  they  came  floating  with  a  breezy  swell ! 
Man's  voice  was  there — a  clarion-voice  to  cheer 
In  the  mid-battle — ay,  to  turn  the  flying ; 
Woman's — ^that  might  have  sung  of  heaven  beside 
the  dying ! 

LXXL 

It  was  a  fearful,  yet  a  glorious  thing 
To  hear  that  hymn  of  martyrdom,  and  know 
That  its  glad  stream  of  melody  could  spring 
Up  from  th'  unsounded  gul£s  of  human  woo  ! 
Alvar  !  Theresa  ! — what  is  deep  1  what  strong  ? 
— Qod's  breath  within  the  soul !    It  fill'd  that  song 
From  your  victorious  voices  !    But  the  glow 
On  the  hot  air  and  lurid  skies  increased : 
Faint  grew  the  soimds — ^more  fiiint:  I  listen'd — 
they  had  ceased ! 

LXXTL 

And  thou  indeed  hadst  perish'd,  my  soul's  friend! 
I  might  form  other  ties — but  thou  alone 
Couldst  with  a  glance  the  veil  of  dimness  rend, 
By  other  years  o'er  boyhood's  memory  thrown ! 

*■  For  oo«  of  the  moit  powerftil  and  imprfive  pietam 
p«nuips  evsr  dnwn,  of  a  yoang  mind  ttnigglingaeainit  habit 


Others  mi^t  aid  me  onward :  thou  and  I 
Had  mingiled  the  fr^sh  thoughts  that  eaily  die, 
Once  flowering — ^nevermore!  And  thou  wertgone! 
Who  could  give  back  my  youth,  my  spirit  free. 
Or  be  in  aught  again  what  thou  hadst  been  to  mel 

T.XXLLL 

And  yet  I  wept  thee  not,  thou  true  and  brave ! 
I  could  not  weep — ^theie  gathered  round  thy  name 
Too  deep  a  passion.    Hum  denied  a  grave ! 
Thou,  with  tiie  blight  flung  on  thy  soldier^s  ftme! 
Had  I  not  known  thy  heart  frt>m  childhood's  time  1 
^y  heart  of  hearts  1 — and  couldst  thou  die  far 

crimel 
No  !  had  all  earth  decreed  that  death  of  ahame, 
I  would  have  set,  against  all  earth's  decree, 
Th'  inalienable  trust  of  my  firm  soul  in  thee! 

LXZIV. 

There  are  swift  hoursin  life — strong,  rushinghonn^ 
That  do  the  work  of  tempests  in  their  mig^t ! 
They  shake  down  things  that  stood  as  rocks  tod 

towers 
Unto  th'  undoubting  mind ;  they  pour  in  light 
Where  it  but  startles — like  a  biust  of  day 
For  which  th'  uprooting  of  an  oak  makes  w^r  ; 
They  sweep  the  colouring  mists  from  off  our  sight; 
They  touch  with  fire  thought's  graven  page,  the  vXi 
Stamp'd  with  past  years — and  lo!  it  shrivels  as  a 

scroll! 

LXXV. 

And  this  was  of  such  hours !    The  sudden  flov 
Of  my  soul's  t^e  seem'd  whelming  me;  the  glare 
Of  the  red  flames,  yet  rocking  to  and  frt>, 
Soorch'd  up  my  heart  with  breathless  thirst  for  air, 
And  solitude,  and  freedom.    It  had  been 
Well  with  me  then,  in  some  vast  desert  scene, 
To  pour  my  voice  out,  for  the  winds  to  bear 
On  with  them,  wildly  questioning  the  sky. 
Fiercely  the  untroubled  stars,  of  man'sdimdestiny. 

LXXVL 

I  would  have  call'd,  adjuring  the  dark  doud ; 
To  the  most  ancient  heavens  I  would  have  said^ 
"  Speak  to  mel  show  me  truth!"' — throng oigbl 

aloud 
I  would  have  cried  to  him,  the  newly  dead, 
"  Come  back !  and  show  me  truth!"    My  v^ 

seem'd 
Gasping  for  some  free  burst,  its  Hm-lrtyMMy  teem'd 
With  such  pent  storms  of  thought  I  Agila  I  fled, 

and  aopentition  in  its  fint  aiplrationa  alUr  ti^li,  •!•  tht 
admiiBblt  LeUanfrom  Spain  bp  Don  Lmeadh  DiUmit^ 
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I  fled,  a  refiige  from  man's  face  to  gain,       [feme. 
Scarce  conscioiiis  when  I  paused,  entering  a  lonely 

Lzxvn. 
A  mic^ty  minster,  dim,  and  proud,  and  vast  I 
Silence  was  xoond  the  sleepers  whom  its  floor 
Shut  in  the  grave ;  a  shadow  of  the  past, 
A  memory  of  the  sainted  steps  that  wore 
Erewhfle  its  gorgeous  pavement,  seem*d  to  brood 
like  mist  upon  the  stately  solitude ; 
A  halo  of  lad  &me  to  manUo  o'er 
Its  white  sepulchral  forms  of  mail-clad  men;  [glen. 
And  all  was  hush'd  as  night  in  some  deep  Alpine 

LXXYUI. 

More  Irash'd,  fax  more! — for  there  the  wind 

sweeps  by. 
Or  the  woods  tremble  to  the  streams^  loud  play; 
Here  a  stnmge  echo  made  my  very  sigh 
Sean  for  the  place  too  much  a  sound  of  day  1 
Too  much  my  footsteps  broke  the  moonlight, 


Yet  arch  through  arch  in  one  soft  flow  pervading. 
And  I  stood  still :  prayer,  chant  had  died  away ; 
Yet  past  me  floated  a  fonereal  breath 
QfinoeiiBe.  I  stood  still — as  before  Ood  and  death. 

LXZIX. 

For  thick  ye  girt  me  round,  ye  long  departed  1  ^ 
Dnsfe — imaged  forms — ^with  cross,  and  shield,  and 


It  aeem'd  as  if  your  ashes  would  have  started 
Had  a  wild  Toice  burst  forth  above  your  rest ! 
Tci  ne*er,  perchance,  did  worshipper  of  yore 
Beer  to  your  thrilling  presence  what  /  bore 
Of  wisth,  doubts  anguish,  battling  in  the  breast  I 
I  ooold  have  pour*d  out  words,  on  that  pale  air, 
To  make  your  proud  tombs  ring.    No,  no!  I  could 
notlAcre/ 


Kot  midst  those  aisles,  throxigh  which  a  thousand 


Kntely  aa  doods,  and  reverently,  bad  swept ; 
Kol  byihoae  shrines,  which  yet  the  trace  of  tears 
And  knftfiling  votaries  on  their  marble  kept  1 
Te  were  too  mighty  in  your  pomp  of  gloom 
And  trophied  age,  0  temple,  altar,  tomb ! 

>  **  Yon  walk  from  «nd  to  »d  omt  a  floor  of  tombstonot, 
hum  with  tbo  fiNrms  of  th«  departed,  mitrM,  and 
and  wsmm,  and  ihUds,  and  helmets,  all  mingled 
Into  glaaeJika  imootbneii  by  the  feet  and 
if  loBff-departed  wordiipperi.    Aroand,  on  every 
aqNtfate  diapd,  sleep  undbtarbed  from  age 


And  you,  ye  dead ! — for  in  that  &ith  ye  slcpty 
Whose  weight  had  growna  mountain's  onmy  heart, 
Which  could  not  then  be  loosed.    I  tum'd  me  to 
depart. 

LXXXI. 

I  tum'd :  what  glimmer'd  faintly  on  my  sight — 
Faintly,  yet  brightening  as  a  wreath  of  snow 
Seen  throtigh  dissolvinghasel  The  moon,  the  nighty 
Had  waned,  and  down  pour'd  in — gray,  shadowy, 

slow. 
Yet  dayspring  still  1    A  solemn  hue  it  caught. 
Piercing  the  storied  windows,  darkly  fiaught 
With  stoles  and  draperies  of  imperial  glow ; 
And,  softand  sad,  that  colouring  gleam  was  thrown 
Whore,  pale,  a  pictured  form  above  the  altar  shone. 

Lzxxn. 
Thy  form,  thou  Son  of  God  ! — a  wrathful  deep, 
With  foam,  and  doud,  and  tempest  roxmd  Thee 

spread. 
And  such  a  weight  of  ni^t ! — a  night,  when  sleep 
From  the  flerce  rocking  of  the  billows  fled. 
A  bark  show'd  dim  beyond  Thee,  with  its  mast 
BoVd,  and  its  rent  sail  shivering  to  the  blast ; 
But,  like  a  spirit  in  thy  gliding  tread. 
Thou,  as  o'er  glass,  didst  walk  that  stormy  sea 
Through  rushing  winds,  which  left  a  silent  path 

for  Thee. 

LXXXnL 

So  still  thy  white  robes  fell ! — no  breath  of  air 
Within  their  long  and  slumb'rous  folds  had  sway. 
So  still  the  waves  of  parted,  shadowy  hair 
From  thy  dear  brow  floVd  droopingly  away  ! 
Dark  were  the  heavens  above  thee,  Saviour  1 — dark 
The  gulfs,  Deliverer  *  round  the  straining  bark  ! 
But  Thou  !^-o'er  all  thine  aspect  and  array 
Was  pour'd  one  stream  of  pale,  broad,  silvery 
light :  [night ! 

Thou  wert  the  single  star  of  that  all-shrouding 

LXXXIV. 

Aid  for  one  sinking !    Thy  lone  brightness  gleam'd 
On  his  wild  fajn^,  just  lifted  o'er  the  wave. 
With  its  worn,  fearful,  human  look,  that  scem'd 
To  cry,  through  sui^  and  blast — "I  perish — 
save!" 

to  age  the  Ttnerable  aahts  of  the  holicit  or  the  lofUeit  that  of 
old  came  thither  to  wotehlp— their  images  and  their  dying 
pray«B  scnlptmied  among  the  reeting-phwes  of  their  ranains.  ** 
—From  a  beaotiftal  description  of  ancient  Spanish  Cathedrals, 
in  Pcter*t  LeUm  to  his  Kin^Ok. 
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Not  to  the  winds— not  vunly !    Thoa  vert  mg^ 
Thy  hitnd  wbs  stretch'd  to  Minting  tgony. 
Even  in  the  portak  of  th'  unqniet  grave  I 
O  Thou  that  art  the  life !  and  yet  didst  bear 
Too  much  of  mortal  woe  to  turn  from  mortal 
prayer  1 


Bat  was  it  not  a  thing  to  riee  on  death* 
With  its  remembered  light,  that  £m»  of  thmo^ 
Redeemer  I  dimm'd  by  this  world's  misty  breath, 
Tet  monmfully,  mysteriously  dhrinel 
Oh  1  that  calm,  8onx>wfiil,  prophetic  eye. 
With  its  dark  depths  of  grief,  love,  mi^iesty ! 
And  the  pale  c^oiy  of  the  brow ! — a  shrine 
Where  power  sat  Teil'd,  yet  shedding  softly  round 
What  told  that  Thtm  couldst  be  but  for  a  time 
imcrown'd  1 

LZXXYL 

And,  more  than  all,  the  heaven  of  that  sad  smile ! 
The  1^>  of  mercy,  our  immortal  tnist  * 
Did  not  that  look,  that  vary  look,  erewhile 
Pour  its  o'ershadow'd  beanty  on  the  dnst  1 
Wert  thou  not  such  when  earth's  daric  doud  hnng 
o'er  Thee  t_  [Theo» 

Surely  thou  wert  I    My  heart  grew  hndi'd  before 
Sinking,  with  all  its  passions,  as  the  gust 
Sank  at  thy  voico,  along  its  billowy  way :    [pray? 
What  had  I  there  to  do  but  kneel,  and  weep,  and 

LULXVJi. 

Amidst  the  stillness  roee  my  spirit's  cry. 
Amidst  the  dead — *'  By  that  full  cup  of  woe, 
Press'd  from  the  fruitage  of  mortality. 
Saviour  i  for  Thee — give  light !  that  I  may  know 
If  by  thy  will,  in  thine  all-healing  name. 
Men  cast  down  human  hearts  to  blighting  shame. 
And  eariy  death ;  and  say,  if  this  be  so. 
Where,  then,  is  mercy  ?    Whither  shall  we  flee. 
So  unallied  to  hope,  save  by  our  hold  on  Thee  t 

LXXXYm. 

''But  didst  Thou  not,  the  deep    sea   brightly 

treading. 
Lift  frt>m  despair  that  struggler  with  the  wave  1 
And  wert  Thou  not,  sad  tears,  yet  awful,  shedding, 
Beheld  a  weeper  at  a  mortal's  grave? 
And  is  this  weight  of  anguish,  which  they  bind 
On  life— this  searing  to  the  quick  of  mind. 
That  but  to  God  its  own  fVce  path  would  crave — 
This  crushing  out  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth. 
Thy  will,  indeed  ?    Give  light !  that  I  may  know 

the  truth ! 


I.TXXIX. 

^For  my  sick  soul  is  darken'd  unto  death. 
With  shadows  from  the  suffering  it  hath 
The  strong  foxmdations  of  mine  ancient  fidth 
Sink  from  beneath  me — "nhetean  shall  I  lean  I 
Oh  1  if  from  thy  pure  lips  was  wxnng  the  sig^ 
Of  the  dust's  anguish  1  if  like  man  to  die — 
And  earth  round  him  shuts  hee;rily — hath  beoi 
Even  to  Thte  bitter,  aid  me  !  guide  me  !  torn 
My  wild  and  wandering  thong^  back  frtmi  theii 
starless  bourne ! " 

xc 
And  calm'd  I  rose :  but  how  the  while  had  risen 
Mom's  orient  sun,  dissolving  mist  and  shade ! 
Goold  there  indeed  be  wrong,  or  chain,  or  prison, 
In  the  bright  world  such  radiance  nu^^t  pervade? 
It  filTd  the  fitne,  it  mantled  the  pale  ibnn 
Which  rose  before  me  through  the  pictared  atooB, 
Even  the  gray  tombs  it  kindled,  and  wmfd 
With  lifid ! — ^How  hard  to  see  thy  race  begm. 
And  think  man  wakes  to  grief,  wakening  to  d«; 
OSun! 

23CL 

I  sought  my  home  again ;  and  thoo,  mychil^ 
There  at  thy  play  beneath  yon  ancient  pine, 
With  eyes,  whose lightninglaughter^  hath  beguiled 
A  thousand  pangs,  thence  flashing  joy  to  mine; 
Thou  in  thy  mother^s  arms,  a  babe,  didst  meet 
My  coming  with  yoimg  smiles,  which  yety  though 

sweet, 
Seem'd  on  my  soul  all  mournfully  to  ahine^ 
And  ask  a  hi^pier  heritage  for  thee^ 
Than  but  in  turn  the  Uight  of  human  hope  toMe^ 

sen. 
Now  sport,  for  thou  art  free  !  the  biig^  bixdi 

chasing,  [tree; 

Whose  wings  waft  star-like  gleams  from  tree  to 
Or  with  the  fifiwn,  thy  swift  wood-playmate,  naa^ 
Sport  on,  my  joyous  child  !  for  thou  art  free ! 
Yes,  on  that  day  I  took  thee  to  my  beBrt^ 
And  inly  f  ow'd,  for  thee  a  better  part 
To  choose;  that  so  thy  sunny  bursts  of  |^  [«e^ 
Should  wake  no  more  dim  thou^ts  of  ftreeaa 
But,  gladdening  fearless  eyes,  flow  on — ii  nov 

they  flow. 

xciu. 
Thou  hast  a  rich  worldrotmd thee — migfafyflhadeB 
Weaving  their  goigeous  tracery  o'er  thy  hea^ 
With  the  light  melting  through  their  high 
>  El*  lampegpiar  d«  I'anfBlko  tte.* 
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Af  tfaxough  a  pillared  doister'a ;^  but  the  dead 
Sleep  not  beneath ;  nor  doth  the  sunbeam  pass 
To  marble  shrineQ  through  rainbow-tinted  glaes ; 
Yet  then,  by  fount  and  ibreBt-murmur  led 
To  wonhip^  thou  art  blest  i  to  thee  is  shown 
Eirth  in  her  holy  pomp,  deck'd  for  her  Qod  alone. 


PART  n. 


Wla 

▼on 


GbmlMB  Toll, 


M.ilehlMll%qiiAle, 
ICaim  TtrloNQ  halttn  mD.— Fadct. 


I  MWriaall  — Oo mow   botaUa^jdi> 
Walk  wHh  tttll  Ibolitept  Mid  with  hiiinbU«7«, 
Aa  ttrhwUng  hymn  witiiln  my  wul.— Wtuoir. 

I. 

Bsnia  me  the  sounding  of  the  torrent-water, 
With  jet  a  nearer  swell  1    Fresh  breeze,  awako  1^ 
And  riTer,  darkening  ne'er  with  hues  of  slaughter 
Thy  wave's  pure  silveiy  green, — and  shining  lake, 
Spread  far  before  my  cabin,  with  thy  zone 
Of  andeot  woods,  ye  chainlesB  things  and  lone  1 
Send  Toioea  through  the  forest  aisles,  and  make 
(Sad  mnaic  round  me,  that  my  soul  may  dare,  [air! 
Chaar^d  by  such  tones,  to  look  back  on  a  dungeon's 

II. 
O  Indian  hunter  of  the  desert's  race  ! 
That  with  the  ^>ear  at  times,  or  bended  bow, 
Doife  CRMB  my  footsteps  in  thy  fieiy  chaae 
Of  Ilia  swift  elk  or  blue  hill's  flying  roe ; 
noa  thai  beaide  the  red  night-fire  thou  henpest, 
Bieath  the  oedars  and  tiie  star-light  sleepest, 
Ihon  know'st  not,  wanderer — never  may'st  thou 

know!— 
Of  ilie  dark  hoUs  wherewith  man  cumbers  earth, 
Tb  afant  fhmi  human  eyee  the  dancing  seasons' 

mirth. 

in. 
ThsN^fettai^d  down  fh>m  day,  to  think  the  while 
Hov  bii^t  in  heaven  the  festal  sun  is  glowing^ 


1  M 


thdr  dtMOont  WM  held  in  tlM  dMp  ihiidM  Of 

vImm  gloom  and  intvisMd  boogfaftflrBt 

that  GotUo  arcUlMten  boMatfa  wImm  pofaitod 

tlMj  had  atadtod  and  pngped,  tbo  parU- 

wlaio  ■■  ih<  J  a  ttogwl  Ugfat ;  MonaiwlikhtboglMms 

tha  daap  foUaga,  and  flkkerinf  on 

tarf  iNlow,  nlglit  bavv  neallad  to  tbrir 

Oration  on  tbt  Luding  of  tbt  Pflfrim 

la  Xav  Hilaiiil     flai  HoMKnr's  Ulttnfrvm  North 

vqL  &  p.  dO& 


Making  earth's  loneliest  places,  with  his  smile. 
Flush  like  the  rose;  and  how  the  streams  are 

flowing 
With  sudden  sparkles  through  the  shadowy  grass, 
And  water-flowera^  all  trembling  as  they  pass ; 
And  how  the  rich,  dark  summer  trees  are  bowing 
With  their  full  foliage :  this  to  know,  and  pine 
Bound  unto  midnight's  heart,  seems  a  stem  lot — 

'twaamine ! 

IV. 

Wherefore  was  this  %  Because  my  soul  hod  drawn 
Light  from  the  Book  whose  words  ore  graved  in 

light! 
There,  at  its  well-head,  had  I  found  the  dawn. 
And  day,  and  noon  of  freedom :  but  too  bright 
It  shines  on  that  which  man  to  man  hath  given. 
And  call'd  the  truth — ^the  very  truth,  from  heaven! 
And  therefore  seeks  he  in  his  brother's  aig^t 
To  cast  the  mote ;  and  therefore  strives  to  bind. 
With  his  strong  chains,  to  earth  what  is  not  earth's 

-^the  mind  i 

V. 

It  is  a  weary  and  a  bitter  task 
Back  from  the  lip  the  burning  word  to  keep. 
And  to  shut  out  heaven's  air  with  falsehood's  mask. 
And  in  the  dark  urn  of  the  soul  to  heap 
Indignant  feelings — ^making  e'en  of  thought 
A  buried  treasure,  which  may  but  be  sought 
When  shadows  are  abroad — and  night — and  sleep. 
I  might  not  brook  it  long — and  thus  was  thrown 
Into  that  grave-like  cell,  to  wither  there  alone. 

VI. 

And  I,  a  child  of  danger,  whoso  delights 
Wore  on  dark  hills  and  many-sounding  seas — 
I,  that  amidst  the  Cordillera  heights 
Had  given  Castilian  banners  to  the  breeze. 
And  the  full  circle  of  the  rainbow  seen 
There,  on  the  snows;'  and  in  my  oountiy  been 
A  mountain  wanderer,  from  the  Pyrenees 
To  tiie  Morena  crags — ^how  left  I  not 
Life,  or  the  soul's  life,  quench'd  on  that  sepulchral 
spoti 

*  Tba  varying  aoundt  of  watar&Di  ara  thus  aDudad  to  hi 
an  hilMwUiv  work  of  Mia  Grant'i.  «  On  tha  oppodto  alda 
tiia  Titw  WM  bounded  by  lUep  hillt,  oovarod  with  lofty  phioe, 
from  which  a  waterian  dwoandad,  which  not  only  gaTO  ani- 
mation ta  tha  qivan  loana,  but  was  tha  bsst  baramotsr  ima- 
ginabla ;  foiataUlng  by  ils  varied  and  faitelligible  sounds  vnrj 
approaeUngchaaga,  not  only  of  the  weather  but  of  tha  whid." 
— Jf<»eir«e^aii  Awktriean  Lady,  voL  L  p.  143. 

*  The  drcufatf  rafaibows,  oocaslonaUy  seen  amom^  the 
Andes,  are  deeeribed  by  UUoa. 
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Because  Tkwk  didst  not  leave  me,  0  my  God  ! 
Thou  wert  with  those  that  bore  the  tniUi  of  old 
Into  the  deserts  front  th'  oppressor's  rod. 
And  made  the  cayerns  of  the  rock  their  fold; 
And  in  the  hidden  chambers  of  the  dead. 
Our  guiding  lamp  with  fire  immortal  fed ; 
And  met  when  stars  met,  by  their  beams  to  hold 
The  free  heart's  communing   with  Thee, — and 
Thou  [then  as  now  1 

Wert  in  the  midst,  felt,  own*d— the  Strengthener 

▼in. 
Yet  once  I  sank.    Alas  !  man's  wayering  mind  ! 
Wherefore  and  whence  the  gusts  that  o'er  it  blowl 
How  they  bear  with  them,  floating  uncombined. 
The  shadows  of  the  past>  that  oome  and  go. 
As  o'er  the  deep  the  old  long-buried  things 
Which  a  storm's  working  to  the  surfiice  brings ! 
Is  the  reed  shaken, — and  must  toe  be  so. 
With  every  windt  So,  Eather  I  must  we  be,  [Thee. 
Till  we  can  fix  undimm'd  our  steadfiuat  ^es  on 

IX. 

Once  my  soul  died  within  me.  What  had  thrown 
That  sickness  o'er  it  1    Even  a  passing  thought 
Of  a  dear  spring,  whose  side,  with  flowers  o'er- 

grown. 
Fondly  and  oft  my  boyish  steps  had  sought ! 
Perchance  the  damp  roof's  waterdrops  that  fell 
Just  then,  low  tinkling  through  my  vaulted  cell. 
Intensely  healtd  amidst  the  stillness,  caught 
Some  tone  fh>m  memory,  of  the  music,  welling 
Ever  with  that  fresh  rill,  from  its  de^  rocky 

dwelling. 

But  so  my  spirit's  fevered  longings  wrought. 
Wakening,  it  mi^^t  be,  to  the  feint,  sad  sound. 
That  frt>m  the  daikness  of  the  walls  they  brought 
A  loved  scene  round  me,  visibly  aroxmd.^ 

1  Many  striking  instances  of  the  TiTidness  with  which  the 
mind,  wlien  strongly  excited,  has  been  known  to  renovate 
post  impressions,  and  embody  tlian  into  Tirible  imagery,  are 
noticed  and  accounted  for  in  Dr  Hibbertt  PAilofopAjr  i^Ap- 
paritknu.  The  folk>wing  lUostntiTe  passage  Is  quoted  In  the 
same  work,  from  the  writings  of  the  late  Dr  Ferriar:— **  I 
remember  that,  about  the  age  of  fiarteen,  U  was  a  somve  of 
great  amnsement  to  mysdf,  if  I  had  been  Tiewing  any  inter- 
esting object  in  the  ooune  of  the  day,  sodi  as  a  romantic 
ruin,  a  fine  seat,  or  a  reriew  of  a  body  of  troops,  as  soon  as 
evening  came  on.  If  I  had  occasion  to  go  into  a  dark 
room,  the  whole  scene  was  brought  befovs  my  ^yes  with 
a  brilliancy  equal  to  what  it  had  posesssed  in  daylight, 
and  remained  visible  for  several  minutes.  I  have  no  doubt 
that  dimal  and  frightful  images  have  been  thus  piesented 


Yea !  kindling,  spreading,  brigfatoiing^lnielijhaM^ 
like  stars  frt>m  midnight,  through  the  ^oom,  il 
grew,  (bound 

That  haunt  of  youth,  h<^>e,  manhood  ! — till  tibe 
Of  my  shut  cavern  seem'd  dissolved,  and  I 
Qirt  by  the  solemn  hills  and  burning  pomp  of  sky. 

XL 

I  look'd — and  lo !  the  dear,  broad  river  flowing 
Fast  the  old  Moorish  ruin  on  the  steep. 
The  lone  tower  dark  against  a  heaven  all  g^wing, 
Like  seas  of  glass  and  fire  ! — ^I  saw  the  sweep 
Of  glorious  woods  fer  down  the  mountain  aide. 
And  their  still  shadows  in  the  gleaming  tide. 
And  the  red  evening  on  its  waves  asleep ; 
And  midst  the  scene — oh !  more  than  all — Hmr 
smiled  [diild! 

My  child's  feir  fece,  and  hers,  the  mother  of  my 

TTT- 

With  their  soft  eyes  of  love  and  gladness  railed 
Up  to  the  flushing  sky,  as  when  we  stood 
Last  by  that  river,  and  in  silence  gased 
On  the  rich  world  of  sonset.    But  a  flood 
Of  sudden  tenderness  my  soul  oppress'd ; 
And  I  Tush'd  forward,  with  a  yearning  broasti 
To  dasp — alas  ! — a  vidon !    Wave  and  wood. 
And  gentle  feces,  lifted  in  the  light  [aaj^ 

Of  day's  last  hectic  blush,  all  melted  from  my 

xnL 
Then  darkness  !— oh  !  th'  unutterable  gloom 
That  seem'd  as  narrowing  roxmd  me,  making  las 
And  less  my  dungeon,  when,  with  all  its  blooin, 
That  bright  dream  vanish'd  frt>m  my  lonelinen  t 
It  floated  off,  the  beautiful !  yet  left 
Such  deep  thirst  in  my  soul,  that  thus  bereft 
I  lay  down,  sick  with  passion's  vain  ezcesa^ 
And  pray'd  to  die.    How  oft  would  sorrow  weap 
Her  weariness  to  death,  if  he  might  come  hks 
sleep ! 


to  young  persons  aiter  scenes  of  domestic  afflietioii  or; 
honor.** 

The  following  passage  from  the  Alcaxar  i^StvQte^  atabv 
historical  sketch,  by  the  author  of  DMado's  LeUtn, 
a  further  Qlustntion  of  thb  subject  **  When, 
tut  into  the  vale  of  years,  I  strong^  flz  my  mind'kiifi « 
thoee  namrw,  shady,  silent  streets,  where  I 
scented  air  which  came  mstUng  throng  the 
groves ;  where  the  footsteps  re-«choed  from  the 
pordies  of  the  houses,  and  where  every  object 

and  contentment ; theohjuts 

begin  to  &de  into  a  mere  ddnslon ,  and  not  only  tht 
but  the  external  sensations,  wfaichi  then  ezperitDeed,  n^v» 
with  a  reality  that  afanost  makes  me  shoddci^-tthMaa 
the  character  of  a  tnnoe  or  vision.** 


I 
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xiv. 
But  I  was  roused — and  how )    It  is  no  tale, 
£t8q  midst  l&y shades,  thou  wildemeas!  to  telL 
I  womld  not  hsve  my  boy*s  young  cheek  made  pale, 
Nor  hannt  his  sunny  rest  with  what  befell 
In  that  drear  prison-house.    His  eye  must  grow 
More  dark  with  thought,  more  earnest  his  fair 
brow,  [swell  ; 

More  high  his  heart  in  youthful  strength  must 
So  ehaU  it  fitly  bum  when  all  is  told :  [enfold. 
Let  childhood's  radiant  mist  the  free  child  yet 

XV. 

It  \b  enough  that  through  such  heavy  hours 
la  wring  us  by  our  fellowship  of  day, 
I  lived,  and  undegraded.    We  have  powers 
To  snatch  th*  oppressor's  bitter  joy  away ! 
Shall  the  wild  Indian  for  his  savage  fimie 
Laog^  and  expire,  and  shall  notTruth's  high  name 
Bear  up  her  martyrs  with  all-conquering  sway  ? 
It  is  enough  that  torture  may  be  vain : 
IhadseenAlvardie — ^the  strife  was  won  from  Pain. 

XVL 

And  fidntnot^  heart  of  man!   Though  years  wane 

slow. 
There  have  been  those  that  from  the  deepest  caves. 
And  cells  of  nighty  and  fastnesses  below 
The  stormy  dashing  of  the  ocean  waves, 
Down,  fifftherdown  than  gold  lies  hid,  have  nursed 
AfnenchlesB  hope,  and  watch*d  their  time,  and 

burst 
Ob  the  bright  day,  like  wakeners  from  the  graves ! 
I VM  of  such  at  last ! — ^unchain'd  I  trode 
^  green  earth,  taking  back  my  freedom  fh>m 
my  Qodl 

xvn. 
^  VBs  an  hour  to  send  its  fadeless  trace 
^^B*iilife*s  fiu>«weeping  tide !    A  dim,  wild  night, 
^  wnow,  hung  upon  the  soft  moon's  &ce, 
Hthow  my  heart  leap'd  in  her  blessed  light ! 
lit  ihq^herd's  light— the  sailor's  on  the  sea— 
lit  himter^s  homeward  from  the  mountains  free, 
^^IvB  Ha  lone  smile  makes  tremulously  bright 
1W  thousand  streams ! — ^I  could  but  gaze  through 
taan*  [years ! 

Oh  I  iHliat  a  ta^i  is  hoaven,  thus  first  beheld  for 

xvm. 
ntroOingeloudsl — they  havethewholeblue  space 
^     ihoifV  to  sail  in — all  the  dome  of  sky  ! 
Jtf  soul  shot  with  them  in  their  breezy  race 
Oct  stir  and  g^oom ;  but  I  had  yet  to  fly. 


As  flies  the  himted  wolC    A  secret  spot 

And  strange,  I  knew — ^the  sunbeam  knew  it  nct,^ 

Wildest  of  all  the  savage  glens  that  lie 

In  &r  sierras,  hiding  their  deep  springs,     [wings. 

And  traversed  but  by  storms,  or  sounding  eagleeT 


Ay,  and  I  met  the  storm  there  !    I  had  gain*d 
The  covert's  heart  with  swift  and  stealthy  trear/ : 
A  moan  went  past  me,  and  the  dark  trees  rain'd 
Their  autumn  foliage  rustling  on  my  head ; 
A  moan — a  hollow  gust — and  there  I  stood 
Qirt  with  majestic  night,  and  ancient  wood. 
And  foaming  water. — ^Thither  might  have  fled 
The  mountain  Christian  with  his  fiiith  of  yore. 
When  Afric's  tambour  shook  the  ringing  western 
shore  1 

XX. 

But  through  the  black  ravine  the  storm  came 

swelling: 
— ^Mighty  thou  art  amidst  the  hills,  thou  blast ! 
In  thy  lone  course  the  kingly  cedars  felling,     . 
like  plumes  upon  the  path  of  batUe  cast ! 
A  rent  oak  thundered  down  beside  my  cave. 
Booming  it  rush'd,  as  booms  a  deep  sea  wave; 
A  folcon  soared ;  a  startled  wild-deer  pass'd ; 
A  faroff  bell  toll'd  faintly  through  the  roar. 
How  my  glad  spirit  swept  forth  with  the  winds 

once  more ! 

XXL 

And  with  the  arrowy  lightnings ! — ^for  they  flash'd. 
Smiting  the  branches  in  their  fitful  play. 
And  brightly  shivering  where  the  torrents  dash'd 
Up,  even  to  crag  and  eagle's  nest,  thoir  spray  i 
And  there  to  stand  amidst  the  pealing  strife, 
The  strong  pines  groaning  with  tempestuous  life> 
And  all  the  mountain-voices  on  their  way, — 
Was  it  not  joy  1    'Twas  joy  in  rushing  might, 
After  those  years  that  wove  but  one  long  dead  of 
night! 

xxn. 
There  came  a  softer  hour,  a  lovelier  moon. 
And  lit  me  to  my  home  of  youth  again, 
Throtigh  the  dim  chestnut  shade,  where  oft  at  noon. 
By  the  foimt's  flashing  burst,  my  head  had  lain 
In  gentle  sleep.    But  now  I  pass'd  as  one 
That  may  not  pause  where  wood-streams  whisper' 

ingrun. 
Or  light  sprays  tremble  to  a  bird's  wild  strain ; 
Because  th'  avenger's  voice  is  in  the  wind,   [behind. 
The  foe's  quick,  rustling  step  close  on  the  leaves 
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xxnL 
My  home  of  youth!    Oh !  if  indeed  to  pert 
Witii  the  soul's  lo^ed  ones  be  a  mouxniiil  tiunig^ 
Whoi  we  go  forth  in  buojBncy  of  hesrl^ 
And  bearing  all  the  gloriee  of  our  spring 
Fof  life  to  breathe  on,— is  it  less  to  meet. 
When  these  are  faded  1 — who  shall  call  it  sweetl 
Even  thou^  love's  mingling  teazs  may  haply  bring 
Balm  as  they  &11,  too  well  their  hea^  showers 
Teach  ushownrach  is  lost  of  aUtiiat  onoewisoors! 

zxnr. 
Not  by  the  sunshine,  with  its  golden  gUm; 
Nor  the  green  earth,  nor  yet  the  langhing  ^, 
Nor  the  £ur  flowersoentSy^  as  they  cobm  and  go 
In  the  soft  air,  like  muaio  wandering  by ; 
— Oh !  not  by  these,  th'  unfailing,  are  we  taught 
How  time  and  sorrow  on  our  frames  have  wrought ; 
But  by  the  sadden'd  eye,  the  darken'd  brow 
Of  kindred  aq>ect>  and  the  long  dim  gaae, 
Which  teUs  us  y>e  are  changed — ^how  ohaz^ged 
from  other  days! 


Before  my  &feher,  in  my  place  of  buth, 
I  stood  an  alien.    On  tiie  yery  floor 
Which  oft  had  trembled  to  my  boyish  mirth. 
The  love  that  raar'd  me  knew  my  fiice  no  more ! 
There  hung  the  antique  armour,  helm  and  crest, 
Whose  every  stain  woke  childhood  in  my  breast ; 
There  droop'd  the  banner,  with  the  marks  it  bore 
Of  Paynim  spears ;  and  I,  the  worn  in  frame 
And  heart,  what  there  was  1 1 — another  and  the 
same! 

XXVL 

Then  bounded  in  a  boy,  with  clear,  dark  eye^ 
How  should  A«  know  his  fiiither!  When  we  parted, 
From  the  soft  doud  which  mantles  infimcy, 
His  soul,  just  wakening  into  wonder,  darted 
Its  first  looks  round.   Him  foUow'd  one,  the  bride 
Of  my  young  days,  the  wife  how  loved  and  tried! 
Her  glance  mot  mine — I  could  not  speak — she 

started 
With  a  bewildei'd  gaze — until  there  came    [name. 
Tears  to  my  burning  eyes,  and  from  my  lips  her 

xxvn. 
She  knew  me  then !     I  murmur*d  "  Letmiyr  /" 
And  her  heart  answered !    Oh  1  the  voice  is  known 


^  "  For  becMne  the  braHh  of  floww  h  fciw  iwniti  in  tht 
ain  (wiiera  U  comes  ftnd  goes  like  the  wmrbUng  of  mmlck) 
than  ki  the  hand,  thenfore  nothhig  ie  mora  fit  for  that 


First  from  aU  else,  and  swiftest  to  restore 
Love's  buried  images,  with  one  low  tone   [frded. 
Thai  sfcrikaa  like  lightnmg,  when  the  ciieak  m 
And  the  brow  heavily  with  thought  o'aEsfaaded, 
And  all  the  brightness  from  the  aspect  gooe! 
— Upon  my  breast  she  sunk,  when  doobt  ww  fled. 
Weeping  as  those  may  weep,  that  meat  in  woe 
and  dread. 


xzniL 
For  tiiere  we  mi^t  not  rest    Alas!  to  Isava 
Those  native  towers,  and  know  that  th^  must  M 
By  slow  decay,  and  none  remain  to  grieve 
When  the  weeds  closter*d  on  the  lonely  wall ! 
We  were  the  last — my  boy  and  I — the  last 
Of  a  long  line  which  brightly  thence  had  pati^d! 
My  father  bless'd  me  as  I  left  his  hall —     [yesi% 
With  his  deep  tones  and  sweety  thoog^  foil  of 
He  Uessfd  me  there,  andbatlied  my  diild*a  yoeig 
head  with  tears. 

XZEX. 

I  had  brought  sorrow  on  his  gray  hairs  down. 
And  cast  the  daikness  of  my  branded  name 
(For  so  he  deem*d  it)  on  the  dear  renown. 
My  own  ancestral  heritage  of  fiune. 
And  yet  he  blessed  me !    F^ither!  iftbednst 
Lie  on  those  lips  benign,  my  spirit's  trust 
Is  to  behold  thee  yet,  where  grief  and  shame 
Dim  the  bright  day  no  more ;  and  thou  wflt  know 
That  not  through  guilt  thy  son  thus  bowM  thine 
age  with  woe ! 


And  tiiou,  my  Leonor !  that  unrepining. 
If  sad  in  soul,  didst  quit  aU  else  for  me. 
When  stars,  the  stars  that  earliest  rise,  are  shining 
How  their  soft  glance  unseals  each  thou^t  of  thee! 
For  on  our  flight  they  smiled ;  their  dewy  r^ 
Through  the  last  oUvee,  lit  thy  tearful  gaae 
Back  to  the  home  wo  never  more  might  see. 
So  pass'd  we  on,  like  earth's  first  exiles,  tnmiag 
Fond  looks  where  hung  the  sword  aborre  thfl^ 
Eden  burning. 

XXXL 

It  was  a  woe  to  say,  "  Farewell,  my  Spain ! 
The  sunny  and  the  vintage  land,  farewell !  * 
— I  could  have  died  upon  the  battle-plain 
For  thee,  my  country  !  but  I  might  not  dwe& 


ddigfat  tiuu)  to  know  what  be  the  flowen  and 
doe  best   perfume  the  lUre.**— Lomo   BAOCUile 
Oardens. 
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In  thy  Bweet  valesy  at  peace.  The  voioe  of  song 
Breathes,  ifith  tiie  myrtle  scents  thy  hflls  along; 
The  citron's  §^ow  k  can^t  fh>m  shade  and  dell : 
Bat  what  are  these  t  npon  thy  flowery  sod 
I  mig^t  not  kneel,  and  pour  my  free  thoughts  out 
toGod! 

TXXTT. 

0*er  the  blue  deep  I  fled,  the  chainless  deep  ! 
Strange  heart  of  man  !  that  e'en  midst  woe  swells 
high,  [sweep. 

When  through  the  foam  he  aeea  his  proud  bark 
Flingiiig  out  joyous  gleams  to  waye  and  sky ! 
Tsal  it  swells  hig^  whate'er  he  leaves  behind, 
Kb  spirit  rises  with  the  rising  wind ; 
For,  wadded  to  the  &r  ftitority, 
Ob,  on,  it  bears  him  ever,  and  the  main       [gsin. 
Seems  radiing,  like  Ins  hope,  some  happier  shore  to 


xxxni. 
Kot  thus  is  woman.    Closely  her  still  heart 
Doth  twine  itself  with  e'en  each  lifeless  thing 
Which,  long  remember'd,  seem'd  to  bear  its  part 
b  her  calm  joys.    For  ever  would  she  dingr 
A  brooding  dove,  to  that  sole  i^t  of  earth 
Where  she  hath  loved,  aadgiven  her  children  birth. 
And  heard  their  first  sweet  voices.    There  may 

qnring 
Amy  no  path,  renew  no  flower,  no  Leaf,     [grief. 
Bit  bath  its  breath  of  home,  its  daim  to  fiuewell 

XXXIV. 

I  Ilook'd  on  Leonor, — and  if  there  seem'd 
A  doud  of  more  than  pensiveness  to  rise 
lathe  fidnt  smiles  that  o'er  her  features  gleam'd, 
And  the  sofk  darkness  of  her  serious  eyes, 
iGitf  with  tender  gloom,  I  call'd  it  naught 
^  the  fond  exile's  iMmg^  a  lingering  thought 
^ber  own  vale,  with  all  its  melodies 
Aadltring  Ug^t  of  streams.    Her  soul  would  rest 
^■Makh  your  shades,  I  said,  bowers  of  the  gorgeous 
West  I 


^  eould  we  Uve  in  visions !  could  wo  hold 
^^doBon  fiuBter,  longer,  to  our  breast, 
^^luo  it  shuts  firom  us,  with  its  mantle's  fold, 
^W  which  ws  see  not,  and  are  therefore  blest ! 
But  they,  our  loved  and  loving — they  to  whom 
We  have  Qwead  out  our  souls  in  joy  and  gloom, 
Aor  kx^  and  accents,  unto  ours  addresB'd, 
Have  been  a  language  of  familiar  tone 
Ibo  kmg  to  breathe,  at  last,  dark  sayings  and 
mkBown. 


I  told  my  heart,  'twas  but  the  exile's  woe 
Which  prees'd  on  that  sweet  bosom ;  I  deceived 
My  heart  but  half :  a  whimper,  faint  and  low, 
Hauntmg  it  ever,  and  at  times  believed. 
Spoke  of  some  deeper  cause.    How  oft  we  seem 
Like  those  that  dream,  and  hMw  the  while  they 

dream — 
Midst  the  soft  falls  of  airy  voices  grieved     [play, 
And  troubled,  while  bright  phantoms  round  them 
By  a  dim  sense  that  all  will  float  and  £Mle  away  ! 


zxxvn. 
Tet,  as  if  diasing  joy,  I  woo'd  the  breeze 
To  speed  me  onward  with  the  wings  of  mom. 
Oh  !  flir  amidst  the  solitary  seas. 
Which  were  not  made  for  man,  what  man  hath 
borne,  [bear. 

Answering  tkeir  moan  wxiii  his ! — what  c4otf  didst 
My  lost  and  loveliest !  while  that  seoret  care 
Grew  terror,  and  thy  gentle  spirit,  worn 
By  its  dull  brooding  weight,  gave  way  at  last. 
Beholding  me  as  one  from  hope  for  ever  cast  t 


For  unto  thee,  as  through  all  change,  reveal'd 
Mine  inward  being  lay.    In  other  eyes 
I  had  to  bow  me  yet^  and  make  a  shield. 
To  fenoe  my  burning  bosom,  of  disguise ; 
By  the  still  hope  sustain'd,  ere  long  to  win 
Some  sanctuary,  whose  green  retreats  within 
My  thoughts  tmfetter'd  to  their  source  mig^t  rise^ 
Like  songs  and  scents  of  mom.    But  thou  didst 
look  [shook. 

Through  all  my  soul,  And  thine  e'en  unto  fainting 

XXXIX. 

Fallen,  fiJlen,  I  seem'd — ^yet,  oh  !  not  less  beloved. 
Though  from  thy  love  was  pluck'd  the  early  pride. 
And  harshly  by  a  gloomy  fiuth  reproved. 
And  seared  with  shame !    Though  each  young 

flower  had  died. 
There  was  the  root, — strong,  living,  not  the  less 
That  all  it  yielded  now  was  bitterness ; 
Yet  still  such  love  as  quits  not  misery's  side, 
Nor  drops  from  guilt  its  ivy-like  embrace, 
Nor  turns  away  from  death's  its  pale  heroic  &ce. 

XL. 

Yes!  thou  hadstfoUow'd  methroughfcarandflight! 
Thou  wouldst  have  foUow'd  had  my  pathway  led 
Fen  to  the  scaffold ;  had  the  flashing  light 
Of  the  raised  axe  made  strong  men  shrink  with 
dread. 
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Thou,  midst  the  hoah  of  thousands,  wouldst  have 

been 
With  thy  dasp'd  hands  beside  me  kneeling  seen. 
And  meekly  bowing  to  the  shame  thy  head — 
The  shame  1— oh  1  making  beautiful  to  view 
The  might  of  human  love — Mr  thing !  so  brarely 

trnel 

XLL 

There  was  thine  agony — to  love  so  well 
Where  fear  made  love  life's  chastener.    Hereto- 
fore, 
Whate'er  of  earth's  disquiet  round  thee  fell. 
Thy  soul,  o'erpassing  its  dim  bounds,  could  soar 
Away  to  sunshine,  and  thy  dear  eye  speak 
Most  of  the  skies  when  grief  most  touch'd  thy 

cheek. 
Now,  that  fax  brightness  fiided,  never  more 
Could  thou  lift  heavenwards  for  its  hope  thy  heart. 
Since  at  heaven's  gate  it  seem'd  that  thou  and  I 
must  part. 

XLU. 

Alas !  and  life  hath  moments  when  a  glance — 
(If  thought  to  sudden  watchfulness  be  stirr'd) — 
A  flush — a  Bebding  of  the  cheek,  perchance — 
A  word — lees,  less — ^the  eadence  of  a  word. 
Lets  in  our  gase  the  mind's  dim  veil  beneath. 
Thence  to  bring  haply  knowledge  fraught  with 

death !  % 

Even  thus,  what  never  from  thy  lip  was  heard 
Broke  on  my  souL    I  knew  that  in  thy  sight 
I  stood,  howe'er  beloved,  a  recreant  from  the  light. 

TT.TTT. 

Thy  sod,  sweet  hymn,  at  eve,  the  seas  along, — 
Oh !  the  deep  soul  it  breathed  !—  the  love,  the  woe, 
The  fervour,  poured  in  that  full  gush  of  song, 
As  it  went  floating  through  the  fiery  glow 
Of  the  rich  sunset  1 — ^bringing  thoughts  of  Spain, 
With  all  their  vesper  voices,  o'er  the  main. 
Which  seem'd  responsive  in  its  murmuring  flow. 
**  Ave  aancHssima/" — how  oft  that  lay        [away  ! 
Hath  melted  fh>m  my  heart  the  martyr  strength 

Ave,  sanctissima ! 
'Tis  nightfldl  on  the  sea ; 

Ora  pro  nobis ! 
Our  souls  rise  to  thee  ! 

Watch  us,  while  shadows  lie 
O'or  the  dim  waters  spread ; 

Hear  the  heart's  lonely  sigh — 
TTiin^  too  hath  bled  ! 


Thou  that  hast  look'd  on  death. 
Aid  us  when  death  is  near  t 

Whiq>er  of  heaven  to  fiidth ; 
Sweet  Mother,  hear ! 

Ora  pro  nobis ! 
The  wave  must  rock  our  sleep, 

Ora,  Mater,  ora  I 
Thou  star  of  the  deep  I 

xuv. 
'*  Ora  pro  fuibU,  ifoter/"— What  a  spell 
Was  in  those  notes,  with  day's  last  g^ory  dying 
On  the  fiuah'd  waters — seem'd  they  not  to  swell 
From  the  far  dust  wherein  my  sires  were  lying 
Witii  crucifix  and  sword  1    Oh  I  yet  how  dear 
Comes  their  reproachful  sweetness  to  mine  ear ! 
"Ora** — ^with  all  the  purple  waves  replying. 
All  my  youth's  visions  rising  in  the  strain — 
And  I  had  thought  it  much  to  bear  the  rack  and 
chain! 

XLV. 

Torture  1  the  sorrow  of  affection's  eye, 
Fiidng  its  meekness  on  the  spirit's  core. 
Deeper,  and  teaching  more  of  agony. 
May  pierce  than  many  swords ! — and  this  I  boce 
With  a  mute  pang.    Since  I  had  vainly  striven 
From  its  free  springs  to  pour  the  truth  of  heaven 
Into  thy  trembling  soul,  my  Leonor ! 
Silence  rose  up  where  hearts  no  hope  could  share: 
Alas  !  for  those  that  love,  and  may  not  blend  in 
prayer ! 

XLVL 

We  could  not  pray  together  midst  the  deep. 
Which,  like  a  floor  of  sapphire,  round  us  lay. 
Through  days  of  splendour,  nights  too  bright  for* 

sleep. 
Soft,  solemn,  holy  !    We  were  on  our  way 
Unto  the  mighty  Cordillera  land. 
With  men  whom  tales  of  that  world's  goldenstrand 
Had  lured  to  leave  their  vines.   Oh !  who  shall  sa/ 
What  thoughts  rose  in  us,  when  the  tropic  sky 
Touch'd  all  its  molten  seas  with  sunsefs  aldiemy  t 

XLvn. 
Thoughts  no  more  mingled !    Then  came  night— 

th*  intense  , 

Dark  blue — the  burning  stars  !    I  saw  tkM  shine 
Once  more,  in  thy  serene  magnificence, 
0  Southern  Cross  !^  as  when  thy  radiant  sign 

^  *'  The  pleasure  we  felt  on  discoveriog  the  SootiMrn  Cnm 
was  warmly  shared  by  such  of  the  crew  as  had  Ihrvd  in  tba 


THE  FOREST  SANCTUARY. 


333 


First  dreir  my  gaze  of  youth.    No,  not  as  then ; 
I  had  been  stricken  by  the  darts  of  men 
Since  those  fresh  days ;  and  now  thy  light  divine 
Look'd  on  mine  anguish,  while  within  mo  strove 
The  still  small  voice  against  the  might  of  suffering 
love. 

XLVUL 

But  thou,  the  dear^theglorious  I  thou  wert  pouring 
firillianoe  and  joy  upon  the  crystal  wave. 
While  she  that  met  thy  ray  with  eyes  adoring. 
Stood  in  the  lengthening  shadow  of  the  grave ! 
Ahflf  I  watch'd  her  dark  religious  glance. 
As  it  fltiU  Bought  thee  through  the  heaven's  ex- 


panse. 


[gave 


Bright  Cross  1  and  knew  not  that  I  watch*d  what 
But  passing  lustre — shrouded  soon  to  be —  [sea  ! 
A.  aolt  light  found  no  more — no  more  on  earth  or 

XLIZ. 

I  knew  not  all — ^yet  something  of  unrest 
Bit  on  my  heart    Wake,  ocean-wind !  I  said ; 
Waft  us  to  land,  in  leafy  freshness  drest, 
Where,  through  rich  clouds  of  foliage  o'er  her  head, 
Sweet  day  may  steal,  and  rills  unseen  go  by, 
like  singing  voices,  and  the  green  earth  lie 
Skttiy  with  flowers,  beneath  her  graceftil  tread  ! 
But  the  calm  bound  us  midst  the  glassy  main : 
Kc^er  was  her  step  to  bend  earth  s  living  flowers 


L. 

T« !  as  if  heaven  upon  the  waves  were  sleeping, 

Vodng  my  soul  with  quiet,  there  they  lay. 

All  mofeless^  through  their  blue  transparence 

keeping 
^diadowB  of  our  sails,  from  day  to  day;  [woe — 
^U  she        oh !  strongest  is  the  strong  heart's 
^  yet  I  live  !  I  feel  the  sunshine's  glow — 
^  I  am  he  that  look'd,  and  saw  decay 
B^  o'er  tiie  fair  of  earth,  th*  adored  too  much ! — 
ft  >  a  ftarfiil  thing  to  love  what  death  may  touch. 


In  tb«  Mlituda  of  the  seas,  we  hail  a  star  as  a 

tan  wbom  «t  have  long  been  separated.   Among  the 

and  the  Bpaniards,  peculiar  mothrii  seem  to 

lUsfMltng;  a reUgioas sentiment  attaches  them  to 

,  the  fbnn  of  whidi  recalls  the  sign  of  the  fkltb 

ftj  flMir  aacestort  In  the  deserts  of  the  New  World. 

.   .    .    It  has  been  obserred  at  what  hour  of  the 

in  dUhnnt  seasons,  the  Crocs  of  the  Soath  Is  erect  or 

It  is  a  time-piece  that  advances  very  regularly 

a-d^r,  and  no  other  group  of  stars  exhibits 

egpe  an  observation  of  time  so  easily  made. 

have  wi  heard  our  guides  exdafan,  in  the  savan- 

er  la  tbt  desert  extending  fnm  Lima  to 


•         LI. 
A  fearful  thing  that  love  and  death  may  dwell 
In  the  same  world  !    She  £ided  on — and  I, 
Blind  to  the  last,  there  needed  death  to  tell 
My  trusting  soul  that  she  covHd  &de  to  die ! 
Yet,  ere  she  parted,  I  had  mork'd  a  change ; 
But  it  breathed  hope — 'twas  beautiful,  though 

strange : 
Something  of  gladness  in  the  melody 
Of  her  low  voice,  and  in  her  words  a  flight 
Of  airy  thought — alas  !  too  perilously  bright ! 

Ln. 
And  a  dear  sparkle  in  her  glance,  yet  wild. 
And  quick,  and  eager,  like  the  flashing  gaze 
Of  some  all-wondering  and  awakening  child. 
That  first  the  glories  of  the  earth  surveys. 
How  could  it  thus  deceive  me  1   She  had  worn 
Around  her,  like  the  dewy  mists  of  mom, 
A  pensive  tenderness  through  happiest  days ; 
And  a  soft  world  of  dreams  had  seem'd  to  lie 
Still  in  her  dark,  and  deep,  and  spiritual  eye. 

Lm. 
And  I  could  hope  in  that  strange  fire  ! — she 

died. 
She  died,  with  all  its  lustre  on  her  mien  ! 
The  day  was  melting  firom  the  waters  wide. 
And  through  itslong  bright  hours  herthoughts  had 

been. 
It  seem'd,  with  restless  and  unwonted  yearning. 
To  Spain's  blue  skies  and  dark  sierras  turning ; 
For  her  fond  words  were  all  of  vintage-scene. 
And  flowering  myrtle,  and  sweet  citron's  breath : 
Oh  !  with  what  vivid  hues  life  comes  back  oft  on 

death  I 

LTV. 

And  fh>m  her  lips  the  mountain-songs  of  old. 
In  wild,  fiunt  snatches,  fitfully  had  sprung ; 
Songs  of  the  orange  bower,  the  Moorish  hold. 
The  "Rio  verde" ^  on  her  soul  that  hung, 


Truxillo,  *  Bfldnlght  is  past— the  Cross  begins  to  bend !' 
How  often  these  words  reminded  us  of  that  aflbcting  scene 
where  Paul  and  Virginia,  ssated  near  the  source  of  the  river 
of  Lataniers,  conversed  together  for  the  last  time;  and  vrtiere 
the  old  man,  at  the  sight  of  the  Southern  Cross,  warns  them 
that  it  is  time  to  separate  I  "—Da  Humboldt's  TraveU, 

^  "  Rio  verde !  rio  verde  !**  the  popular  Spanish  rcmiance, 
known  to  the  English  rsader  in  Percyli  translation  i-^ 

«*6«iiU«rivw!  gtnUariferl 
Lo,  tlij  f^Umaam  ar*  itel&'tt  wHh  for*; 
Mbbj  a  tea?*  and  boUs  eaptaia 
rUMli  aloaf  tlqr  wUkwd  abofft^**  tie. 
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And  thence  flow'd  forth.   But  now  the  sun  was  low. 
And  watching  by  my  aide  its  last  red  c^ow. 
That  ever  atilli  the  hearty  once  more  she  song 
Her  own  toft  "  Ora,  MaUrt"  and  tha  aomid 
Was  e'en  like   lore's  &rewell — so  moaxnfiiny 
Xunofound. 

LV. 

The  boy  hod  dropp'd  to  slumber  at  our  feet; 
*'  And  I  have  lull'd  him  to  his  smiling  rest 
Once  more ! "  she  said.  I  raised  him — ^it  was8W«et> 
Yet  sad,  to  see  the  perfect  calm,  which  bleao'd 
fiOs  look  that  hour :  for  now  her  voice  grew  weak. 
And  on  the  flowery  crimson  of  his  dieek. 
With  her  idiite  Ups^  a  Iong»  long  kiaa  she  pressed, 
Tet  li^it,  to  wake  him  not    Then  sank  her  head 
Against  my  bursting  heart    What  did  I  clasp  3 — 
The  dead! 

LVI. 

I  call'd  I    To  call  what  answers  not  our  cries — 
By  what  we  loved  to  stand  unseen,  unheard — 
With  the  loud  passion  of  our  tears  and  sighs, 
To  see  but  some  cold  glittering  ringlet  stirr*d; 
And  in  the  quench'd  eye's  fixedness  to  gaze^ 
All  vainly  searching  for  the  parted  rays —  [word 
This  is  what  waUa  us  !    Dead  l-^with  that  chill 
To  link  our  bosom-names  !    For  this  we  pour 
Our  souls  upon  the  dust — nor  tremble  to  adore  ! 

Lvn. 
But  the  true  parting  came  1     I  look'd  my  last 
On  the  sad  beauty  of  that  slumbering  fiice  : 
How  could  I  think  the  lovely  ^irit  pass'd 
Which  there  had  left  so  tenderiy  its  trace  ? 
Yet  a  dim  awfiilness  was  on  the  brow — 
No  !  not  like  sleep  to  look  upon  art  thou, 
Death,  Death !  She  lay,  athing  for  earth's  embrace. 
To  cover  with  spring-wreaths.    For  earth's  1 — the 
wave  [her  grave ! 

That  gives  the  bier  no  flowers,  makes  moan  above 

LvnL 
On  the  mid-seas  a  knell ! — for  man  was  there, 
ATigiiiah  azid  love — the  mourner  with  his  dead  ! 
A  long,  low-rolling  knell — a  voice  of  prayer — 
Dark  glassy  waters,  like  a  desert  spread — 
And  the  pale-shining  Southern  Cross  on  high. 
Its  faint  stars  fading  from  a  solemn  sky. 
Where  mighty  clouds  before  the  dawn  grew  red : 

1  De  Humboldt,  in  deKribing  the  burial  of  a  yoong  Asto- 
rian  at  aea,  mentkma  the  entiealj  (tf  the  oilciating  prieit, 
that  the  body,  which  bad  been  broq^i  vepon  deck  during  the 
night,  might  not  be  commitled  to  ttie  wstee  ontil  after  nin- 


Wera  these  things  round  me  1    Sacho'ermemoiy 

sweep  E^l^pk 

Wildty,  idien  aogfai  brings  bade  tiiat  borial  of  tiM 


Then  the  broad,  lonely  sunrise  ! — and  the  plash 
Into  the  sounding  waves  !  ^    Around  her  head 
They  parted,  with  a  glancing  moment  s  flash. 
Then  shut — and  all  was  stilL    And  now  thy  bad 
Is  of  their  secreta,  gentlest  Leonor  ! 
Once  ftdrest  of  young  brides ! — and  iMrver  moi^ 
Loved  as  thou  wert»  may  human  tear  ba  ibad 
Above  thy  rest  I    No  mark  the  pmid  seaa  kasf^ 
To  show  where  he  that  wept  may  papoae  agam  to 
weep ! 

So  tiie  d^tths  took  thee !    Oh !  the  sulln  warn 
Of  desolation  in  that  hour  compress'd  ! 
Dust  going  down,  a  speck,  amidst  th*  immense 
And  gloomy  waters,  leaving  on  their  bnast 
The  tiace  a  weed  mig^t  leave  there  I    Dm*  S^ 

the  thing 
Whidi  to  the  heart  was  as  a  living  qprang 
Of  joy,  with  fearfulness  of  love  possessed. 
Thus  sinking!    Love,joy,fear,allcrush'dtotiut— 
And  the  wide  heaven  so  £sr — ao  ftthomless  th' 

abyss! 

LXL 

Where  the  line  sounds  not,  where  the  wrecks  He 
low,  [are  th€j 

What  ahall  wake  thence  the  dead  1    Blest,  bkilk 
That  earth  to  earth  entrust,  for  they  may  know 
And  tend  the  dwelling  whence  the  slumbenr^  dqr 
Shall  rise  at  last ;  and  bid  the  young  flowen  bloom 
That  waft  a  breath  of  hope  around  the  tomb; 
And  kneel  upon  the  dewy  turf  to  pray  1 
But  thou,  what  cave  hath  dimly  chamber'd  lAesf 
Vain  dreams  i — oh  !  art  thou  not  where  th«e  it 
no  more  seal* 

T.XTL 

The  wind  rose  free  and  SLuging :  when  for  ever, 
O'er  that  sole  spot  of  aU  the  watery  plain, 
I  could  have  bent  my  sight  with  fond  endsafonr 
Down,  where  its  treasure  was,  its  glance  to  sbain 
Then  rose  the  reckless  wind  !    Before  our  prov 
The  white  foam  flash'd — ay,  joyously,  and  thou 
Wert  left  with  all  the  solitary  main 

riae,  in  order  to  pay  it  the  last  ritea  according  to  tlw  ■■«■<( 
the  Romiah  Church. 

*  **  And  there  ms  no  more  sea.**— iBnNJstfM,  xxL  L 
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Around  thee — and  thy  beauty  in  my  hearty 
Andthymeek,aom>winglove— ohi  "wheKeooiild 
tftaldBpntt 

Lzm. 
I  iviU  not  i^eak  of  woe;  I  may  not  tell— - 
BViflDd  tella  not  such  to  fiienda — ^the  tf*migi>f^ 

whidirent 
My  fidnting  spirit^  when  ita  wild  fioewell 
AcxosB  the  biUowB  to  thy  graTe  waa  aent, 
Thooy  then  moat  lonely  !    He  that  sita  aboye. 
In  hia  calm  gUvy,  will  forgive  the  love 
Hia  oreaturea  bear  each  other,  even  if  blent 
With  a  vain  worship ;  for  its  close  is  dim   [Him  ! 
Brer  with  grief  which  leads  the  wrung  soul  badL  to 

And  with  a  milder  pang  if  now  I  bear 

To  think  of  thee  in  thy  forsaken  rest^ 

If  fttnn  my  heart  be  lifted  the  despair, 

The  sharp  xwnorse  with  healing  infiuenoe  preaa'd. 

If  the  aoft  ^yes  that  visit  me  in  sleep 

Look  not  reproach,  though  still  they  seem  to  weep; 

It  is  that  He  my  sacrifice  hath  bless'd. 

And  filFd  my  bosom,  through  its  inmost  cell. 

With  a  deep  chastening  sense  that  aU  at  last  is  welL 

LXV. 

Yss !  thou  art  now Oh !  wherefore  doih  the 

thought 
Of  the  WBve  dashing  o'er  thy  long  bright  hair, 
Hie  sea^weed  into  its  dark  tresses  wrought, 
Hie  aand  thy  jaQow — thou  that  wert  so  fiur  ! 
Come  o'er  me  still !    Earth,  earth  ! — ^it  is  the  hold 
Eirth  evwr  keepa  on  that  of  earthly  mould  ! 
But  ^um  art  breathing  now  in  purer  air, 
I  well  bdieve,  and  freed  firom  all  of  error, 
Whidi  blighted  here  the  root  of  thy  sweet  life 

with  terror. 

LZVL 

And  if  the  love,  which  here  waa  pasamg  light, 
Went  with  what  died  not— oh !  that  thuyrt  knew. 
Bat  this  1 — ^that  through  the  silenoe  of  the  night, 
Some  Toiea^  of  all  the  lost  ones  and  the  true, 


1 


•ad  tanutA  onty  of  tbt  flbrai  of  tqidBoetM 
TMIr  tnomloitt  motion  it  thus  allnded  to  ia  odo  of 
of  QmttwMqfWfomimg  x— 


Of 


Slor 


of««rtk,ttei 

bgr  th*  lamb  of  old  Ondqite, 
ITBT  OD  Pcraria'a  p«ak 
nvtng  motion  marin  arovnd, 
itel  to  the  bottndkmlbml  Arfek. 


Would  speak,  and  say,  if  in  their  fax  repose^ 
We  are  yet  aught  of  what  we  were  to  thoee 
We  call  the  dead  1    Their  passionate  adieu, 
Was  it  but  breath,  to  perish  1    Holier  trust 
Be  minei — ^thy  love  u  there,  but  purified  from  duatl 

Lzvn. 
Athingallheavenly! — clear'dfromthatwhichhung 
As  a  dim  doud  between  us,  heart  and  mind  ! 
Loosed  from  the  fear,  the  giief,  whose  tendrils  flung 
A  chain  so  darkly  with  its  growth  entwined. 
This  is  my  hope  1 — thotigh  when  the  sunset  fides. 
When  forests  rock  the  midni^t  on  their  shades. 
When  tones  of  wail  are  in  the  rising  wind. 
Across  my  spirit  some  fiiint  doubt  may  sigh ; 
For  the  strong  hours  wtU  sway  this  frail  mortality  t 

ixvnL 
We  have  been  wand'rers  since  those  daya  of  woe. 
Thy  boy  and  I !    As  wild  birds  tend  their  yotmg. 
So  have  I  tended  him — ^my  bounding  roe  1 
The  high  Peruvian  solitudes  among ; 
And  o'er  the  Andes'  torrents  borne  his  form. 
Where  our  frail  bridge  had  quivered  midst  the 

storm.^ 
But  there  the  war-notea  of  my  coxmtry  rung. 
And,  smitten  deep  of  heaven  and  man,  I  fled 
To  hide  in  shades  unpieroed  a  marit'd  and  weary 

head. 


But  he  went  on  in  gladness — that  fair  child  ! 
Save  when  at  times  his  bri^t  eye  soem'd  to  dream. 
And  his  young  lips,  which  then  no  longer  smiled, 
Ask'd  of  his  mother  1    That  was  but  a  gleam 
Of  memory,  fleeting  fast ;  and  then  his  play 
Through  the  wide  Llanos*  cheer'd  again  our  way. 
And  by  the  mighty  Oronoco  stream, ' 
On  whose  lone  margin  we  have  hoard  at  mom. 
From   the   mysterious   rocks,  the  simrise-music 
borne: 

LZZ. 

So  like  a  spirit's  voice  !  a  harping  tone. 
Lovely,  yet  ominous  to  mortal  ear — 

Or  wUd-«MM  affcb,  Idgh  float  o'er  gnlf  profcand. 
Thai  flaotuatet  when  Um  ■lonat  of  El  Dorado  •oond.'* 


s  LluMM,  or  nnuiDalM,  tho  gml  pfaUaa in  South. 

*  JH  Homboldft  i|iMki  of  tbtie  rocks  on  tbt  ihorat  of  tlw 
Oranoeo.  Tmwikn  hvn  h«rd  from  tteo  to  tbao  nibtar- 
nuMow  tooadi  procttd  from  thorn  at  lUBriM,  lowimWing 
thow  of  an  orfui.  Ho  bcUovai  in  the  oilttonf  of  this 
mjPitarioiiB  mniit,  altbovgh  not  fortunate  onongh  to  havo 
h«rd  it  hinuelf ;  And  thinks  that  it  may  be  prsduced  by 
cmxents  of  air  imiiiv  through  the  cmtkm. 
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Such  as  might  reach  us  from  a  world  tmknown. 
Troubling  man's  heart  with  thrills  of  joy  and  fear  I 
Twas  sweet  \ — ^yet  those  deep  southern  ahades 

oppress'd 
My  soul  with  stillness,  like  the  calms  that  rest 
On  melancholy  waves  :^  I  sigh'd  to  hear 
Once  more  earth's  breezy  soxmdsyher  foliage  fimn'd. 
And  tum'dto  seek  the  wilds  of  theredhuntei'sland. 

And  we  have  won  a  bower  of  refuge  now. 
In  this  fresh  waste,  the  breath  of  whose  repose 
Hath  oool'd,  like  dew,  the  ferer  of  my  brow. 
And  whose  green  oaks  and  cedars  round  me  dose 
As  temple  walls  and  pillars,  that  exclude 
Earth's  haunted  dreams  fh>m  their  free  solitude ; 
All,  save  the  image  and  the  thought  of  those 
Before  us  gone — our  loved  of  early  years,   [tears. 
Qone  where  aflbction's  cup  hath  lost  the  taste  of 

Lxxn. 
I  see  a  star — eve's  first-bom ! — in  whose  train 
FiBst  scenes,  words,  looks,  come  back.   The  arrowy 

Of  the  lone  cypress,  as  of  wood-girt  &ne. 
Rests  dark  and  still  amidst  a  heaven  of  fire ; 
The  pine  gives  forth  its  odours,  and  the  lake 
Qleams  like  one  ruby,  and  the  soft  winds  wake. 
Till  eveiy  string  of  nature's  solenm  lyre 
Is  touch'd  to  answer;  its  most  secret  tone    [own. 
Drawn  from  each  tree,  foreach  hath  whispers  all  its 

LXXHL 

And  hark !  another  murmur  on  the  air. 

Not  of  the  hidden  rills  or  quivering  shades ! — 

That  is  the  cataract's,  which  the  breezes  bear. 

Filling  the  leafy  twilight  of  the  glades 

With  hollow  sui^ge-like  sounds,  as  from  the  bed 

Of  the  blue,  moumfrd  seas,  that  keep  the  dead : 

1  The  same  distingtiiahed  tnTeller  freqaently  aDades  to  the 
extreme  stOlness  of  the  air  in  the  equatorial  regions  of  the 
New  World,  and  particufauiy  on  the  thickly  wooded  shores 
of  the  Oronoca  **  In  this  neighbourhood,**  he  says,  **  no 
breath  of  wind  ever  agitates  the  foliage.** 

CRmCAX.  A2VKOTATIOIC8  0!V  '*  THB  PORS8T  SAJrCTUAaY." 

["  In  the  autumn  of  1824  she  began  the  poem  which,  in 
point  of  finish  and  consecutiTeness,  if  not  in  popularity,  may 
be  considered  her  principal  work,  and  which  she  hendf  in- 
clined to  look  upon  as  her  best  *  I  ama^preeent,'  ahewrote 
to  one  always  interested  in  her  literary  occnpattons,  *  engaged 
npoo  a  poem  of  some  length,  the  idea  of  which  was  suggested 
to  me  by  some  passages  in  yourfriend  MrBknco  Whitet  de- 
lightful writings.!    It  relates  to  the  suflhrings  of  a  Spanish 

ft  '*  LrttcnftiNB  Spain  hf  Dob  LetMttdlo  noUado." 


But  they  are  &r !    The  low  sun  here  pervadas 
Dim  forest  arches^  bathing  with  red  gold  j 

Their  stems,  till  each  is  made  a  marvel  to  bdiold,— 


Goigeous,  yet  frill  of  gloom !    In  such  an  hour. 
The  veq>er-melody  of  dying  beUs  [lover 

Wanders  through  Spain,  from  each  gngr  convent's 
O'er  shining  rivers  poured  and  olive  della^ 
By  every  peasant  heard,  and  muleteer. 
And  hamlet,  round  my  home :  and  I  am  hun, 
Living  again  through  all  my  life's  fiuewells, 
In  these  vast  wooda»  where  fiureweU  ne'er  vii 

spoken. 
And  solellift  to  heavenasadheart — yet  anbcoka! 


In  such  an  hour  are  told  the  hermit's  beads; 
With  the  white  sail  the  seaman's  hymn  floats  by : 
Peace  be  with  all !  whate'er  their  vaiying  oreed^ 
With  all  that  send  up  holy  thou^^  on  hig^ ! 
Come  to  me,  boy !    ^y  Guadahpiiver's  vines, 
^y  every  stream  of  Spain,  as  day  dedineay 
Man's  prayers  are  mingled  in  the  rosy  aky. 
We,  too,  will  pray;  nor  yet  unheard,  my  duld! 
Of  Him  whose  voice  we  hear  at  eve  amidst  tfaairild. 

LXXVL 

At  eve  ?     Oh,  through  all  hours  !    From  dail 

dreams  oft 
Awakening,  I  look  forth,  and  learn  the  might 
Of  solitude,  while  thou  art  breathing  soft. 
And  low,  my  loved  one !  on  the  breast  of  night 
I  look  forth  on  the  stars — the  shadowy  sleep 
Of  forests — and  the  lake  whose  gloomy  deep 
Sends  up  red  sparkles  to  the  fire^iee'  li^t : 
A  lonely  world  ! — even  fearfrd  to  man's  thoo^ 
But  for  His  presence  felt,  whom  here  my  soul  hath 

sought. 

Protestant,  in  the  time  of  Philip  the  Second,  and  is  snppoied 
to  be  narrated  by  the  sufferer  himself ,  who  escapes  to  Amarics. 
I  am  wy  much  interested  in  my  subject,  and  hope  to  cov- 
plete  the  poem  in  the  course  of  the  winter.*  Tbe  propsM  of 
this  work  was  watdied  with  great  interest  in  bar  domsibc 
drde,  and  its  toudilng  descriptions  would  oAon  eortnct  % 
tribute  of  tears  from  the  fireside  auditota.  When  cumilrtri. 
a  funily  consultation  was  bdd  as  to  its  name.  Yarkostitits 
were  propoeed  and  rejected,  tin  that  of  *  Tbe  Forest  SaaetDBQ' 
was  suggested  by  her  li^otber,  and  flnaQy  decided  epoa. 
Thougli  finished  early  in  1825,  the  poem  was  not  pnbBited 

till  the  foDowtng  year,  when  it  was  brought  out  in  cqqJobc^^ 
with  tbe  '  Lays  of  Ifany  lAnds,'  and  a  coQeeCkm  of  misDil- 
laneous  pieces.**— Ifonotr,  p.  81. 

**  Ifrs  Heroana  may  be  considered  aa  Uia  mMeauilsHis  d 
a  new  school  of  poetry,  or,  to  speak  moi«pv»ei8ely,berpoeli7 
disooven  characteriitfca  of  the  higfaaet  kind,  ubieb 
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■>  *iiia*Hij  U  Ihut  of  laller  (Imei,  ind  liiia  ban  tt 
II  DlUugndiidlBdnnisinenl,  and  oiKclally  tbe  nun 
na  of  rnvUdpiL    T(  ii  onlywlifln  man,  undar  Kba  1e 

SDitc,  IhU  hli  sITkIIoiii  ud  poinn  niB  KilJy  dtnlopid. 

r  btun  Uul  af  ui  nrtlil;  l«ln«.  tlut,  ia  neucring  t 
iuiie  potta  of  uaqulty,  wh  Snd  Ihal  [□  their  conopltiin 
Iflmaatof  rell^iufallb  wu  wuitbig,    Tlwlr  mythnlD^ 


l4pi>  EAf  cHu  CiTOurlttt  dacrlpUtt  PA'ta^  ivu  tiat  pldurv  of 


Im  Auu  d*  Fi,  Ui>  duogBOQ,  IbsllJKlil.Dr  In  )u  dtUnittkia 
fUmutDtolmnBicUof  ruluro— Olin  ita  lorvl  ]ifetuni  of 


«ubdApt4d  Dol  to  produce  but  conDDihnn 
bid  nDlhouahlDfrfgardlDi^IfaeiinlTcrHU 

PEDf  ■■»■  NoKTDK  [D  arWian  Bxami 


idEioUon.  Tiny 


on^  Id  1h  piijued  t>>-    TJicy  aj«  iima  a 


V  splndg  of  '  Q<Htn-lt1»  Ttn 


9«  qi^  A  Sponlib  ProtetUnt  flirt  from  pant* 
to  ntlgloui  liberty  In  Amerlcii.  Be  hu  imbib 
nr  owD  hlbin,  u  d  hi!  nwnul  itrog^  *n  da 
,  iritb  wbldi  Ihi  deuenduiU  of  Ibe  pHgrlmi 


eiUe  l9  Mleodtd  V  bi 


Ik  vhok"— ffxrM  ^inoSciH  Kalev,  AprD  IS 


of  Ihia  jiliuUj  ncriflce  ItiUmipU  tba  tale,  id  madr*  hlrawlf, 
'  Sport  on,  mj'  happy  chad  !  (bt  Ibou  Ml  ft™."  Tho  dm- 
nctcrof  Ibe  conTen'i  vile,  Leonor,  dimUd];  dlnginslotaii 

trunblH  balOn  him  u  ihoa^  ilw  ven  la  Ux  preKon  of  ■ 
Ion  ^rlt.  ii  on*  of  UtBH  Id  ahlch  Ma  Ileniuu'  [ndirldual 
he  ud  miDner  of  eipitnloQ  ire  moM  lutppily 
.  vbole,  ibe  wu  hirdi;  vrong  id  her 
Id,  on  ranntJy  turnhig  (a  ii,  I  ] 
iw  well  tt  bean  Ibe  liiti  ud  1 
h0  91  or  ntUonikl  to 


I  tlM  (BInm  of  litr  on  beut— to  llntn  la  tba  prompllnug 
er  jteniiv  Intir  ind  buleedj.  TlienihJectnuKiijHtsd 
L  puBtelDoneoftlidetlinDrDiKiLaaiadki  Doblkdc. 


Ri'Ww.  October  I)I3P.} 


of.'— LoKCi  Jmmri,  In  Ednttnirr* 
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[Tbe  foOowing  pieoei  maj  w  fitf  b«  oooridared 
lection,  popoter  cnsloin,  or  tndftioii.  lb*  idia 
cutfou  Iff  bowvw,  diflhraot,  is  tfM  potmi  in  hli 


MOOBISH  BRIDAL-SONa. 

C"  It  is  a  cosCom  among  tfM  Moors,  that  a  fmalo  vbo  dies 
unmarried  is  dotbed  flbr  interment  in  ivedding  apparel,  and 
the  bridal-song  b  sung  over  her  remains  iMfiortttiej  are  borne 
from  her  home."— ifoit^ito  f^  a  Tm  Teart  Baidenee  in 
THpoU,  h9  ike  8Uttr-in4am  ^Mr  2VI^] 

Thb  dtron-groTes  their  finiit  and  flowera  were 

sfcrewing 
Around  a  Moorish  palace,  while  the  sig^ 
Of  low  sweet  summer  winds  the  branches  wooing 
With  music  through  their  shadowy  bowers  went  by ; 
Ifnaic  and  voicefl^  from  the  maible  halla 
Through  the  leaTes  gleaming^  and  the  finmtain- 

fiOls. 

A  long  of  joy,  a  bridal-song  came  swelling 
To  blend  with  fragrance  in  those  aoutheni  ahades. 
And  told  offcasts  within  the  stately  dwellings 
Bright  lamps,  and  danmng  steps,  and  gem-crown*d 

maids; 
And  thus  it  floVd : — ^jret  something  in  the  lay 
Belonged  to  sadness,  as  it  died  away. 

"  The  bride  comeB  forth  !  her  tears  no  more  are 

£illing 
To  leaye  the  chamber  of  her  in&nt  years ; 
Kind  voices  from  a  distant  home  are  calling ; 
She  comeslike  day-spiing— she  hath  done  with  tears; 
Now  must  her  dark  eye  shine  on  other  flowers. 
Her  soft  smile  gladden  other  hearts  than  ours  ! — 

Pour  the  rich  odours  round  ! 

"  We  haste  !  the  chosen  and  the  lovely  bringing ; 
Love  still  goes  with  her  from  her  place  of  bixth ; 
Deep,  silent  joy  within  her  soul  is  springing. 
Though  in  her  glance  the  light  no  more  is  mirth  ! 
Her  beauty  leaves  us  in  its  rosy  years ; 
Her  sisters  weep — but  she  hath  done  with  tears ! — 

Xow  may  the  timbrel  sound  ! '' 

Know*st  thou  for  whom  they  sang  the  bridal 

numbers? — 
One,  whose  rich  tresses  were  to  wave  no  more  ! 
One,  whoso  pale  check  soft  winds,   nor  gentle 

slumbers. 
Nor  Love's  own  sigh,  to  rose-tints  might  restore  I 
Her  graceful  ringlets  o'er  a  bier  were  spread. 
Weep  for  the  young,  the  beautiful,— the  dead  ! 


as  each  is  Intended  to  be  oommemorativn  of 
soggeated  by  Herder's  "Sttmmm  der  Wker  la 
are  chiefly  trandations.] 


THE  BIRD'S  RELEASK 


[The  Indians  of  Bengal  and  of  the  eoaat  of 
cages  fined  with  birds  to  the  gratea  of 
thej  set  the  bfads  at  liberty.    Thiscnslamli 
deaerlption  of  yiEginia')i  ftmcnL— See  PmA 


Wa 

■Wd 
to  lath 


Ck>  forth  1  for  she  is  gone  1 
With  the  golden  light  of  her  wavy  ban; 
She  is  gone  to  the  fields  of  the  viewless  air ; 

She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lone  1 

• 

Her  voice  hath  pass'd  awaj ! 
It  hath  paas'd  away  like  a  summer  breeae^ 
When  it  leaves  the  hills  for  the  fas  blue  seas, 

Where  we  may  not  trace  its  wi^. 

Qo  forth*  and  like  her  be  free ! 
With  thy  radiant  wing,  and  thy  glandng  eye^ 
Thou  hast  all  the  range  of  the  sonny  aky. 

And  what  is  our  grief  to  theet 

Is  it  aught  e'en  to  her  we  monml 
Doth  she  look  on  the  tears  by  her  kindred  skedl 
Doth  she  rest  with  the  flowers  o'er  her  gentle  head, 

Or  float,  on  the  light  wind  borne  f 

We  know  not — ^but  she  is  gone  I 
Her  step  fh>m  the  dance,  her  voice  frtnn  the  song. 
And  the  snule  of  her  eye  fiv>m  the  foetal  throng; 

She  hath  left  her  dwelling  lone  ! 

When  the  waves  at  sunset  diine,  • 
We  may  hear  thy  voice  amidst  thousands  more. 
In  the  scented  woods  of  oar  glowing  shore ; 

But  we  shall  not  know  'tis  thine  I 

Even  so  with  the  loved  one  flown  ! 
Her  smile  in  the  starlight  may  wander  by. 
Her  breath  may  be  near  in  the  wind's  low  sigb. 

Around  us — but  all  imknown. 

Go  forth  !  wc  have  loosed  thy  chain ! 
We  may  deck  thy  cage  with  the  richest  flowen 
Which  the  bright  day  rears  in  our  Eastern  boweis 

But  thou  wilt  not  be  lured  again. 

Even  thus  may  the  summer  pour 
All  fr'agrant  things  on  the  land's  green  breast, 
And  the  glorious  earth  like  a  bride  be  dreas'd, 

But  it  wins  her  back  no  more  ! 
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THE  SWORI   OP  THE  TOMR 

A  irOBTL£RN  LBGSNI). 

Cite  IdM  of  tlUt  iMllid  k  takm  frimi  AMne  In  Sfairibrf^cr, 
X  tnii^y  bj  tfw  Dmith  port  Ochtenichhiger.  Th«  Mpnldiral 
fin  hen  aDodedto,  ftnd  loppoMd  to  guard  fh«  uhet  of  decMMd 
hanMi,lifkw|Mntl7insntioned  in  the  Northern  SagM.  Severe 
soflwlnp  to  the  departed  apirit  were  eoppoeed  Iqr  Ae  Scandi- 
nftvian  mgrtbologiitBto  be  the  eonaeqnenee  of  any  profiuation 
of  ttM  eepQlchiei— See  OcBLSNacRLAOsa'a  PlajfiJ] 

*'  Voici  of  the  gifted  elder  time  1 
Voice  of  the  charm  and  the  Runic  rhymo  ! 
%eak  I  from  the  shadee  and  the  depths  disclose 
How  Sigord  may  Tanquiah  his  mortal  foes ; 

Yoioe  of  the  buried  past  1 
Voioe  of  the  grave  1  tis  the  mighty  hour 
When  night  with  her  stars  and  dreams  hath  power. 
And  my  step  hath  been  soundless  on  the  snows, 
And  the  q>eU  I  hare  sung  hath  laid  repose 
On  the  billow  and  the  blast" 

Then  the  torrents  of  the  North 
And  the  forest  pines  were  still. 
While  a  hollow  chant  came  forth 
From  the  dark  sepulchral  hilL 

''There  shines  no  son  midst  the  hidden  dead. 
Bat  where  the  day  looks  not  the  brave  may  tread ; 
There  is  heard  no  song,  and  no  mead  is  pour'd. 
But  the  warrior  may  oome  to  the  silent  board 

In  the  shadow  of  the  night. 
TlMfl9  is  laid  a  sword  in  thy  fiither*s  tomb^ 
And  its  edge  is  fraught  with  thy  f oeman's  doom ; 
But  soft  be  thy  step  through  the  sflenoe  deep, 
And  more  not  the  urn  in  the  house  of  sleep. 

For  the  Tiewless  haye  fiaarful  might  1  * 


Then  died  the  solemn  lay. 
As  a  trumpet's  music  dies, 
"Bj  the  ni^t-wind  borne  away 
Tlkrough  the  wild  and  stormy 


The  ftrtrees  rook*d  to  the  wailing  blasts 
As  on  through  the  forset  the  warrior  pass'd^ 
Through  the  forest  of  Odin,  the  dim  and  old — 
The  dazk  place  of  visions  and  legends,  told 

Hj  the  fires  of  Korthem  pine. 
ne  firirees  rock'd,  and  the  frozen  ground 
GsTebeck  to  his  footstep  a  hollow  sound; 
And  it  seem'dthat  the  depthsofthoseawful shades, 
Fhnn  the  dreaiy  gloom  of  their  long  aivadee, 

0«ve  warning,  with  voice  and  sign. 

But  the  wind  strange  magic  knows, 
To  can  wHd  shape  and  tone 


T 


From  the  gray  wood's  tossing  boo^^ 
When  Night  is  on  her  throne. 

The  pines  dosed  o'er  him  with  deeper  gloom, 
As  he  UkAl  the  path  to  the  monarch's  tomb : 
The  Bole^ter  shone,  and  the  heavens  were  bright 
With  the  arrowy  streams  of  the  Northern  light ; 

But  his  road  through  dimness  lay  ! 
He  pass'd,  in  the  heart  of  that  ancient  wood. 
The  dark  shrine  stain'd  with  the  victim's  blood ; 
Nor  paused  till  the  rook,  where  a  vaulted  bod 
Had  been  hewn  of  old  for  the  kingly  dead, 

Arose  on  lus  midnight  way. 

Then  first  a  moment's  cluU 
Went  shuddering  through  his  breast, 
And  the  steel-clad  man  stood  still 
Before  that  place  of  rest. 

But  he  cross'd  at  length,  with  a  deep4rawn  breath, 
The  threshold-floor  of  the  hall  of  Death, 
And  look'd  on  the  pale  mysterious  fire 
Which  gleam'd  frt>m  the  urn  of  his  warriorsire 

With  a  strange  snd  solemn  light. 
Then  darkly  the  words  of  the  boding  strain 
Like  an  omen  rose  on  his  soul  again — 
**  Soft  be  thy  step  through  the  silence  deep. 
And  move  not  the  um  in  the  house  of  sleep ; 

For  the  viewless  have  fearful  might ! " 


But  the  gleaming  sword  and  shield 
Of  many  a  battle^y 
Hung  o'er  that  urn,  reveal'd 
By  the  tomb-fire's  waveless  ray ; 

With  a  fiidod  wreath  of  oak-leaves  bound. 
They  hung  o'er  the  dust  of  the  frr-renown'd. 
Whom  the  bright  Valkyriur's  warning  voice 
Had  call'd  to  the  banquet  where  gods  rejoice. 

And  the  rich  mead  flows  in  light. 
With  a  beating  heart  his  son  drew  near. 
And  still  rang  the  verse  in  his  thrilling  ear — 
"  Soft  be  thy  step  through  the  silence  deep. 
And  move  not  the  um  in  the  house  of  sleep ; 

For  the  viewless  have  fearful  might !" 

And  many  a  Saga's  ihyme. 
And  legend  of  tiie  grave. 
That  shadowy  scene  and  time 
Call'd  back,  to  daunt  the  brave. 

But  ho  raised  his  arm — and  the  flame  grew  dim. 
And  the  sword  in  its  light  seem'd  to  wave  and 
swim. 
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And  his  fialterixig  hand  could  not  graq>  it  well — 
From  the  pale  oak-wreath,  with  a  daah  it  fell 

Through  the  chamber  of  the  dead ! 
The  deep  tomb  rang  with  the  heayy  aound. 
And  the  um  lay  ahiyer^d  in  fragments  round ; 
And  a  rush,  as  of  tempests,  quench'd  the  fire» 
And  the  soattei'd  dust  of  his  warlike  sire 

Was  strewn  on  the  champion's  head. 

One  moment — and  all  was  still 
In  the  slumberer's  ancient  hall. 
When  the  rock  had  ceased  to  thrill 
With  the  mighty  wec^n's  fieJL 

The  stars  were  just  fietding  one  bj  one. 

The  clouds  were  Just  tinged  by  the  early  sun, 

\Vhen  there  stream*d  through  the  cayem  a  torches 

flame, 
And  the  brother  of  Sigurd  the  valiant  came 

To  seek  him  in  the  tomb. 
Stretch*d  on  his  shield,  like  the  steel-girt  slain. 
By  moonlight  seen  on  the  battle-plain. 
In  a  speechless  trance  lay  the  warrior  there ; 
But  he  wildly  woke  when  the  torches  glare 

Burst  on  him  through  the  gloom. 

"  The  morning  wind  blows  free. 
And  the  hour  of  chase  is  near : 
Come  forth,  come  forth  with  me ! 
What  dost  thou,  Sigurd,  herel" 

"  I  have  put  out  the  holy  sepulchral  firo, 
I  have  scotter'd  the  dust  of  my  warrior-sire  ! 
It  bums  on  my  head,  and  it  weighs  down  my  heart ; 
But  the  winds  shall  not  wander  without  their  part 

To  strew  o'er  the  restless  deep  1 
In  the  mantleof  death  he  was  here  with  me  now — 
There  was  wrath  in  his  eye,  there  was  gloom  on 

his  brow; 
And  his  cold  still  glance  on  my  spirit  fell 
With  an  icy  ray  and  a  withering  spell — 

Oh  1  dull  is  the  house  of  sleep  T 

"  The  morning  wind  blows  free. 
And  the  reddening  sun  shines  clear; 
Come  forth,  come  forth  with  me  ! 
It  is  dark  and  fearful  here  !" 

"  He  is  there,  he  is  there,  with  his  shadowy  frown  ! 
But  gone  from  his  head  is  the  kingly  crown — 
The  crown  from  his  head,  and  the  spear  frx)m  his 

hand — 
They  have  chased  him  hi  from  the  glorious  land 
Where  the  feast  of  the  gods  is  spreadl 


He  must  go  forth  alone  on  his  phantom  steed, 
Hemustrideo'erthegrave-hills  with  stormy  speed  I 
His  place  is  no  longer  at  Odin's  board. 
He  is  driven  frx>m  Valhalla  without  his  swocd; 
But  the  slayer  shall  avenge  the  dead  1" 

That  sword  its  lame  had  won 
By  the  ftll  of  many  a  crest ; 
But  its  fiercest  work  was  done 
In  the  tomb,  on  Sigurd's  breast ! 


VALKYRIUR  SONG. 

[The  Vallgnliir,  or  Fatal  SIsten  of  Northern  mythology, 
wtrs  aappoaed  to  fing^  out  the  warriors  idM>  wore  to  dio  ia 
battle,  and  be  received  Into  the  haUs  of  Odin. 

When  a  northern  chief  M  glorloody  in  mr,  his  ofaeeqniet 
were  honoored  with  all  poniUe  magnificence.  Hk  aimi  ^ 
gold  and  silver,  war-horse,  domestic  attendants,  and  wlist- 
ever  else  he  held  most  dear,  were  pfaused  with  hfan  on  the 
pile.  His  dependants  and  firiends  frequently  made  it  a  point 
of  honour  to  die  with  thefa*  leader,  in  order  to  attend  on  his 
shade  in  Valhalla,  or  the  Pah^e  of  Odin.  And,  lastly,  lii» 
wife  was  generally  consumed  with  him  on  the  same  pile.— 
See  Mallkt'b  NcrHurn  AntUpdUett  HjEUBniT'e  ilrfpa,  kd 

"  Tranl)llBgl7  flMh'd  th'  Ineoaiteat  BMteor Jl|^ 
Sbowlag  thin  tana*  Ilk*  viisias  of  this  Mith; 
Ssw  that  an  i^gns  of  haaea  joj  or  frtaf, 
Tho  floih  of  pMrioo,  milt,  or  taar,  had  Mam'd 
On  the  fls'd  brightncai  of  aaeh  dsyrWng  ehook 
Strang*  and  unnatoraL**  Miui  ax. 

Thb  Sea-king  woke  from  the  troubled  sleep 

Of  a  vision-haunted  night, 
And  he  look*d  from  his  bark  o*er  the  gloomy  deep^ 
And  counted  the  streaks  of  light; 
For  the  red  sun's  earliest  ray 
Was  to  rouse  his  bands  that  ddy 
To  the  stormy  joy  of  fight  I 

But  the  dreams  of  rest  were  still  on  earth. 

And  the  silent  stars  on  high. 
And  there  waved  not  the  smoke  of  one  cabin  hearth 
Midst  the  quiet  of  the  sky; 
And  along  the  twilight  bay. 
In  their  sleep  the  hamlets  lay. 
For  they  knew  not  the  Norse  were  nigh  ! 

The  Sea-king  looked  o'er  the  brooding  wave. 

He  tum'd  to  the  dusky  shore,  [cave, 

And  there  seem'd,  through  the  arch  of  a  tide-worn 
A  gleam,  as  of  snow,  to  pour ; 
And  forth,  in  watery  light, 
Moved  phantoms,  dimly  white. 
Which  the  garb  of  woman  bore. 

Slowly  they  moved  to  the  billow-side ; 
And  the  forms,  as  they  grew  more  deur. 
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!m*d  each  on  a  tall  pale  steed  to  ride, 

Lnd  a  ahadowy  crest  to  rear. 
And  to  beckon  with  fiunt  hand 
From  the  dark  and  rocky  strand, 

Lnd  to  point  a  gleaming  spear. 

m  a  stillness  on  his  spirit  fell, 
tefbre  th'  unearthly  train, 
*  he  knew  Valhalla's  daughters  well — 
lie  Choosers  of  the  slain  1 

And  a  sudden  rising  breese 

Bore,  across  the  moaning  seas, 
?o  his  ear  their  thrilling  strain. 

''There  are  songs  in  Odin's  Hall 
For  the  brave  ere  night  to  &11 ! 
Doth  the  groat  sim  hide  his  ray  ? 
He  must  bring  a  wrathfiil  day  I 
Sleeps  the  falchion  in  its  sheath  ? 
Swords  must  do  the  work  of  death  ! 
Regner  ! — Sea-king ! — ^ku  we  call ! — 
There  is  joy  in  Odin's  HalL 

"At  the  feast,  and  in  the  song. 
Thou  shalt  be  remembered  long ! 
By  the  green  isles  of  the  flood. 
Thou  hast  left  thy  track  m  blood  t 
On  the  earth  and  on  the  sea, 
There  are  those  will  speak  of  thee  ! 
"Tis  enough, — the  war^^ods  cnll,-^ 
There  is  mead  in  Odin's  Hall ! 

"  Regner  I  tell  thy  fair-hair'd  bride 
She  must  slumber  at  thy  side  ! 
Tell  the  brother  of  thy  breast 
Even  for  him  thy  grave  hath  rest ! 
Ten  the  raven  steed  which  bore  thee, 
When  the  wild  wolf  fled  before  thee. 
He  too  with  his  lord  must  fall,^ 
There  is  room  in  Odin's  Hall ! 

"  Lo  !  the  mighty  sun  looks  forth — 
Arm  !  thou  leader  of  the  North  ! 
Lo !  the  mists  of  twilight  fly — 
We  must  vanish,  thou  miist  die  ! 
By  the  sword  and  by  the  spear, 
By  the  hand  that  knows  no  fear. 
Sea-king  I  nobly  thou  shalt  fall ! — 
There  is  joy  in  Odin's  Hall!" 

Bre  was  arming  heard  on  land  and  wave, 
^en  afor  the  sunlight  spread, 
d  the  phantom-forms  of  the  tido>wom  cave 
nnth  the  mists  of  morning  fled ; 


But  at  eve,  the  kingly  hand 
Of  the  battle-axe  and  brand 
Lay  cold  on  a  pile  of  dead  ! 


THE  CAVERN  OF  THE  THREE  TELLS. 

▲  8WI88  TRADinOir. 

[Tha  three  focmdm  of  the  HelTetie  Confedentcy  ate  thought 
to  deep  in  a  oavem  near  the  Lake  of  Looeme.  The  herde- 
men  eiUI  them  the  Three  Tdb ;  and  aty  that  th«j  lie  there 
in  their  antique  garh,  tn  quiet  ilumher ;  and  wlien  Switzer- 
land is  in  her  ntmoet  need,  tiMgr  win  awaken  and  regain  the 
liberties  of  the  fauid.--8ee  i^Mrialy  BevUw,  Na  44 

The  GrQtU,  ^n^iere  theconMeretei  held  their  nightly  meet- 
ings, ii  a  meadow  on  the  ihore  of  the  Lake  of  Lucerne,  or 
Lake  of  the  Foieet  Cantons,  here  called  tho  Forast-Sea.] 

Oh  !  enter  not  yon  shadowy  cave. 
Seek  not  the  bright  spars  there. 
Though  the  whispering  pines  that  o'er  it  wave 
With  freehneas  fill  the  air : 

For  there  the  Patriot  Three, 
In  the  garb  of  old  array'd. 
By  their  native  Forest-Sea 
On  a  rocky  couch  are  laid. 

The  Patriot  Three  that  met  of  yore 

Beneath  the  midnight  sky. 
And  leagued  their  hearts  on  the  Gr&tli  shove 
In  the  name  of  liberty  1 
Now  silently  th^  sleep 

Amidst  the  hills  they  fireed ; 
But  their  rest  is  only  deep 
Till  their  country's  hour  of  need. 

They  start  not  at  the  hunter's  call. 

Nor  the  Lammer-geyer's  cry. 
Nor  the  rush  of  a  sudden  torrent's  fall, 
Nor  the  Lauwine  thundering  by; 
And  the  Alpine  herdsman's  lay. 
To  a  Switzer's  heart  so  dear  ! 
On  the  wild  wind  floats  away. 
No  more  for  them  to  hear. 

But  when  the  battle-horn  is  blown 

Till  the  Schreckhom's  peaks  reply,' 
When  tha  Jungfhm's  cliffs  send  back  the  tone 
Through  their  eagles'  lonely  sky ; 

When  the  spear-heads  light  the  lakes. 

When  trumpets  loose  the  snows, 
When  the  rushing  wai>ateed  shakes 
The  glacier's  mute  repose ; 

When  Uri'a  beechen  woods  wave  red 
In  the  burning  hamlet's  light — 


\ 


342 


LA  YS  OF  MANY  LANDS, 


Tken  from  the  cayem  of  the  dead 
Shall  the  sleepers  wake  in  might  I 
With  a  leap,  like  Tdl*s  proud  leap 

When  away  the  helm  he  fluDg, 
And  boldly  up  the  steep 
From  the  flashing  billow  sprung  !^ 

They  shall  wake  beside  their  Forest-Sea, 

In  the  ancient  garb  they  wore 
When  they  link'd  the  hands  that  made  na  firea^ 
On  the  OrQUTa  moonlight  shore ; 
And  their  Toioes  shall  be  heard. 
And  be  answer*d  with  a  shout. 
Till  the  echoing  Alps  are  atirr^d. 
And  the  Bignal-fires  blase  out. 

And  the  land  shall  see  such  deeds  again 

As  those  of  that  proud  day 
When  Winkeliied,  on  Sempsdi's  plain. 
Through  the  serried  spears  made  way ; 
And  when  the  rocks  came  down 

On  the  dark  Morgarten  dell. 
And  the  crowned  casques^*  overthrown. 
Before  our  fiithen  fall  I 

For  the  KOhrethen's  '  notes  must  never  sound 

In  a  land  that  weara  the  chain. 
And  the  vines  on  freedom's  holy  ground 
Untrampled  must  remain ; 

And  the  yellow  harvests  wave 

For  no  stranger's  hand  to  reap. 
While  within  their  silent  cave 
The  men  of  Qr&tli  sleep  ! 


SWISS  SONO, 

ON  THE  ANaiYEBSABT  OF  AN  ANCIEirT  BATTLE. 

[The  Swia,  •vm  to  oar  daji,  haw  coatiuuBd  to  odebrate 
the  anniTenariM  of  ttidr  ftnduit  batttai  with  mncfa  idan- 
nity ;  awwnblfng  in  the  opea  afr  on  the  fldde  yAn&n  their 
anooBton  fought,  to  hear  thankagiyingB  offiered  xxp  by  the 
priests,  and  the  names  of  all  who  shared  in  the  gkny  of  the 
day  enumerated.  Tbej  afterwards  waHc  in  procsealoD  to 
chapds,  always  eraeted  in  the  vicinity  of  sudb  aeenea,  where 
mines  are  inng  fat  the  louls  of  the  departed.— See  PiiAiiTA'a 
History  qffhe  HdveUe  Qj^ftderacy.^ 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round ! 

If  yet  they  gird  a  land 
Where  Freedom's  voice  and  step  are  found, 

Foiget  ye  not  the  band, — 

1  The  pofait  of  rode  on  whidi  Tdl  leaped  from  the  boat  of 
Geesler  is  marked  by  a  diapel,  and  called  the  TOUnspna^, 


The  fiiithiul  band,  our  sinss,  vriio  lieE 
Here  in  the  narrow  battie-dell  i 

If  yet,  the  wilds  anum|^ 

Our  silent  hearts  may  bum. 
When  the  deep  mountain-horn  hath  run(^ 
And  home  our  steps  may  tarn, — 
Home  ! — ^home  ! — if  still  that  name  be  dear. 
Praise  to  the  men  vdio  perish'd  here  ! 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round ! 

Up  to  their  shining  snows 
That  day  the  stonny  rolling  sound. 
The  sound  of  battle,  rose  ! 
Their  cayes  prt^cmg'd  the  trumpet*s  blssft^ 
Their  daik  pines  trembled  as  it  paas'd  1 

They  saw  the  piinody  crest. 

They  saw  the  knightly  spear. 
The  banner  and  the  mail-clad  breast. 
Borne  down  and  trampled  here  ! 
They  saw — and  glorying  there  they  standi 
Eternal  records  to  the  land  ! 

Praise  to  the  mountain-bom. 
The  brethren  of  the  g^en  ! 
By  them  no  sted  array  was  worn. 
They  stood  as  peasant-men  ! 
They  left  the  vineyard  and  the  field. 
To  break  an  empire's  lance  and  shield  ! 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round  ! 

If  yet,  along  their  steeps. 
Our  children's  fearless  feet  may  bound. 
Free  as  the  chamois  leaps : 
Teach  them  in  song  to  bless  the  band 
Amidst  whose  mossy  graves  we  stand  ! 

If,  by  the  wood-fire's  blaze. 

When  winter  stars  gleam  cold. 
The  glorious  tales  of  elder  days 
May  proudly  yet  be  told, 
Foiget  not  then  the  shepherd  race. 
Who  made  the  hearth  a  holy  place  \ 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round  I 

H  yet  the  Sabbath-bell 
Comes  o'er  them  with  a  g^^^^fnipg  soudJ, 
Think  on  the  battleniell ! 
For  blood  first  bathed  its  flowery  sod. 
That  nhaiulcws  hearts  mig^t  worship  God  I 

s  Crowned  Helmets,  as  a  distinction  of  nmk,  are 
in  8imond*s  Steitxriand. 
>  The  KQhreihen— the  celebrated  Ban  da  Ft 
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THE  MESSENGER  BIBD. 

[Some  of  the  lulhe  BimsUfauit  pej  gnat  vcnenllon  to  e 
crtaln  Urd  tbet  aiiigs  mournftiUlj  in  the  nighi-tkne.  Th^ 
ay  it  !■  A  Tro^wengor  which  their  deoeeaed  friends  and  xela- 
ioiu  have  lent,  and  tliat  it  brings  them  news  from  the  other 
rorld.— See  Picakt^  CeremonUt  and  RdtgUmt  Outomt,"] 

Thou  art  come  from  the  spirits*  land,  thou  bird  ! 

Thoa  art  come  from,  the  spirits*  land : 
rhrough  thedarkpinegrove  let  thy  voice  be  heard, 

And  tell  of  the  shadowy  band  1 

(Ve  know  that  the  bowers  are  green  and  &ir 
In  the  light  of  that  summer  shore ; 

ind  we  know  that  thefriends  we  have  lostare  there, 
They  are  there — and  they  weep  no  more  ! 

Ind  we  know  they  have  quench'd  their  fbver  s 
thirst 

From  the  fountain  of  youth  ere  now,^ 
?or  there  must  the  stream  in  its  freshnoss  burst 

Which  none  may  find  below ! 

bid  we  know  that  they  will  not  be  lured  to  earth 
From  the  land  of  deathless  flowen, 

)y  the  feast,  or  the  dance,  or  the  song  of  mirth. 
Though  their  hearts  were  once  with  oun : 

[liough  they  sat  with  us  by  the  night-fire's  blase. 

And  bent  with  us  the  bow, 
bid  heard  the  tales  of  our  fother^  dayi^ 

Which  are  told  to  others  now ! 

kit  tell  us,  thou  bird  of  the  solemn  strain  ! 

Can  those  who  have  loved  foi^get ) 
SV'e  call — and  they  answer  not  again : 

Do  they  love — do  they  love  us  yet? 

*  An  cxpeditioa  was  actually  undertaken  by  Joan  Ponce 
le  Leoo,  in  the  16th  century,  with  a  view  of  discovering  a 
•onderflil  Ibontain,  fadieved  by  the  natives  of  Pnerto  Rico 
0  qpring  tn  one  of  the  Locayo  Isles,  and  to  possess  flie  virtue 
if  rsstovinf  youth  to  all  who  bathed  in  its  waters.— See 
tloBxaTBOir'B  JSTMory  (tfAmtrica, 

s  ANSWER  TO  *<THE  MESSENGER  BIRD." 

BY  AH  AVSmiCAlf  qVAKSft  LADY. 

Ysa!  I  came  from  the  spMts*  land. 

From  the  hmd  that  to  bright  and  fldr ; 

I  came  with  a  voice  from  the  shadowy  band. 
To  teU  that  thqr  love  yoo  there. 

To  say»  if  a  wish  or  a  vain  isgrsi 

Goold  Mve  in  Elysian  bowers* 
TwvNdd  be  lor  the  friends  they  can  ne*cr  foi«st. 

The  bdoved  of  their  youthftil  hour^ 


Doth  the  warrior  think  of  his  brother  there. 

And  the  &ther  of  his  child  1 
And  the  chief  of  those  that  were  want  to  ihan 

His  wandering  through  the  wild  I 

We  call  them  &r  throu^  the  sflent  night. 
And  they  speak  not  from  cave  or  hill ; 

We  know,  thou  bird !  that  their  land  is  bri^t, 
But  say,  do  th^  love  there  stUl !* 


THE  STRANGER  IN  LOUISIANA. 

[An  early  tnvdter  mentions  people  on  the  banks  of  the 
Minlssippi  who  burst  into  tears  at  the  sight  of  a  sfraogcr. 
The  reason  of  this  is,  that  they  Ikncy  their  deceased  friends 
and  rsisttoDi  to  be  only  gone  on  a  Joaraqr*  and,  being  fai  con- 
stant expectation  of  their  rrtura,  look  for  them  vainly  amoDgrt 
these  foreign  tiavdlen.— PiCAnT*e  Oertmiimiiu  cmd  JUUgiotu 
Customi. 

"  J'ai  pasee  moi-mime,*'  saysCbatsaabriandinhisSoKW- 
nin  d^Awmriqtie,  **  cfaei  unepeophide  Indienneqni  sepsenalt 
k  pleoier  li  la  voe  d*un  voyageur,  paroe  qall  lui  rappehltdes 
amis  partis  pear  k  Contrde  dee  Ames,  et  depuis  loog-teme 

Wb  saw  thee,  O  stranger  I  and  wept 
We  look'd  for  the  youth  of  the  sunny  gknee 
Whose  step  was  the  fleetest  in  chase  or  dance ; 
The  lig^t  of  his  eye  was  a  joy  to  see, 
The  path  of  his  arrows  a  storm  to  flee. 
But  there  came  a  voice  from  a  distant  shore — 
He  was  call'd — ^he  is  found  midst  his  tribe  no  more 
He  is  not  in  his  place  when  the  night-fires  bum. 
But  we  look  for  him  still — ^he  will  yet  return  ! 
His  brother  sat  with  a  drooping  brow 
In  the  gloom  of  the  shadowing  cypress  bough : 
We  roused  him — ^we  bade  him  no  longer  pine. 
For  we  heard  a  step — ^but  the  step  was  thine  ! 

To  whisper  the  dear  deeeried  band, 

Who  smfied  on  their  tarrisDce  here. 
That  a  fiiilUBl  gnani  in  the  dreamless  knd 

Axe  the  friends  thqr  have  loved  so  dear. 

'TIS  trae,  in  the  sOsat  night  yoa  call. 

And  they  aaewer  jon  not  again ; 
But  the  spirits  of  blisB  ars  voieslsai  aO— 

Sound  on^  was  made  for  pain. 


That  their  land  is  biigfat  and  they  weep  no 
I  have  warbled  from  UD  to  bin ; 

Bat  my  pfadntive  strain  should  have  told 
Thatthqrlove,ohl  they  love  yoa  stOL 


Th^r  bid  Bw  sey  that  unlMIng  Hoi 
Yon  H  find  in  the  path  tfay  trode ; 

And  a  wdcome  true  to  their  deathless  bowen, 
Pronoonesd  by  the  voice  off  God. 
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We  saw  thoo,  0  stranger  !  and  wept 
We  look'd  for  the  maid  of  the  mournful  song — 
Mournful,  though  sweet, — she  hath  left  us  long : 
We  told  her  the  youth  of  her  love  was  gone. 
And  she  went  forth  to  seek  him — she  pass'd  alone. 
We  hear  not  her^voice  when  the  woods  are  still. 
From  the  bower  where  it  sang,  like  a  silveiy  rtlL 
The  joj  of  her  sire  with  her  smile  is  fled, 
The  winter  is  white  on  his  lonely  head : 
He  hath  none  by  his  side  when  the  wilds  we  track. 
He  hath  none  when  we  rest — ^yet  she  comes  not 

back ! 
We  look*d  for  her  eye  on  the  feast  to  shine. 
For  her  breezy  step — but  the  step  was  thine  ! 

We  saw  thee,  0  stranger !  and  wept. 
We  look'd  for  the  chief,  who  hath  left  the  spear 
And  the  bow  of  his  battles  forgotten  here  : 
We  look'd  for  the  hunter,  whose  bride's  lament 
On  the  wind  of  the  forest  at  eve  is  sent : 
We  look'd  for  the  first-bom,  whose  mother^s  cry 
Sounds  wildandshrill  through  the  midnight  sky! — 
Wherearetheyl  Thou'rt  seeking  some  distant  coast: 
Oh  ask  of  them,  stranger  ! — send  back  the  lost ! 
Tell  them  we  mourn  by  the  dark-blue  streams. 
Tell  them  our  lives  but  of  them  are  dreams ! 
Tell,  how  we  sat  in  the  gloom  to  pine, 
And  to  watch  for  a  step — ^but  the  step  was  thine ! 


THE  ISLE  OF  FOUNTS; 
AN  na>iAir  TRADinoy. 

['*  The  river  St  Maiy  has  its  aonroe  from  a  vast  lake  or 
marah,  which  lies  between  Flint  and  Oakmulge  rivers,  and 
occupies  a  space  of  near  three  hundred  miles  in  drcuit  This 
vast  accumulation  of  waten,  in  the  wet  season,  appears  as  a 
lake,  and  contains  some  large  islands  or  knolls  of  rich  high 
land ;  one  of  which  the  present  genoation  of  the  Creak  In- 
dians  represent  to  be  a  most  blissfhl  spot  of  earth.  Thejiayit 
is  Inhabited  hj  a  peculiar  race  of  Indians,  ^riioBe  women  are 
incomparably  beautifliL  Thegr  also  tell  you  that  this  terres- 
trial paradise  has  been  seen  by  some  of  their  enterprising 
hunters,  when  in  pumiit  of  game ;  but  that  In  their  endea- 
vours to  approach  it,  they  were  involved  in  perpetual  laby- 
rinUis,  and,  like  enchanted  land,  still  as  they  imagined  tli^ 
had  Just  gained  it,  it  seoned  to  fly  before  them,  alternately 
appearing  and  disappearing.  They  resolved,  at  length,  to 
leave  the  deludve  pursuit,  and  to  return ;  which ,  after  a  num- 
ber of  dfficultiee,  they  effected.  When  they  reported  tbeir 
adventures  to  tbeir  countrymen,  the  young  warrion  were 
Inflamed  with  an  irre^Mible  dedre  to  invade  and  noake  a  con- 
quest of  so  charming  a  country ;  but  all  their  attempts  have 
hitherto  proved  abortive,  never  having  been  able  again  to  find 
that  enchanting  spot"— Bxrtrjlm's  Travelt  throt^  North 
mmd  Sovih  Carolina,  S^, 

The  additional  circumstances  in  the  **  Isle  of  Founts  "  are 
Barely  imaginary.] 


Son  of  the  stranger !  wouldst  thou  take 

O'er  yon  blue  hills  thy  lonely  way. 
To  reach  the  still  and  shining  lake 
Along  whose  banks  the  west  winds  play] 
Let  no  vain  dreams  thy  heart  beguile — 
Oh !  seek  thou  not  the  Fountain  Isle  ! 

Lull  but  the  mighty  serpent-king,^ 

Midst  the  gray  rocks,  his  old  domain ; 
Ward  but  the  cougar's  deadly  qpring, — 
Thy  step  that  lake's  green  shore  may  gain ; 
And  the  bright  Isle,  when  all  is  pass'd. 
Shall  vainly  meet  thine  eye  at  last ! 

Yes !  there,  with  all  its  rainbow  streams, 

Clear  as  within  thine  arrow's  flight, 
The  Isle  of  Foimts,  the  isle  of  dreams. 
Floats  on  the  wave  in  golden  light ; 
And  lovely  will  the  shadows  be 
Of  groves  whose  fruit  is  not  for  thee  ! 

And  breathings  from  their  sunny  flowers. 

Which  are  not  of  the  things  that  die. 
And  singing  voices  from  their  bowers. 
Shall  greet  thee  in  the  purple  sky ; 
Soft  voices,  e'en  like  those  that  dwell 
Far  in  the  green  reed's  hollow  cclL 

Or  hast  thou  heard  the  sounds  that  rise 
From  the  deep  chambers  of  the  earth  1 
The  wild  and  wondrous  melodies 
To  which  the  ancient  rocks  gave  birth  1* 
Like  that  sweet  song  of  hidden  caves 
Shall  swell  those  wood-notes  o'er  the  waves. 

The  emerald  waves  ! — ^they  take  their  hue 

And  image  from  that  sunbright  shore ; 
But  wouldst  thou  laimch  thy  light  canoe. 
And  wouldst  thou  ply  thy  rapid  oar, — 
Before  thee,  hadst  thou  morning's  speed. 
The  dreamy  land  should  still  recede  ! 

Yet  on  the  breeze  thou  still  wouldst  hear 
The  music  of  its  flowering  shades, 

1  The  Cherokees  believe  that  the  recesses  of  their  moun- 
tains,  overgrown  with  lofty  pines  and  oedara,  and  coversd 
with  old  mosqr  rocks,  are  inhabited  by  the  kings  or  diiefii  of 
rBttleenakes,  whom  they  denominate  the  "  bright  old  inhabi- 
tants.** They  reprseent  them  as  snakes  of  an  enonnons  siie, 
and  which  possess  the  power  of  drawing  to  them  every  living 
creature  that  comes  within  the  reach  of  th^  ey«s.  Their 
heads  ate  said  to  be  crowned  with  a  carbunde  of  daading 
brightneM.— See  Volet  to  LxTDKif'a  Seenet  qflfifitme^, 

*  Tlie  stones  on  the  banks  of  the  Oronooo,  called  ^y  the 
South  Amartoan  missionaries  Laxai  de  Mmica,  and  aOnded 
Id  in  a  fivmer  note. 
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rer  should  the  sound  be  near 
>uiitB  that  ripple  through  its  glades ; 
id,  and  sight,  and  flashing  ray 
I  waters  in  their  plaj  I 

)e  for  him  who  sees  them  burst 

1  their  bright  spray-showers  to  the  lake  ! 

bas  no  spring  to  quench  the  thirst 

:  semblance  in  his  soul  shall  wake, 

pouring  through  his  dreams 

I  of  those  untasted  streams  ! 

bright  in  many  a  rocky  urn, 
waters  of  our  deserts  lie, 
thcur  source  his  lip  shall  bum, 
h'd  with  the  fever's  agony  ! 
)  blue  mountains  to  the  main, 
sand  floods  may  roll  in  vain. 

lus  our  hunters  came  of  yore 
:  from  their  long  and  weary  quest; — 
ley  not  seen  th*  untrodden  shore] 
could  they  midst  our  wilds  find  rest  ? 
ning  of  their  glance  was  fled, 
elt  amongst  us  as  the  dead ! 

ay  beside  our  glittering  rills 
I  visions  in  their  darkened  eye ; 
joy  was  not  amidst  the  hills 
xe  elk  and  deer  before  us  fly : 
$ars  upon  the  cedar  hung, 
clins  to  the  wind  were  flung. 

»ent  no  more  the  forest  bow, 

f  arm'd  not  with  the  warrior  band, 

oons  waned  o'er  them  dim  and  slow — 

J  left  us  for  the  spirits'  land  ! 

our  pines  yon  greensward  heap 

liere  the  restless  foimd  their  sleep. 

the  stranger  !  if  at  eve 
ice  be  midst  us  in  thy  place, 
not  where  the  mighty  leave 
strength  of  battle  and  of  chase  ! 
un  dreams  thy  heart  beguile — 
c  thou  not  the  Foimtain  Isle  ! 


THE  BENDED  BOW. 

>poMd  tlut  war  wu  anciently  proclaimed  In  Bri- 
nding  meaKngen  in  different  directions  through 
ach  bearing  a  Unded  bow ,-  and  that  peace  was  In 
sr  announced  by  a  bow  unttnmg,  and  therefoiv 
See  the  OiMbrfoii  AnUquiUa.} 


Thebb  was  heard  the  sound  of  a  coming  foe. 
There  was  sent  through  Britain  a  bended  bow ; 
And  a  voice  was  pour*d  on  the  tree  winds  for. 
As  the  land  rose  up  at  the  sign  of  war. 

"  Heard  you  not  the  battle>hom1 — 
Reaper  !  leave  thy  golden  oom  : 
Leave  it  for  the  birds  of  heaven — 
Swords  m\ist  flash  and  spears  be  riven  ! 
Leave  it  for  the  winds  to  shed — 
Arm  I  ere  Britain's  turf  grow  red." 

And  the  reaper  arm'd,  like  a  freeman's  son ; 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  pass'd  on. 

''  Hunter !  leave  the  mountain-chase, 
Take  the  £Edchion  from  its  place ; 
Let  the  wolf  go  free  to-day. 
Leave  him  for  a  nobler  prey ;         ^ 
Let  the  deer  ungall'd  sweep  by — 
Arm  thee  I  Britain's  foes  are  nigh." 

And  the  hunter  arm'd  ere  the  chase  was  done ; 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  pass'd  on. 

"  Chieftain  !  quit  the  joyous  feast — 
Stay  not  till  the  song  hath  ceased : 
Though  the  mead  be  foaming  bright. 
Though  the  fires  give  ruddy  light. 
Leave  the  hearth,  and  leave  the  hall — 
Arm  thee  !  Britain's  foes  must  fiEdl." 

And  the  chieftain  arm'd,  and  the  horn  was  blown ; 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  vqjce  pass'd  on. 

"  Prince  !  thy  father  s  deeds  are  told 
Lx  the  bower  and  in  the  hold. 
Where  the  goatherd's  lay  is  sung, 
Where  the  minstrel's  harp  is  strung  ! 
Foes  are  on  thy  native  sea — 
Give  our  bards  a  tale  of  thee ! " 

And  the  prince  came  arm'd,  like  a  leader's  son ; 
And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  pass'd  on. 

"  Mother  !  stay  thou  not  thy  boy, 
He  must  learn  the  battle's  joy : 
Sister  1  bring  the  sword  and  spear. 
Give  thy  bisther  words  of  cheer : 
Maiden  I  bid  thy  lover  part : 
Britain  calls  the  strong  in  heart !" 

And  the  bended  bow  and  the  voice  pass'd  on ; 
And  the  bards  made  song  for  a  battle  won. 


346 


LA  YS  OF  MANY  LANDS. 


HE  NEVER  SMILED  AQAIK. 

[It  to  rtendad  ol  Heoiy  tbt  Fini,  thai  aftor  tbt  dMib  of 
Us  aoii,  Prince  THDiaiii,  who  periihad  hi  a  ih^wioek  off  tho 
ooaat  of  Normandy,  ho  was  nerer  teen  to  amfie.] 

The  bark  that  held  a  prince  went  down. 

The  sweeping  waves  relTd  on ; 
And  what  was  Eng^d*8  glorioos  crown 

To  him  that  wept  a  son  1 
He  lived — for  life  may  long  be  borne 

Ere  soiTOw  break  its  chain ; 
Why  comes  not  death  to  those  who  mourn  1 

He  nerer  smiled  again  ! 

There  stood  proud  forms  around  his  throne. 

The  stately  and  the  braye ; 
But  which  ooold  fill  the  place  of  one. 

That  one  beneath  the  wave  % 
Before  him  pass'd  the  yocmg  and  fair. 

In  pleasure's  reckless  train ; 
But  seas  dash'd  o'er  his  son's  bright  hair — 

He  never  smiled  again  ! 

He  sat  where  festal  bowls  went  round. 

He  heard  the  minstrel  sing. 
He  saw  the  tourney's  victor  crown'd 

Amidst  the  knightly  ring : 
A  murmur  of  the  restless  deep 

Was  blent  with  eveiy  strain, 
A  voice  of  winds  that  would  not  sleep — 

He  never  smiled  again  ! 

Hearts,  in  that  time,  closed  o'er  the  trace 

Of  vows  once  fondly  pour'd. 
And  strangers  took  the  kinsman's  place 

At  many  a  joyous  board ; 
Qraves,  which  true  love  had  bathed  with  tears, 

Were  left  to  heaven's  bright  rain, 
fVesh  hopes  were  bom  for  other  years — 

He  never  smiled  again  I 


CCEUR-DE-LION  AT  THE  BIER  OF  HIS 

FATHER. 

[Tbo  body  of  Heary  tho  Soeond  liy  In  state  in  the  abbqr* 
church  of  Fonterrand,  ^n^Mfo  it  was  visited  by  Ridiard  Cceur- 
de-Lion,  who,  oo  hdioiding  it,  was  strode  with  horror  and 
remone,  and  bitterly  reproadxed'hfansdf  for  that  rebeUioos 
eondnct  which  had  been  the  means  of  bringing  his  fOher  to 
an  untimely  graTe.] 

ToBCHBB  were  blazing  clear. 
Hymns  pealing  deep  and  slow, 


Where  a  king  lay  stately  on  his  biar 
In  the  dmrch  of  Fontevnod. 

Banners  of  battle  o'er  him  hmai|^ 
And  warriors  slept  beneath; 

And  light,  as  noon's  broad  light,  was  flung 
On  the  settled  fiM9e  of  death. 


On  the  settled  ftoe  of  death 

A  strong  and  ruddy  gkrc^ 
Though  dimm'd  at  timea  by  the 

Yet  it  fell  still  brightest  there : 
As  if  each  deeply  fiiiTOw'd  trace 

Of  earthly  yean  to  show. 
Alas  !  that  sceptred  mortal's  race 

Had  sorely  doeed  in  woe ! 


The  marble  floor  was  swept 

By  many  a  long  dark  itoW, 
As  the  Vnftftling  priests  round  him  that  slept 

Sang  mass  for  the  parted  soul: 
And  solemn  were  the  atrsins  they  pooz'd 

Through  the  stillness  of  the  n^t, 
With  the  cross  above,  and  the  crown  and  swoi4 

And  the  silent  king  in  sight. 


There  was  heard  a  heavy  dang. 

As  of  steel-girt  men  the  tread. 
And  the  tombs  and  the  hollow  pavenMot 

With  a  sounding  thrilkof  dread ; 
And  the  holy  chant  was  hnsh'd  awhile. 

As,  by  the  torch's  flame, 
A  gleam  of  arms  up  the  sweeping  aisle 

With  a  mail-clad  leader  came. 


He  came  with  haughty  look. 

An  eagle-glance  and  dear ; 
But  his  proud  heart  through  its  breasti^ate  shocAi 

When  he  stood  beside  the  bier  ! 
He  stood  there  still  with  a  drooping  brow. 

And  dasp'd  hands  o'er  it  raised ; 
For  his  fiither  lay  before  him  low — 

It  was  Coeur<Le-Lion  gaaed  t 

And  silently  he  strove 

With  the  workings  of  his  breast ; 
But  there's  more  in  late  repentant  love 

Than  sted  may  keep  suppress'd  ! 
And  his  tears  brake  forth,  at  last,  like  rain,— 

Hen  held  their  breath  in  awe ; 
For  his  face  was  seen  by  his  warriortrain. 

And  he  rec^'d  not  that  th^ 

He  look'd  upon  the  dead — 
And  sorrow  seem'd  to  lie, 
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}rrow,  eren  like  lead, 
be  fiEHBt^ut  eye. 
nd  kiss'd  the  firosen  ched^, 
tieavy  hand  of  day ; 
vords — ^yet  all  too  weak — 
soul's  passion  way. 

is  it  vain, 

remorse  and  deep  1 
Eftiher  1  once  again  : 
i>ehold,  I  weep  ! 
Ity  pride  and  ire  ! — 

this  work  undone, 
England's  crown,  my  sire  ! 
hee  blesB  thy  son. 

me  I    Hi^^ty  grief 
the  dust  hath  stirr'd ! 
hear  me ! — £Either,  chief, 
I  m,uat  be  heard ! 
1 — how  is  it  that  I  call, 
thou  answerest  not  ? 

hus  1 Woe,  woe  for  all 

my  soul  forgot ! 

r  hairs  I  see, 
D  sadly  bright ! 
tber !  but  for  mo, 
not  been  so  white  1 
>wn,  high  heart  \  at  last : 
r  couldst  thou  strive, 
loment  of  the  past, 
and  say — '  foi^give !' 

*t  the  noblest  king 

throne  e'er  seen; 

jt  wear  in  knightly  ring, 

)  stateliest  mien ; 

it  prove,  where  spears  are  proved, 

10  bravest  heart : 

rcnown'd  and  loved 

•t— and  there  thou  art ! 

t  my  boyhood's  guide 
e  fond  joy  to  be ! — 
}  sported  at  thy  side, 
b'd  thy  parent  knee ! 
ore  the  blessed  shrine, 
I  see  thee  lie, — 
,  sad  still  face  of  thine 
me  till  I  die !" 


THE  VASSAL'S  LAMENT  FOB  THB 
FALLEN  TREE. 

['*  Here  (at  Brereton  In  Chtihire)  it  one  thinf  ino«dibl> 
strangv,  but  atttftod*  ••  I  n^ynlf  have  heard,  bj  many 
penoni,  and  commonly  bdiered.  Before  any  hdr  off  ttUi 
famfly  dies,  there  are  seen,  In  a  lake  a4|olnInf,  the  bodies 
of  trees  swimming  on  the  water  for  serenl  days.**— Cam- 
DBif'a  JSritonnto.] 

Tb  1  I  have  seen  the  ancient  oak 

On  the  dark  deep  water  cast, 
And  it  was  not  fell'd  by  the  woodman's  stroke, 
Or  the  rush  of  the  sweeping  blast; 
For  the  axe  might  never  touch  that  tree, 
And  the  air  was  still  as  a  summer  tea. 

I  saw  it  fikU,  as  fedls  a  chief 
By  an  arrow  in  the  fight, 
And  the  old  woods  shook,  to  their  loftiest  lea^ 
At  the  crashing  of  its  might ; 
And  the  startled  deer  to  their  coverts  drew, 
And  the  spray  of  the  lake  as  a  fountain's  flew ! 

1^  fiillen !    But  think  thou  not  I  weep 

For  the  forest's  pride  o'erthrowu — 
An  old  man's  tean  lie  far  too  deep 
To  be  pour*d  for  this  alone ; 
But  by  that  sign  too  well  I  know 
That  a  youthful  head  must  soon  be  low ! 

A  youthful  heady  with  its  shining  hair. 

And  its  bright  quick-flashing  eye ; 
Well  may  I  weep  1  for  the  boy  is  fiur. 
Too  fair  a  thing  to  die  1 
But  on  his  brow  the  mark  is  set — 
Oh !  could  my  life  redeem  him  yet  1 

He  bounded  by  me  as  I  gazed 

Alone  on  the  £Ktal  sign. 
And  it  seem'd  like  sunshine  when  he  raised 
His  joyous  glance  to  mine. 
With  a  stag's  fleet  step  htf  bounded  by. 
So  full  of  life— but  he  must  die ! 

He  must»  he  must  1  in  that  deep  dell. 

By  that  dark  water's  side, 
Tis  known  that  ne'er  a  proud  tree  fell 
But  an  heir  of  his  fathers  died. 
And  he— there's  laughter  in  his  eye, 
Joy  in  his  voice — yet  he  must  die ! 

Fve  borne  him  in  these  arms,  that  now 
Are  nerveless  and  unstrung ; 
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And  must  I  sec,  on  that  £ur  brow. 

And  a  sudden  pause  came  o'er  the  swell 

The  dust  untimely  flung? 

Of  the  harp's  triumphal  chord ; 

I  must ! — yon  green  oak,  branch  and  crest. 

And  the  Mmneonger's^  thrilling  lay 

Lies  floating  on  the  dark  lake's  breast ! 

In  the  hall  died  fiEust  away. 

The  noble  boy! — ^how  proudly  spmng 

The  convent's  chanted  rite  was  stay'd. 

The  fidcon  from  his  hand ! 

And  the  hermit  dropp'd  his  beads. 

It  seem'd  like  youth  to  see  Aim  young* 

And  a  trembling  ran  through  the  forestahadt 

A  flower  in  his  feither's  land ! 

At  the  nei^  of  the  phantom  steeds. 

But  the  hour  of  the  knell  and  the  diige  is  nigh. 

And  the  church-bells  peal'd  to  the  rocking  Ui 

For  the  tree  hath  fiidlen,  and  the  flower  must  die. 

As  the  WUd  Nighi-Huntsman  paas'd. 

Say  not  'tis  vain !    I  tell  thee,  some 

The  storm  hath  swept  with  the  dtase  away. 

Are  wam'd  by  a  meteor*s  light, 

There  is  stillness  in  the  sky ; 

Or  a  pale  bird,  flitting,  calls  them  home, 

But  the  mother  looks  on  her  son  to-day 

Or  a  voice  on  the  winds  by  night; 

With  a  troubled  heart  and  eye. 

And  they  must  go !    And  he  too,  he  !•  - 

And  the  maiden's  brow  hath  a  shade  of  caie 

Woe  for  the  fedl  of  the  glorious  Tree ! 

Midst  the  gleam  of  her  golden  hair ! 

The  Rhine  flows  bright ;  but  its  waves  ere  loz 

Must  hear  a  voice  of  war. 

THE  WHiD  HUNTSMAN. 

And  a  clash  of  spears  our  hills  among. 

And  a  trumpet  from  afi&r  ; 

[It  !■  ApopnlarbelierintheOdniwBld.thftltheFairiiigof 

And  the  brave  on  a  bloody  turf  must  lie — 

the  WUd  HnnUman  aanonnoes  the  approedi  of  war.    He 

For  the  Huntsman  hath  gone  by ! 

is  lappoeed  to  iaoe  with  hii  tnJn  from  the  nifaied  castle 

of  Rodenstein,  and  tiavene  the  ah*  to  the  opposite  castle 

of  SchneOerta.    It  is  contdently  aoerted,  that  the  snnnd 

•ji  his  phantom  horses  and  hoonds  was  lieard  hj  the  Duke 

ef  Baden  before  the  commencement  of  the  but  war  in 

BRANDENBURG  HARVEST-SONO.' 

Oermanj.] 

moM  THS  oaaicAK  or  la  mottk  rorQrc 

Tht  rest  was  deep  at  the  shimberer  s  hour. 

If  thou  didst  not  hear  the  blast 

The  com  in  golden  light 

Of  the  savage  horn  from  the  mountain-tower. 

Waves  o'er  the  plain ; 

As  the  Wild  Night-Huntsman  pass'd, 

The  sickle's  gleam  is  bright ; 

And  the  roar  of  the  stormy  chase  went  by 

Full  swells  the  grain. 

Through  the  dark  unquiet  sky ! 

Now  send  we  £u*  around 

The  stag  sprang  up  from  his  mossy  bed 

Our  harvest  lay  ! — 

When  he  caught  the  piercing  sounds, 

Alas!  a  heavier  soimd 

And  the  oak-boughs  crash'd  to  his  antler  d  head. 

Comes  o'er  the  day  ! 

As  he  flew  from  the  viewless  hoimds ; 

And  the  fiedcon  soared  from,  her  craggy  height, 

Earth  shrouds  with  burial  sod 

Away  through  the  rushing  night ! 

Her  soft  eyes  blue, — 

Now  o'er  the  gifts  of  God 

The  banner  shook  on  its  ancient  hold, 

Fall  tears  like  dew  ! 

And  the  pine  in  its  desert  place. 

As  the  cloud  and  tempest  onward  roll'd 

On  every  breeze  a  knell 

With  the  din  of  the  trampling  race ; 

The  hamlets  pour : 

And  the  glens  were  fill'd  with  the  laugh  and  shout. 

We  know  its  cause  too  well — 

And  the  bugle,  ringing  out ! 

Sheitnomortl 

From  the  chieftain's  hand  the  wine-cup  fell, 

1  Mhineslnger,  lovt-tinger~-\ht  wanderinf  miasliel 
Oennany  were  so  called  in  the  middle  a«as^ 

At  the  castle's  festive  boanl. 

s  For  the  year  of  the  Queen  of  Pnisshli  deatfcu 
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THE  SHADE  OF  THESEUS. 

AS  ANCIENT  GBEBK  TBADITION. 

Know  ye  not  when  our  dead 

From  sleep  to  battle  sprang? — 
When  the  Persian  chaiger^s  tread 

On  their  covering  greensward  rang ; 
When  the  trampling  march  of  foes 

Had  crosh'd  our  vines  and  flowers. 
When  jewel*d  crests  arose 
Through  the  holy  laxurel  bowers ; 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze, 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone. 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas, 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

There  was  one,  a  leader  crowned. 

And  arm'd  for  Greece  UtaX  day ; 
But  the  fiUchions  made  no  soimd 

On  his  gleaming  war-array. 
In  the  battle's  front  he  stood. 

With  his  tall  and  shadowy  crest ; 
But  the  arrows  drew  no  blood. 
Though  their  path  was  through  his  breast 
When  banners  caught  the  breeze. 
When  helms  in  sunli^t  shone. 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas. 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

His  sword  was  seen  to  flash 

Where  the  boldest  deeds  were  done ; 
Bat  it  smote  without  a  dash — 

The  stroke  was  heard  by  none  ! 
His  voice  was  not  of  those 

That  swell'd  the  rolling  blast, 
And  his  steps  fell  hush'd  like  snows — 
Twas  the  Shade  of  Theseus  pass'd  ! 
When  banners  caught  the  breeze. 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone. 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas. 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 

Far  sweeping  through  the  foe. 
With  a  fiery  charge  he  bore ; 
And  the  Mede  left  many  a  bow 
On  the  sounding  ocean-shore. 
And  the  foaming  waves  grew  red. 
And  the  sails  were  crowded  ftst. 
When  the  sons  of  Asia  fled. 
As  the  Shade  of  Theseus  pass'd ! 

When  banners  caught  the  breeze, 
When  helms  in  sunlight  shone. 
When  masts  were  on  the  seas, 
And  spears  on  Marathon. 


ANaENT  GREEK  SONG  OF  EXILE. 

Whebe  is  the  summer  with  her  golden  sun  1 — 
That  festal  glory  hath  not  pass'd  from  earth ; 

For  me  alone  the  laughing  day  is  done  ! 
Where  is  the  summer  with  her  voice  of  mirth  7 
—Far  in  my  own  bright  land  ? 

Where  are  the  Fauns,  whose  flute-notes  breathe 
and  die 
On  the  green  hills  1 — ^the  founts,  from  sparry 
caves 
Through  the  wild  places  bearing  melody  t — 
The  reeds,  low  whispering  o'er  the  river  waves  ? 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land  ! 

Where  are  the  temples^  through  the  dim  wood 
shining, 
The  viigin  dances,  and  the  choral  strains  ? 
Where  the  sweet  sisters  of  my  youth,  entwining 
The  spring's  first  roses  for  ^eir  sylvan  &nes  ) 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land  I 

Where  are  the  vineyards,  with  their  joyous  throngs. 
The  red  grapes  pressing  when  the  foliage  fades? 

The  lyres,  the  wreaths,  the  lovely  Dorian  songs. 
And  the  pine  forests,  and  the  olive  shades  ? 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land ! 

Where  the  deep  haunted  grots,  the  laurel  bowers. 
The    Dryad's   footsteps,   and    the   minstrera 
dreams? — 
Oh,  that  my  life  were  as  a  southern  flower's  ! — 
I  might  not  languish  then  by  these  chill  streams^ 
Far  from  my  own  bright  land  ! 


GREEK    FUNERAL    CHAIH',   OR 
MYRIOLOGUE. 

["  Let  ChanU  Funibret  par  lesquab  on  d^ora  to  Or^ 
la  mort  de  aes  procbes,  prennent  le  nom  partlcolier  de  Mjri- 
ologla — comme  qui  diimlt,  Diiooura  d«  Uuntntation,  oom- 
plalntM.  Un  malndt  Tient-Q  de  rendre  le  dernier  soupfar,  at 
fenune»  at  mtoe,  aes  flllei,  ie>  scran,  oelles,  en  on  mot,  de  lee 
pine  proebee  perentei  qni  lont  li,  hii  tement  lee  yeuz  et.lk 
boucbe,  en  ^pencbant  Ubrement,  cbacune  lelon  eon  natnrel 
et  at  menire  de  tendiena  poor  le  ddfiint,  la  douleor  qu'eUa 
reewnt  de  at  perte.  Ge  premier  deToirrempll,eUeeaeretlrent 
toutescbei  one  delennperenteioude  tours  amiea.  LieDet 
dumgent  de  TMemtns,  sliablllent  de  blane,  comme  poor  la 
c^rteionto  nupUato,  arec  cette  diffArence,  qu'eDes  gardent  la 
Mtenue,  lee  cbereox^parBet  pendants.  Cesi^prftsterminls* 
les  parentes  reriennent  dans  leor  pamre  de  deoQ ;  toutes  se 
tangent  en  cerde  aatonr  do  mott,  et  leor  dooJeor  s*exbato  de 
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noavoMi,  «i  oomme  la  premitoe  ibis,  luu  rtglt  •!  mds  e(m- 
tninte.  A  en  pbintai  •pontandet  meoMnt  UantAt  dec 
Umenteyona  d*iint  autre  flq>ice:  ot  toot  kt  Mpriotngms. 
Ordinairement  ditt  k  plos  proclit  ptzvote  tpA  pttmcmet  !• 
lien  k  pramltea ;  aprteelk  kt  antres  pumktmt  kt  uaim,  kt 
aimpkfl  ToiBinaau  Lat  Ujtioiogam  aotA  tanjovi  cifwpm^i  •! 
cfaanMs  par  kt  fnmnea.  Ik  font  toqjoma  loqvovMt,  to^loDn 
en  ven,  et  tov^oon  cfaanUe  nr  on  air  qoi  difftee  d*iui  Ika  k 
un  autre,  mak  qai,  dana  on  Hea  donn^,  reite  inTftriabkmant 
conmaik  oe  genre  de  poede.**  — aUmlf  Populakti  deta 
Oria  Modarmet  par  C.  Faumni^] 

A  WAIL  WM  heard  around  the  bed,  the  deathbed 

of  the  young — 
Amidst  her  tears  the  Foneiml  Chant  a  moonifdl 

mother  song:  — 
"lanthis!  dost  thon  sleep  1  Thoa  sleep'st— but 

this  is  not  the  rest, 
The  breathing  and  the  rosy  calm,  I  have  pillowed 

on  my  breast : 
I  lull'd  thee  not  to  thit  repose,  lantius  1  my  sweet 

Bonl 
Aflj,  in  thy  lowing  diildhood's  time,  by  twili^t  I 

haye  done. 
How  is  it  that  I  bear  to  stand  and  look  upon  thee 

nowl 
And  that  I  die  not^  seeking  death  on  thy  pale 

glorioiis  Inrow  1 

"  I  look  upon  thee,  thou  that  wert  of  all  most  fiur 

and  brave  I 
I  see  thee  wearing  siilltoomuchof  beauty  for  the 

grave. 
Though  mournfully  thy  smile  is  fix'd,  and  heavily 

thine  eye 
Hath  ahut  above  the  fiJcon-g^ce  that  in  it  loved 

to  lie; 
And  &st  is  bound  the  springing  step,  that  seem'd 

on  breezes  borne, 
When  to  thy  couch  I  came  and  said, — 'Wake, 

himter,  wake  !  'tis  mom !' 
Yet  art  thou  lovely  still,  my  flower  !  untouch'd 

by  slow  decay, — 
And  I,  the  wither  d  stem,  remain.    I  would  that 

grief  might  slay ! 

"  Oh  !  ever,  when  I  met  thy  look,  I  knew  that 

thit  would  be  1 
I  knew  too  well  that  length  of  days  was  not  a  gift 

for  thee  ! 
I  saw  it  in  thy  kindling  cheek,  and  in  thy  bearing 

high;— 
A  voice  came  whispering  to  my  soul,  and  told  me 

thou  must  die  ! 
That  thou  must  die,  my  fearless  one  I   where 

swords  were  flaoi^ipg  red. — 


Why  doth  a  mother  live  to  say— My  fiisMMNn  and 

my  dead  1 
They  tell  me  of  thy  yonthfiil  tune,  thej  talk  of 

victory  won : 
Speak  thou,  and  I  will  hear,  mj  child  I  Inilhis ! 

my  sweet  son  1 

A  wail  was  heard  aimmdthe  bedythe  darthhed 

of  the  young — 
A  fidr-hair^d  bride  the  Funeral  Qiani  anldat  her 

weeping  sung: — 
'*  lanthis  1  look'st  ihaa  not  on  wuf    CSan  lo've  in- 

deedbefledl  [head? 

When  was  it  woe  before  to  ga»  upon  tiij  slatelj 
I  would  that  I  hadfollow*d  thee^  Tanthiis  mj 

beloved  I 
And  stood  as  woman  oft  hath  stood  wham  frilhfiil 

hearts  are  proved ; 
That  I  had  bound  a  breastplate  on,  and  hafctlad  at 

thy  side ! — 
It  would  have  been  a  blessed  thing  tc^gather  had 

we  died  1 

"But  where  was  I  when  thoa  didii  fidl  bswath 

the  £ital  sword  ] 
Was  I  bettde  the  aparkling  foon^or  at  the  peace- 
ful boardi 
Or  singing  some  sweet  song  of  old,  in  the  shadoir 

of  the  vine. 
Or  praying  to  the  saints  for  thee^  before  the  hdij 

shrine? 
And  thou  wert  lying  low  the  while^  the  lile-drops 

from  thy  heart 
Fast  gushing,  like  a  mountain-spring!  Andoooldst  | 

thou  thus  depart  1 
Couldst  thou  depart,  nor  on  my  lips  poor  out  thy  , 

fleeting  breath  I —  j 

Oh !  I  was  with  thee  but  in  joy,  that  duRildhaTe  I 

been  in  death ! 


"  Yes !  I  was  with  thee  when  the  danoe  throogjli 

mazy  rings  was  led. 
And  when  the  lyre  and  voice  were  tn^iylja^  when 

the  feast  was  spread ; 
But  not  where  noble  blood  flowed  forth,  wUn 

sounding  javelins  flew — 
Why  did  I  hear  love's  first  sweet  woidi^  and  sot 

its  last  adieul  j 

What  now  can  breathe  of  gladneaa  mon^ — iM  ! 

scene,  what  hour,  what  tone)- 
The  blue  skies  fade  with  all  their  li|^;  tb^  i 

fiide,  since  thou  art  gone  1 
Even  theU  must  leave  me,  that  still  £u9%by  alliiV 

tears  unmoved : 
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lUEemeftom  this  dark  world  witlithee^  lantlus! 
my  beloved  l* 

A  wail  was  lieard  aroond  tne  bed,  the  deaUibed 

of  the  young — 
Axnidst  her  tears  the  Funeral  Chant  a  mournful 

siateraung: — 
"lanthial  brother  of  my  soul!— oh  1  where  are 

now  the  days 
That  langh'd  among  the  deep^^reen  hilUii  on  all 

oorinfimt  plays  1 
When  we  two  sported  by  the  streams,  or  track'd 

them  to  their  source, 
And  like  a  stag'i^  the  rocks  along,  was  thy  fleet, 

feariesB  coarse  1 — 
I  no  the  pinaa  there  waving  yet,  I  see  the  rilla 


Bnfc  na  tiiy  bounding  step  no  more— my  brother 
and  my  friend  1 

"  I  ooma  with  flowers — for  spring  is  come !    lan- 

ihia  I  art  thou  here  t 
I  bring  the  garlands  she  hath  brought^  I  cast  them 

on  thy  bier. 
Tboa  ahouldst  be  crown'd  with  yictory's  crown — 

bat  oh  !  more  meet  they  seem. 
The  first  &int  Tiolets  of  the  wood,  and  lilies  of  the 


More  meet  for  one  so  fondly  loTed,  and  laid  thus 

early  low. 
Ake  I  how  sadly  sleeps  thy  face  amidst  the  sun- 

diine's  g^ow — 
The  golden  glow  that  through  thy  heart  was  wont 

sooh  joy  to  send : 
Woe!  that  it  smiles»  and  not  for  thee ! — ^my  brother 

and  my  friend !" 


GBEEK  PARTING  SONG. 

[TMi  pieot  k  founded  on  a  teto  rtUted  by  Fuiriel,  in  his 
Popototois  d«  la  Qtkm  If  odtrnt,"  and  accom- 
bj  Moa  vaiy  interesting  particalan  reqwcting  ttte 
parting  eongf,  m  eongs  of  expatriation,  ae  be 
OS  Cbej  are  oaHed,  In  which  the  modem  Greeks 
to  poor  forth  their  feelingB  on   bidding 
teivifl  to  their  eoentey  and  friends.] 

A  YoOTR  went  forth  to  exile,  from  a  home 
Sncli  ee  to  early  thought  gives  images, 
Fbe  longest  treasured,  and  most  oft  recall'ijl, 
had  bf^g^teat  kept^  of  lore ; — a  mountain-home, 
Vbalf  with  the  murmur  of  its  rocking  pines, 


And  sounding  waters,  first  in  childhood's  heart 
Wakes  the  deep  sense  of  nature  unto  joy. 
And  half-unconscious  prayer; — a  Grecian  home. 
With  the  transparence  of  blue  skies  o'eiiiung, 
And,  through  the  dimness  of  its  oHto  shades. 
Catching  the  flash  of  fountains,  and  the  gleam 
Of  ahining  pillars  from  the  fimes  of  old. 
And  this  was  what  he  left !    Tet  many  leave 
Ear  more— the  glistening  eye,  that  first  frx>m  theirs 
Called  out  the  soul's  bright  smile ;  the  gentle  hand. 
Which  through  the  sunshine  led  forth  infimt  steps 
To  where  the  violets  lay;  the  tender  voioe 
That  earliest  tau^t  them  what  deep  melody 
Lives  in  affection's  tones.    Be  left  not  these. 
Happy  the  weeper,  that  but  weeps  to  part 
With  all  a  mother's  love !    A  bitterer  grief 
Was  his — ^to  part  unloved/ — of  her  unloved 
That  should  have  breathed  upon  his  heart  like 

spring. 
Fostering  its  young  fidnt  flowersl 

Tet  had  he  friends. 
And  they  went  forth  to  cheer  him  on  his  way 
Unto  the  parting  spot;  and  she  too  went, 
That  mother,  tearless  for  her  youngest-bom. 
The  parting  spot  was  reach'd — a  lone  deep  glen. 
Holy,  perchance,  of  yore ;  fbr  cave  and  fount 
Were  there,  and  sweet-voiced  echoes ;  and  above. 
The  silence  of  the  blue  stQl  upper  heaven 
Hung  round  the  crags  of  Pindus,  where  they  wore 
Their  crowning  snows.    Upon  a  rock  he  sprung, 
The  unbeloved  one,  for  his  home  to  gaae 
Through  the  wild  laurels  back;  but  then  a  light 
Broke  on  the  stem  proud  saanesB  of  his  eye, 
A  sudden  quivering  light,  and  from  his  lips 
A  bmet  of  passionate  song. 

**  Farewell,  farewell ! 
I  hear  thee,  0  thou  rushing  stream! — thou'rt  from 

my  native  dell, 
Thou'rt  bearing  thence  a  mournful  sound — a  mur- 
mur of  fiurewell  1 
And  flare  thee  well — flow  on,  my  stream  I — flow  on, 

thou  bright  and  free ! 
I  do  but  dream  that  in  thy  voice  one  tone  laments 

forme; 
But  I  have  been  a  thing  unloved  frx>m  childhood's 

loving  years, 
And  therefore  turns  my  soul  to  thee,  for  thou  hast 

known  my  tears ! 
The  mountains,  and  the  caves,  and  thou,  my  secret 

tears  have  known : 
The  woods  can  tell  where  he  hath  wept»  that  ever 

wept  alone  I 
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"I  see  thee  onoo  again,  my  home !  thoa'rt  there 

amidst  thy  Tines, 
And  dear  upon  thy  gleaming  roof  the  ligjht  of 

summer  shines. 
It  is  a  joyous  hour  when  ere  comes  whiiq>ering 

through  thy  groves — 
The  hour  that  brings  the  son  fix>m  toU,  the  hour 

the  mother  loves. 
The  hour  the  mother  loves ! — ^for  vm  beloved  it  hath 

not  been ; 
Tet  ever  in  its  purple  smile,  thtm  smilest,  a  blessed 

scene  1 
Whose  quiet  beauty  o*er  my  soul  throu^  distant 

years  will  come — 
Yet  what  but  as  the  dead,  to  thee,  shall  I  be  then, 

my  homel 

"  Not  as  the  dead ! — ^no,  not  the  dead  1    We  speak 

of  them — we  keep 
Their  names,  like  light  that  must  not  &de,  within 

our  bosoms  deep : 
We  hallow  even  the  lyre  they  touch'd,  we  love 

the  lay  they  sung, 
We  pass  with  softer  step  the  place  they  fill'd  our 

band  among  i 
But  I  depart  like  sound,  like  dew,  like  aught  that 

leaves  on  earth  [birth ! 

No  trace  of  sorrow  or  delight,  no  memory  of  its 
I  go  ! — ^the  echo  of  the  rock  a  thousand  songs 

may  swell 
When  mine  is  a  foigotten  voice.    Woods,  moun- 
tains, home,  jDu^well  1 

"  And  farewell,  mother !    I  have  borne  in  lonely 

silence  long, 
But  now  the  current  of  my  soul  grows  passionate 

and  strong ; 
And  I  will  speak  I  though  but   the  wind  that 

wanders  through  the  sky. 
And  but  the  dark,  deep-rustling  pines  and  rolling 

streams  reply. 
Yes  !  I  will  speak  !   Within  my  breast^  whate'er 

hath  seem'd  to  be. 
There  lay  a  hidden  fount  of  love  that  would  have 

gush'd  for  thee  ! 
Brightly  it  would  have  gush'd — but  thou,  my 

mother  !  thou  hast  thrown 
Back  on  the  forests  and  the  wilds,  what  should 

have  been  thine  own  ! 

"  Then  faro  thee  well !  I  leave  thee  not  in  loneliness 

to  pine. 
Since  thou  hast  sons  of  statelier  mien  and  fairer 

brow  than  mine. 


Forgive  me  that  thou  couldst  not  love ! — it  nu^ 

be  that  a  tone 
Yet  from  my  burning  heart  may  pierce  throuc^ 

thine,  when  I  am  gone ; 
And  thou,  perchance,  mayst  weep  for  him  on 

whom  thou  ne'er  hast  smiled. 
And  the  grave  give  his  birthright  back  to  thy 

neglected  chUd ! 
Might  but  my  spirit  then  return,  and  midst  its 

kindred  dwell. 
And  quench  its  thirst  with  love's  free  tears !    1% 

all  a  dream — fiuewell ! " 

"  Farewell !  ** — ^the  echo  died  with  that  deep  word; 
Yet  died  not  so  the  late  repentant  pang 
By  the  strain  quicken'd  in  the  mother's  lanast ! 
There  had  pass'd  many  changes  o'er  her  brow. 
And  cheek,  and  eye ;  but  into  one  bright  flood 
Of  tears  at  last  all  melted ;  and  she  fell 
On  the  glad  bosom  of  her  child,  and  cried, 
''Return,  return,  my  son  ! "    The  echo  cang^ 
A  lovelier  sound  than  song,  and  woke  again. 
Murmuring,  "  Return,  my  son  ! " 


THE  SULIOTE  MOTHER. 

[Itlsrelated,  inaFrencbllfeof  Ali  Pitaba,  thftt  wvenl  of 
the  SuIIote  womni,  on  tht  advance  of  the  Taridah  troopa  into 
the  mountain  fiutneesei,  aawmbled  on  a  lofty  fanunit,  and, 
after  chanting  a  wild  aong,  precipitated  themaelvee,  with 
their  children,  into  the  chasm  below,  to  avoid  becoming  the 
ilaves  of  the  enemy.] 

She  stood  upon  the  loftiest  peak. 

Amidst  the  clear  blue  sky ; 
A  bitter  smile  was  on  her  cheek. 

And  a  dark  flash  in  her  eye. 

"  Dost  thou  see  them,  boy  1 — through  the  dusky 

pines 
Dost  thou  see  where  the  foeman's  armour  shines? 
Host  thou  caught  the  gleam  of  the  conqueror^s 

crest? 
My  babe,  that  I  cradled  on  my  breast !         IjoyT 
Wouldst  thou  spring  from  thy  mother's  arms  with 
— That  sight  hath  cost  thee  a  fiither,  boy  ! " 

For  in  the  rocky  strait  beneath. 

Lay  Suliote  sire  and  son : 
They  had  heap'd  high  the  piles  of  death 

Before  the  pass  was  won. 

« 

"  They  have  cross'd  the  torrent,  and  on  they  come: 
Woe  for  the  mountain  hearth  and  home ! 
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,  where  the  hunter  laid  by  his  spear, 
.  whore  the  lyre  hath  been  sweet  to  hear, 
,  where  I  sang  thee,  £Eur  babe  !  to  sleep, 
it  but  the  blood-stain  our  trace  shall  keep  !** 

And  now  the  horn's  loud  blast  was  heard, 

And  now  the  cymbal's  dang, 
Till  even  the  upper  air  was  stin'd. 

As  cliff  and  hollow  rang. 

: !  they  bring  music,  my  joyous  child  ! 

saith  the  trumpet  to  Suli's  wild  1 

t  light  thine  eye  with  so  quick  a  fire, 

t  a  glance  of  thine  armdd  sire  ? 

—be  thou  still ! — there  are  braye  men  low : 

rouldst  notsmileoouldst  thou  see  him  now! " 

But  nearer  came  the  clash  of  steel. 

And  louder  swell'd  the  horn, 
And  farther  yet  the  tambour's  peal 

Through  the  dork  pass  was  borne. 

''st  thou  the  sound  of  their  savage  mirth  1 
Shou  wert  free  when  I  gave  thee  birth, — 
ind  how  cherish'd,  my  warrioi's  son  I 
>  hath  bless'd  thee,  as  I  have  done  ! 
d  unchain*d  must  his  loved  ones  be — 
>m,  young  Suliote  !  for  thee  and  mc  ! " 

And  from  the  arrowy  peak  she  sprung. 
And  fast  the  fSedr  child  bore : — 

A  veil  upon  the  wind  was  flung, 
A  cry — and  all  was  o'er ! 


'HE  FAKEWELL  TO  THE  DEAD. 

foDowing  piec«  is  founded  on  a  beMitiful  part  of  the 
Mineral  Bsnrioe,  in  which  rdatives  and  frienda  are 
to  embrace  the  deceaied  (whose  £aoe  is  uncovered) 
>id  their  final  adieu.— See  Chrislian  Setearehet  in  the 
rcmean.'} 

"  'Til  hard  io  lay  Into  the  earth 
k  eoaatraaaee  m  benign  !  •  fonn  that  walk'd 
latjMtcrdayMitatdjo'OT  the  earth!"  Wilmot. 

OME  near  !    Ere  yet  the  dust 
10  bright  paleness  of  the  settled  brow, 
yn  your  brother ;  and  embrace  him  now, 
1  still  and  solemn  trust ! 


Come  near ! — once  more  let  kindred  lips  be  press*d 
On  his  cold  cheek ;  then  bear  him  to  his  rest  \ 

Look  yet  on  this  young  &ce  ! 
What  shall  the  beauty,  frxmi  amongst  us  gone. 
Leave  of  its  image,  even  where  most  it  shone, 

Qladdening  its  hearth  and  race  t 
Dim growsthe semblance  on  man'sheart  impreas'd. 
Come  near,  and  bear  the  beautiful  to  rest  1 

Te  weep,  and  it  is  well  1 
For  tears  befit  earth's  partings  I    Yesterday, 
Song  was  upon  the  lips  of  this  pale  day. 

And  sunshine  seem'd  to  dwell 
Where'er  he  moved — ^the  welcome  and  the  bless'd. 
Now  gaze  I  and  bear  the  silent  unto  rest ! 

Look  yet  on  him  whose  eye 
Meets  yours  no  more,  in  sadness  or  in  mirth. 
Was  he  not  fiur  amidst  the  sons  of  earth. 

The  beings  bom  to  diet — 
But  not  where  death  haspower  may  love  be  bless'd. 
Come  near !  and  bear  ye  the  beloved  to  rest  I 

How  may  the  mother's  heart 
Dwell  on  her  son,  and  dare  to  hope  again  ? 
The  spring's  rich  promise  hath  been  g^ven  in  vain — 

The  lovely  mxist  depart  I 
Is  h4  not  gone,  our  brightest  and  our  best? 
Come  near  1  and  bear  the  carly-call'd  to  rest ! 

Look  on  him  !  Is  he  laid 
To  slumber  from  the  harvest  or  the  chaao  ? — 
Too  still  and  sad  the  smile  upon  his  face ; 

Yet  that,  even  that  must  &de : 
Death  holds  not  long  unchanged  his  fairest  guest. 
Come  near !  and  bear  the  mortal  to  his  rest ! 

His  voice  of  mirth  hath  ceased 
Amidst  the  vineyards  !  there  is  loft  no  place 
For  him  whose  dust  receives  your  vain  embrace. 

At  the  gay  bridal-feast  1  ' 

Earth  must  take  earth  to  moulder  on  her  breast 
Come  near !  weep  o'er  him  1  bear  him  to  his  rost 

Yet  mourn  ye  not  as  they 
Whoso  spirits'  light  is  quench'd  I  For  him  the  post 
Is  seal'd :  he  may  not  fall,  he  may  not  cast 

His  birthright's  hope  away  ! 
All  is  not  here  of  our  beloved  and  bless'd. 
Leave  ye  the  sleeper  with  his  Qod  to  rest  I 


354 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS, 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


I  GO/  SWEET  FRIENDS! 

I  GO,  sweet  friends  1  yet  think  of  me 

When  qxringfe  young  yoice  awakes  tiie  flowers ; 
For  we  haye  wandered  fax  and  free 

In  those  bright  hours^  the  violet's  hours. 

I  go ;  but  when  you  pause  to  hear. 
From  distant  hilH  the  Ssbbath-beQ 

On  summer-winds  float  silvery  dear. 
Think  on  me  then — ^I  loved  it  well  1 

Foiget  me  not  aroimd  your  hearth, 
When  cheerly  smiles  the  ruddy  blaze ; 

For  dear  hath  been  its  evening  mirth 
To  m^  sweet  friends^  in  other  days. 

And  (^  1  when  music's  voice  is  heard 

To  melt  in  strains  of  parting  woe^ 
When  hearts  to  love  and  grief  are  stirred. 

Think  of  me  then ! — I  go,  I  go  t 


ANGEL  VISITS. 

"  No  mora  ofteUc  whora  Qod  or  •offd  Booi 
With  man,  m  with  hU  Mend,  flunlUar  niod 
To  Bit  indalgcot  and  with  him  partake 
Rural  repaat."  Moaw. 

Are  ye  for  ever  to  your  skies  departed  1 
Oh  !  will  ye  visit  this  dim  world  no  morel 

Ye,  whose  bright  wings  a  solemn  splendour  darted 
Through  Eden's  fresh  and  flowering  shades  of 
yore! 

Now  are  the  fountains  dried  on  that  sweet  spot. 

And  ye — our  &ded  earth  b^olds  you  not. 

Tet,  by  your  shining  eyes  not  all  forsaken, 
Man  wander'd  from  his  Paradise  away ; 

Ye,  from  forgetfulness  his  heart  to  waken. 
Came  down,  high  guests  !  in  many  a  later  day, 

And  with  the  patriarchs,  under  vine  or  oak. 

Midst  noontide  calm  or  hush  of  evening,  spoke. 

From  you,  the  veil  of  midnight  darkness  rending, 
Came  the  rich  mysteries  to  the  sleeper's  eye. 

That  saw  your  hosts  ascending  and  descending 
On  those  bright  steps  between  the  earth  and 
sky: 

Trembling  he  woke,  and  boVd  o'er  glory's  trace, 

And  worshipp'd  awe-struck,  in  that  fearful  place. 


By  Chebar's^  brook  ye  pass'd,  such  radiance  wear 
As  mortal  vision  might  but  ill  endure; 

Along  the  stream  the  living  diariot  bearing, 
With  its  high  crystal  arch,  intensely  pure ; 

And,  the  dread  rushing  of  your  wings  that  he 

Was  like  the  noise  of  wafers  in  their  power. 

But  in  the  OHve  Mounts  by  night  appearing, 
Midst  thedim  leaves,  your  holiest  work  wasdc 

Whose  was  the  voice  that  came  divinely  cheeE 
Fm«^t  with  the  breath  of  Qod  to  aid  hisS 

— ^Hsply  of  those  thai^  on  the  moonlit  plainiE^ 

Wafted  good  tidings  unto  Syrian  swains. 

Yet  one  more  task  was  Yours  1  your  heave 
dwelling, 

Ye  left^  and  by  th'  unaeal'd  sepulchral  stoni 
In  glorious  raiment,  sat;  the  weepers  telling. 

That  ^ethey  sou^thadtriumph'dand  wasgo 
Now  have  ye  left  us  lor  the  bri^ter  shore; 
Your  presence  lights  the  lonely  groves  no  moi 

But  may  ye  not,  unseen,  around  us  hover. 
With  gentle  prompUngsand  sweet  influence  ] 

Though  the  fresh  glory  of  those  days  be  over. 
When,  midst  the  palm-trees,  man  your  footst* 
met) 

Are  ye  not  near  when  faith  and  hope  rise  higl 

When  love,  by  strength,  o'ermasters  agony  \ 

Are  yo  not  near  when  sorrow,  imrepining, 
Yields  up  life's  treasures  imto  Him  who  gavt 

When  martyrs,  all  things  for  His  sake  resignis 
Lead  on  the  march  of  death,  serenely  biare 

Dreams  !    But  a  deeper  thought  our  souls  s 
fill: 

One,  One  is  near — a  spirit  holier  still ! 


IVY  SONG. 

WRITTKX  ON  RKCKIVI2VO  SOMX  ITY-LKATS8  GATRKKKO  Tk 
THK  RDIXKD  CASTLB  Or  RHSIXFKLS,  ON  THB  mBISf. 

Oh  I  how  could  Femcy  crown  with  tkn 
In  ancient  days  the  God  of  Wine, 

And  bid  thee  at  the  banquet  be 
Companion  of  the  vine  ? 

1  Esekid,  chap.  x. 
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Tkjf  home,  ivild  plant  1  is  where  each  sound 

Of  rereliy  hath  long  been  o'er, 
Where  sooe^s  full  notes  onoe  peal'd  around. 

But  now  axe  heard  no  more. 

The  Boman  on  his  bftttle-plain% 

Where  kmgs  before  his  ea^^  bent, 
Entwined  thee  with  exulting  strains 

Around  the  Tictoi's  tent : 
Yet  tiiere^  thou^  ftesh  in  glossy  green, 

Triumphantly  thy  boughs  might  wave. 
Better  thou  lovest  the  silent  scene 

Around  the  victor's  grave. 

Where  deeps  the  sons  of  ages  flown. 

The  bards  and  heroes  of  the  past ; 
Where,  through  the  halls  of  glory  gone, 

Ifonnnrs  the  wintry  blast ; 
Where  years  are  hastening  to  efilkce 

Esflii  record  of  the  grand  and  fair; 
lholl^  in  thy  solitary  grace. 

Wreath  of  the  tomb  !  art  there. 

Oh  I  many  a  temple,  once  sublime. 

Beneath  a  blue  Italian  sky. 
Hath  nan^  of  beauty  left  by  time, 

Sttve  thy  wild  tapestry  ! 
Andy  reared  midst  crags  and  doudi^  'tis  thine 

To  waife  where  banners  waved  of  yore. 
O'er  towers  that  crest  the  noble  Rhino, 

Along  his  rocky  shore. 

Wfji  from  the  fields  of  air  look  down 

Those  eyries  of  a  vanish'd  race — 
Homes  of  the  mighty,  whose  renown 

Hsth  pass'd,  and  left  no  trace. 
But  there  thou  art  1 — thy  foliage  bright 

Unchanged  the  mountain  storm  can  brave  ; 
ThoOy  that  wilt  dimb  the  loftiest  height, 

Or  deck  the  humblest  grave  1 

^Rs  stall  the  same  t   Where'er  we  tread. 

The  wrecks  of  human  power  we  see — 
The  marvels  of  all  ages  fled 

Left  to  decay  and  thee  ! 
And  still  let  man  his  &brics  rear, 

August  in  beauty,  grace,  and  strength ; 
Dtsjn  peas — thou  ivy  never  sere ! ' — 

And  all  is  thine  at  length ! 

•*  YeiajrtlH  browD ,  and  iry  nevtr  ■er».'*-'LTru>A«. 


TO  ONE  OF  THE  AUTHOR'S  CHILDREN 
ON  HIS  BIRTHDAT. 

Whxbb  sucks  the  bee  now  1    Simimor  is  flying, 
Leaves  round  the  elm-tree  feuled  are  lying ; 
Violets  are  gone  from  their  grassy  dell. 
With  the  cowslip  cups^  where  the  fiuriea  dwell ; 
The  roee  from  the  garden  hath  pasa'd  awiQr — 
Yet  happy,  fldr  boy,  is  thy  natal  day  I 

For  love  bidsitweloome,thelovewhichhath  smiled 
Ever  around  thee,  my  gentle  child  1 
Watching  thy  footsteps,  and  guarding  thy  bed. 
And  pouring  out  joy  on  thy  sunny  head. 
Roses  may  vanish,  but  ^tf  will  stay — 
Happy  and  bright  is  thy  natal  day  1 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION. 

Thou  wakest  from  rosy  sleep,  to  play 
With  bounding  heart,  my  boy  ! 

Before  thee  lies  a  long  bright  day 
Of  summer  and  of  joy. 

Thou  hast  no  heavy  thought  or  dream 

To  doud  thy  fearless  eye : 
Long  be  it  thus ! — ^life's  early  stream 

Should  still  reflect  the  sky. 

Yei^  ere  the  cares  of  life  lie  dim 

On  thy  young  si»rit*s  wings. 
Now  in  thy  mom  foiget  not  Him 

From  whom  each  pure  thought  q^rings. 

So,  in  the  onward  vale  of  tears. 

Where'er  thy  path  may  be. 
When  strength  hath  bow'd  to  evil  years, 

H€  will  remember  thee  ! 


CHRIST  STILLING  THE  TEMPEST. 

FEiJt  was  within  the  tossing  bark 
When  stormy  winds  grew  loud. 

And  waves  came  rolling  high  and  dark. 
And  the  tall  mast  was  bow'd. 

And  men  stood  breathless  in  their  dreads 

And  baffled  in  their  akill; 
But  One  was  there,  who  rose  and 

To  the  wild  aefr— ^e  tUUt 
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And  the  wind  ceased — it  ceased !  that  word 
Fb88*d  throngh  the  gloomy  sky  : 

The  troubled  billows  knew  their  Lord, 
And  fell  beneath  His  eye. 

And  slumber  settled  on  the  deep. 

And  silence  on  the  blast ; 
They  sank,  as  flowers  that  fold  to  sleep 

When  sultry  day  is  past 

O  Thou !  that  in  its  wildest  hour 
Didst  rule  the  tempest's  mood. 

Send  thy  meek  spirit  forth  in  power. 
Soft  on  our  souls  to  brood  ! 

Thou  that  didst  bow  the  billow's  pride 

Thy  mandate  to  fulfil ! 
Oh,  speak  to  passion's  raging  tide. 

Speak,  and  say,  "  Peace,  he  mHU  /" 


EPITAPH 

OVSR  THC  OBATS  OP  TWO  BmOTHns,  A  CBILO 
*  AMD  A  YOUTH. 

[Amongst  tbe  nmiMroas  fritnds  Mn  Hemans  was  forta- 
nata  snougb  to  posses  in  Scotland,  tbera  was  on«  to  whom 
•he  was  linked  by  so  peculiar  a  bond  of  union,  and  whose 
unwearied  kindness  is  so  pcedons  an  inheritance  to  her  diil- 
dren,  that  it  Is  hoped  tlie  owner  of  a  name  so  dear  to  them, 
(though  it  be  a  part  of  her  nature  to  shrink  from  publicity,) 
win  forgiro  its  being  introduced  into  these  pages. 

This  invaluable  friend  was  Lady  Weddwbum,i  the  mother 
of  those  «*two  brothers,  a  child  and  a  youth,"  for  whose 
monument  Mrs  Heraans  bad  written  an  inscriptk>n,  which, 
with  its  sfanple  pathos,  has  doubtless  sunk  deep  into  tbe  heart 
of  many  a  mourner,  as  well  as  of  many  a  yet  rejoicing  patent, 
thoe  called  upon  to  remember  that  for  them,  too, 

"  Speak*  Um  gr»v«. 
Whan  God  bath  Mal'd  the  Ibaat  oTbope  H«  g»««." 

Into  the  gentle  heart,  which  has  found  relief  for  its  own 
sorrows  in  soothing  the  grieb  and  promoting  tbe  enjoyments 
of  otliers,  the  author  of  this  sacred  tribute  was  taken  with  a 
warmth  and  loring-ldndness  which  extended  its  genial  influ- 
ence to  an  belonging  to  her ;  and  during  their  stay  in  Edin- 
burgh, whither  they  proceeded  from  Abbotsford,  Mn  Hemans 
and  her  chOdren  were  cherished  with  a  true  home  wdcome 
at  the  house  of  Sir  David  Wedderbum.— Af^moir,  p.  li«.] 

Thou,  that  canst  gaze  upon  thine  own  fair  bov, 
And  hear  his  prayer  s  low  murmur  at  thy  knee, 

And  o'er  his  slumber  bend  in  breathless  joy, 
Come  to  this  tomb  ! — ^it  hath  a  voice  for  thcc  1 

I  Th«  tad7  of  Sir  nand  Wsddwboni.  Bart.,  and  sMar  of  Um  late 
ViaooontoM  Ifampdm.  Tlw  moaamMit  on  which  the  Uoh  an  in- 
aeribad,  k  at  Gljmdc,  in  Suatex,  near  Lord  Hampden**  teat.  This  ex- 
eaUnt  ladj  only  Mirvifad  Xn  Itaaans  a  fcw ; 


Pray  1    Thou  art  blest^ask  strength  for  aom 

hour : 
Loye»  deep  as  thine,  lays  here  its  broken  flow 

Thou  that  art  gathering  from  the  smile  of  yoi 
Thy  thousand  hopes,  rcjoidng  to  beihold 

All  the  heart*sdepthsbefore  thee  bright  withtr 
All  the  mind's  treasures  sQently  unfold. 

Look  on  this  tomb ! —for  thee,  too,  speaks  the  gn 

Where  God  hath  seal'd  the  fount  of  hope  He  gi 


MONUMENTAL  INSCRIPTION. 

Earth  !  guard  what  here  we  lay  in  holy  trust 
That  which  hath  left  our  home  a  dazken*d  pli 

Wanting  the  form,  the  smiley  now  yeil'd  with  di 
The  light  departed  with  our  lovdiest  face. 

Yet  frt>m  thy  bonds  our  sorrow*s  hope  is  free- 

We  haye  but  lent  the  beautiful  to  thee. 

But  thou,  0  heayen !  keep,keep  what  t&mihasttak 
And  with  our  treasure  keep  our  hearts  on  hi{ 

The  spirit  meek,  and  yet  by  pain  unshakwi, 
The  faith,  the  love,  the  lofty  constancy — 

Guide  us  where  these  are  with  our  sister  flowi 

They  wereof  Thee,  and  thouhastdaim*d  thineov 


THE  SOUND  OF  THE  SEA. 

Thou  art  soimding  on,  thou  mighty  sea ! 

For  ever  and  the  same; 
The  ancient  rocks  yet  ring  to  thee — 

Those  thimders  naught  can  tam^. 

Oh !  many  a  glorious  voice  is  gone 
From  the  rich  bowers  of  earth. 

And  hush'd  is  many  a  lovely  one 
Of  moumfulness  or  mirth. 

The  Dorian  flute  that  sigh'd  of  yore 

Along  the  wave,  is  still ; 
The  harp  of  Judah  peaU  no  more 

On  Zion's  awful  hUL 

And  Memnons  lyre  hath  lost  the  chord 
That  breathed  the  mystic  tone ; 

And  the  songs  at  Rome's  high  triumphs  pool 
Arc  with  her  eagles  flown. 
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And  mute  the  Moorish  horn  that  rang 
Oer  stream  and  motmtain  free ; 

And  the  hymn  the  leagued  CraaaderB  sang 
Hath  died  in  Qaliloe^ 

But  thou  art  swelUng  on,  thou  deep ! 

Through  many  an  olden  dime. 
Thy  billowy  anthem,  ne'er  to  sleep 

Until  the  close  of  time. 

Thou  liftest  up  thy  solemn  voice 

To  eyeiy  wind  and  sky. 
And  all  our  earth's  green  shores  rejoice 

In  that  one  harmony. 

It  fills  the  noontide's  calm  profound. 

The  sunset's  heaven  of  gold ; 
Aod  the  still  midnight  hears  the  sound. 

Even  as  first  it  roU'd. 

Let  there  be  silence,  deep  and  strange. 
Where  sceptred  dtics  rose ! 

Hum  speak'st  of  One  who  doth  not  change- 
So  may  our  hearts  repose. 


THE  CHILD  AND  DOVE. 

SCOGUTBO  Vr  CBAlfTRKY'S  BTATUB  OF  LAOT  LOinftA 

RUS8KLL. 

Thou  art  a  thing  on  our  dreams  to  rise, 
Hidat  the  echoes  of  long-lost  melodies. 
And  to  fling  bright  dew  from  the  morning  back. 
Fair  form  !  on  each  image  of  childhood's  track. 

Thou  art  a  thing  to  recall  the  hours 
Whenttkeloveof  our  souls  wasonleavesandflowers, 
Whenaworld  was  ourowninsome  dim  sweet  grove. 
And  treasure  untold  in  one  captive  dove. 

Are  they  gone?  can  we  think  it,  while  tAouart  there. 
Then  Joyous  child  with  the  dustering  hairt 
Is  it  net  spring  that  indeed  breathes  free 
And  fiis&h  o'er  each  thought,  while  we  gaace  on  thee? 

No  1  lover  more  may  we  smile  as  thou 
Sheddcst  round  smiles  from  thy  sunny  brow ; 
Yci  Mxncthing  it  is,  in  our  hearts  to  shrine 
A  sMiiory  of  beauty  undimm'd  as  thine — 

To  hAo  met  the  joy  of  thy  speaking  &ce, 
To  hsf%  felt  the  spell  of  thy  breezy  grace. 


To  have  linger'd  before  thee,  and  tum'd,  and  borne 
One  vision  away  of  the  doudleas  mom.- 


A  DIRQK 

[TlM  two  fint  ataniM  of  thia  diise  may  be  found  in  the 
last  MeoA  of  "The  Siege  of  Valencia  ;**  but  they  axe  more  par- 
ticolarij  worthj  of  tbe  leader'a  ooniideraUon,  aa  having  been 
aelected  for  inacripUon  on  the  tablet  placed  above  the  vanlt 
beneath  St  Ann'a  Church,  DobUn,  where  the  renuUns  of  the 
author  rqpoeeO 

Calx  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Toung  spirit  I  rest  thee  now  ! 
Even  while  with  us  thy  footstep  trod. 

His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneeih ! 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! — 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death. 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 

Lone  are  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowers^ 
Whence  thy  meek  smile  is  gone ; 

But  oh  ! — a  brighter  home  than  ours. 
In  heaven,  is  now  thine  own. 


SCENE  IN  A  DALECABLIiN  MINE. 


* 

tnuli 


"Oh !  fbodljr,  arrmtlj,  tbow  two  had 
Had  mlmltd  mindt  In  Loftli  own 
Had  watah'd  tel^  nnMli^  diMiat 
And  ihu  ilMy  aaok! " 


"  Haste,  with  your  torches,  haste !  make  firelight 
round  I " —  [found  ? 

They  speed,  they  press :  what  hath  the  miner 
Relic  or  treasure — giant  sword  of  old  ¥ 
Oems  bedded  deep— rich  veins  of  burning  gold  ? 
— Not  so — the  dead,  the  dead !  An  awe-struck  band 
In  silence  gathering  round  the  silent  stand, 
Chain'd  by  one  feeling,  hushing  e'en  their  breath. 
Before  the  thing  that,  in  the  might  of  death. 
Fearful,  yet  beautiftil,  amidst  them  lay — 
A  sleeper,  dreaming  not ! — a  youth  with  hair 
Making  a  sunny  gleam  (how  sadly  fair .') 
O'er  his  cold  brow :  no  shadow  of  decay      [wore 
Had  touch'd  those  pale,  bright  features — ^yet  he 
A  mien  of  other  days,  a  garb  of  yore. 
AVho  could  unfold  that  mystery  ?  From  the  throiij; 
A  woman  wildly  broke ;  her  eye  was  dim. 
As  if  through  many  tears,  through  vigils  long, 
Through  weaiy  strainings : — all  had  been  for  him ! 
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ThoBO  two  had  loTed !  And  there  he  laj^thtdttd. 
In  his  youth's  flower — and  ebe^  the  liTing;  stood 
With  her  gray  hair,  whence  hue  and  gloss  had  fled — 
And  wasted  form,  and  cheek,  whose  flushing  blood 
Had  long  since  obb'd — a  meeting  sad  and  strange ! 
— Oh  !  are  not  meetings  in  this  world  of  change 
Sadder  than  partings  oft !    She  stood  there,  still. 
And  mute,  and  gasing — all  her  soul  to  fill 
With  the  loved  fiwe  once  more — the  young,  fSiir&oe^ 
Midst  that  rude  caTom,  touch'd  with  sculpture's 

grace. 
By  torchlight  and  by  death :  tmtil  at  last 
From  her  deep  heart  the  spirit  of  the  past 
Gush'd  in  low  broken  tones : — **  And  there  thou 

art! 
And  thus  we  meet,  that  loTod,  and  did  but  part 
As  for  a  few  brief  hours !     Ky  friend,  my  friend ! 
First  love,  and  only  one  !     Is  this  the  end 
Of  hope  deferr'd,  youth  blighted !    Yet  thy  brow 
Still  wears  its  own  proud  beauty,  and  thy  cheek 
Smiles — how  unchanged ! — while  I,  the  worn,  and 

weak. 
And  &ded — oh !  thou  wouldst  but  scorn  me  now, 
If  thou  oouldst  \oxAi  on  me  1 — a  withered  leaf, 
Sear'd — though  for  thy  sake — ^by  the  blast  of  grief ! 
Better  to  see  thee  thus !    For  thou  didst  go 
Bearing  my  image  on  thy  heart,  I  know. 
Unto  the  dead.    My  Ulric  I  through-  the  night 
How  have  I  call'd  thee  !    With  the  morning  light 
How  have  I  watch'd  for  thee  ! — wept,  wander  d, 

pray'd, 
Met  the  fierce  moimtain-tempest,  undismayed. 
In  search  of  thee ! — bound  my  worn  life  to  one — 
One  torturing  hope  !    Now  let  me  die  I   'Tis  gone. 
Take  thy  betrothed !  **    And  on  his  breast  she  fell. 
Oh  I  since  their  youth's  last  passionate  &rewell. 
How  changed  in  all  but  love ! — the  true,  the  strong, 
Joining  in  death  whom  life  had  parted  long  ! 
They  had  one  grave — one  lonely  bridal-bed. 
No  fHend,  no  kinsman  there  a  tear  to  shed ! 
jSm  name  had  ceased — her  heart  outlived  each  tie. 
Once  more  to  look  on  that  dead  fiice,  and  die  1 
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t  »• 


TO  THK  AXBl  or  "  AM  RHCIK,  AM  aHBIN.' 

SiNO,  sing  in  memory  of  the  brave  departed. 

Let  song  and  wine  be  pour'd  ! 
Pledge  to  their  fame,  the  free  and  fearless  hearted. 

Our  brethren  of  the  sword  ! 


Oft  at  the  £Mst»  and  in  the  fight,  Uieir  voices 

Have  minted  with  our  own ; 
Rll  high  tiie  oup  f  but  when  the  soul  rqoiceB, 

Forget  not  who  are  gone. 

They  that  Stood  with  us,  midst  the  desd  snd  dyi] 

On  Albuera'splsin; 
They  that  beside  us  Aeerily  trick'd  the  flymg 

Yvx  o'er  the  hiUs  of  %)ain ; 

Theythatamidsttt%whentheshellswereBhowffl: 

From  old  Rodrigo's  wall,  ^ 

The  rampsrt  scslBd.throagh  clouds  of  brttle  to? 

lilrat,  first  at  Victory's  caU ; 

They  that  nphdd  the  banners,  proudly  ^vin 
In  Roncesvallee'  dell.  t>^ 

With  Bnglsnd's  blood  the  southern  vineyi 
Forget  not  how  they  fell ! 

Sing,  sing  inmemory  of  the  brave  departed. 
Let  songS^jdne  be  pour'd  ! 

Pledge  to  their  fam?%fre^  "^^  iw\^  heaj 
Our  brethren  of  thSp""*''* 


HAUNTED  GROU 


**  And  ■Usht,  witlial.  may  be  the  ihiDgi  «hi^ 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  wou!' 
Aiide  for  ever— it  may  be  a  aound, 
A  tone  of  mnaic,  tummer  ovc,  or  cpring, 
A  flow«r— the  wind- the  ocean— i^hieh  shall 

Striking  the  alecttie  trabi,  wherewith  we  are  dar^ 


Bi 


,ftr 


Yes^  it  M  haunted,  this  quiet  scene. 
Fair  as  it  looks,  and  all  softly  green  ; 
Yet  fear  not  thou — for  the  spoil  is  throw] 
And  the  might  of  the  shadow,  on  me  alo. 

Are  thy  thoughts  wandering  to  elves  au( 
And  spirits  that  dwell  where  the  water  p' 
Oh  I  in  the  heart  there  are  stronger  powca^jB 
That  sway,  though  viewless,  this  world  of 

Have  I  not  lived  midst  these  lonely  dells,  ,; 
And  loved,  and  sorrow'd,  and  heard  farowc 
And  leam'd  in  my  own  deep  soul  to  look. 
And  tremble  before  that  mysterious  book  ] 

Have  I  not,  under  these  whispering  leaves,  T 
Woven  such  dreams  as  the  young  heart  wo. 
Shadows— yet  unto  which  life  sccm'd  hour 
And  is  it  not — ^is  it  not  haunted  ground  ?. 
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at  thou  hearest  not, 
*the  sunny  spotl 
ing  to  rouBe  but  me, 
I  of  every  tree  1 

c,  with  its  flow  of  thought; 
)nate  visions  firaroght ; 
Ilness  and  sadnesB  round; 
not  haunted  ground  t 

>ms,  but  such  as  oomo 
Arkness  that  wraps  the  tomb? 
'  a  whispering  breeze, 
^htier  far  than  these ! 

r  amidst  them  here  ! 

1  yet  things  to  fear ; 

a  weight  behind, 

chords  of  the  stricken  mind. 

my  soul  may  soar 

10  skies  once  more  ! 

Lt  may  never  cast  [past. 

spirits  brought  back  from  the 

not— but  go  thou,  too, 
whore  thy  childhood  grow — 
ay'd  at  thy  mother's  knee, 
v'cd  with  thy  brethren  free ; 

into  thee  is  changed, 
)vod  as  thy  soul,  estranged ; 
s  thy  heart  hath  made, 
colours  of  glory  fade. 

by  the  wind's  low  sigh, 
Team,  by  the  flower-cup's  dye, 
18  of  sight  and  sound, 
rt  treading  on  haimted  ground. 


►  OF  THE  FORESTS. 

RKADINO  TU£   MKMOIBS  OP 
HH   HUNTBU. 

Mrs  Ilemans  was  aoinewhat  ludi- 
ihrough  the  medium  of  a  North 
le  subject  of  a  self-constituted  hero, 
Tested  her  Uttle  poem,  "  The  Child  of 
.d  with  unquestioning  fiUth  and  llvelj 
redoubtable  John  Dunn  Hunter, 
ures  amongst  the  Indians — bj  whom 
•  have  lieen  carried  away  in  childhood 


^wero  wwlMd  up  Into  »  plaurible  nanathrt,  admirablly  oal 
culated  to  excite  the  qrmpathies  of  its  readers.  But  how  hx 
it  was  really  deserving  of  them,  may  be  judged  by  the  follow- 
ing extract  from  a  letter  to  a  friend  who  had  been  aimOarly 
mystified  :—**  I  send  you  a  Norlh  Amerkan  Bewiew,  wliloh 
wm  mortify  C.  and  you  with  the  nd  inteUigedea  that  John 
Hunter-^Ttn  our  own  John  Dnnn— the  man  of  the  panther's 
skin— the  adopted  of  the  Kansas  the  shooter  with  the  rifle- 
no,  with  the  long  bow— is,  1  blusli  to  say  it,  neither  more  nor 
less  than  an  impostor;  no  better  than  Psalmanaxar;  no,  no 
better  than  Carraboo  hersdf.  After  this,  what  are  we  to 
beUevtt  again?  Are  thera  any  Loo  Choo  Uands?  Was 
there  ever  any  Robinson  Crusoe  ?  Is  there  any  Rammohun 
Roy  ?  All  one's  faith  and  trust  is  shaken  to  its  foundations. 
No  one  here  sympattiiaes  with  me  pioptilj  on  thto  annqying 
oecarion ;  bat  yoa,  I  think,  wil  know  bow  to  fed,  who  have 
bean  quite  as  mncb  devoted  to  that  vile  John  Donn  aa  miy- 
mif'—Memair,  pp.  05^] 

Is  not  thy  heart  &r  off  amidst  the  woods, 
Where  the  red  Indian  lays  his  fSsfcher's  dust, 

And,  fay  the  rushing  of  the  torrent  floodsj, 
To  the  Great  spirit  bows  in  silent  trustt 

Doth  not  thy  soul  o'ersweep  the  foaming  main. 

To  pour  itself  upon  the  wilds  again  1 

They  are  gone  forth,  the  desert's  warrior  rwce, 
By  stonny  lakes  to  track  the  elk  and  roe ; 

But  where  art  thou,  the  swift  one  in  the  chusc. 
With  thy  free  footstep  and  unfailing  bowl 

Their  singing  shafts  have  reach'd  the  panther^s  lair. 

And  where  art  thou  I— thine  arrows  are  not  there. 

They  rest  beside  their  streams — the  spoil  is  ^  on — 
Thoy  hang  their  spears  upon  the  cypress  bough ; 

The  night-fires  blaze,  the  hunter's  work  is  done — 
They  hear  the  tales  of  old — ^but  where  art  thou? 

The  night-fires  blaze  beneath  the  giant  pine. 

And  there  a  plaoe  is  fill'd  that  once  was  thine. 

For  thou  art  mingling  with  the  cit3r's  throng, 
And  thou  hast  thrown  thine  Indian  bow  aside; 

Child  of  the  forests !  thou  art  borne  along. 
E'en  as  ourselyes,  by  life's  tempestuous  tide. 

But  will  this  bel  and  canst  thou  ?iere  find  rest  1 

Thou  hadst  thy  nurture  on  the  desert's  breast. 

Comes  not  the  sound  of  torrents  to  thine  ear 
From  the  savannah  land,  the  land  of  streams? 

Hear'st  thou  not  murmurs  whidi  none  else  may 
heart 
Is  not  the  foresfs  shadow  on  thy  dreams  1 

They  call — wild  voices  call  thee  o'er  the  main, 

Back  to  thy  free  and  boimdless  woods  again. 

HearthemnotI  hearthemnoti — thou canstnot find 
In  the  far  wildemeas  what  once  was  thine ! 


360 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


Thou  bast  quaffd  knowledge  from  the  fotmts  of 
mind. 
And  gathered  loftier  aims  and  hopes  dlTine. 
Thou  knoVst  the  soaring  thou^ty  the  immortal 


Seek  not  the  deserts  and  the  woods  again  \ 


STANZAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF    •    •    • 

In  the  full  tide  of  melody  and  mirth. 
While  jo7*s  bn^t  spirit  beams  from  ereiy  eje, 

Foiget  not  him,  whose  soul,  though  fled  from  earth. 
Seems  yet  to  speak  in  strains  that  cannot  die. 

Forget  him  not,  for  many  a  festal  hour, 
Charm'dby  those  strains,  forus  has  lightly  flown: 

And  memoirs  visions,  mingling  with  their  power. 
Wake  the  heart's  thrill  at  each  familiar  tone. 

Blest  be  the  hannonist^  whose  well-known  lays 
Revive  life's  morning  dreams,  when  youth  is  fled. 

And,  fraught  with  images  of  other  dayi^ 
Recall  the  loved,  the  absent^  and  the  dead. 

His  the  dear  art  whose  spells  awhile  renew 
Hope's  first  illusions  in  their  tenderest  bloom — 

Oh !  what  were  life,  unless  such  moments  threw 
Bright  gleams,  "like  angel  visits," o*er  its  gloom? 


THE  VAUDOIS  VALLEYS. 

Yes  !  thou  hast  met  the  sun's  last  smile 
From  the  haunted  hills  of  Rome ; 

By  many  a  bright  ^gean  isle 
Thou  hast  seen  the  billows  foam. 

From  the  silence  of  the  Pyramid, 
Thou  hast  watch'd  the  solemn  flow 

Of  the  Nile,  that  with  its  waters  hid 
The  ancient  realm  below. 

Thy  heart  hath  bum'd,  as  shepherds  sung 

Some  wild  and  warlike  strain. 
Where  the  Moorish  horn  once  proudly  rung 

Through  the  pealing  hills  of  Spain. 


1  See  Gilly's  Re$earcha  anun^  €ke  Mountains  qf  Pied- 
wumL,  for  an  interarting  account  of  a  Sabbath-daj  among  the 
npperregioBaof  theVaadoii.  Tbe  inhabUante  of  then  Fro- 
toilant  vaD^TB.  who,  like  the  Swin,  repair  with  their  flocks 


And  o'er  the  lonely  Grecian  streaxMi 
Thou  hast  heard  the  lamds  moan. 

With  a  sound  yet  murmuzing  in  thy  dresras 
Of  the  glory  that  is  gone. 

But  go  thou  to  the  pastoral  vales 

Of  the  Alpine  mountains  old. 
If  thou  wouldst  hear  immortal  tales 

By  the  wind's  deep  wfaiqterB  told  I 

Qo,  if  thou  lovest  the  soil  to  tread 
Where  man  hath  nobly  striven. 

And  lifo,  like  incense,  hath  been  shed^ 
An  offering  imto  heaven. 

For  o'er  the  snows,  and  round  the  pines, 

Hath  swept  a  noble  flood ; 
The  nurture  of  the  peasant's  vines 

Hath  been  the  martyr's  blood ! 

A  spirit,  stronger  than  the  sword. 

And  loftier  than  deq>air. 
Through  all  the  heroic  region  jKmr^d, 

Breathes  in  the  generous  air. 

A  memory  clings  to  every  steep 

Of  long-enduring  fluth. 
And  the  sounding  streams  glad  record  keep 

Of  courage  unto  death. 

Ask  of  the  peasant  where  his  sires 

For  truth  and  freedom  bled  ? 
Ask,  where  were  lit  the  torturing  firc8> 

Where  lay  the  holy  dead  ! 

And  he  will  tell  thee,  all  aroimd. 
On  fount,  and  turf,  and  stone. 

Far  as  the  chamois'  foot  can  bound. 
Their  ashes  have  been  sown ! 

Go,  when  the  Sabbath-bell  is  heard  ^ 

Up  through  the  wilds  to  float, 
AVhcn  the  dark  old  woods  and  caves  are  stin 

To  gladness  by  the  note ; 

When  forth,  along  their  thousand  rills. 

The  mountain  people  come. 
Join  thou  their  worship  on  those  hills 

Of  glorious  martyrdom. 

and  herda  to  the  sommit  of  the  hOls  daring   the  ■on 
are  followed  thither  by  their  pastors,  and  at  thai  ssmos 
the  year  assemble  on   that  sacred  day  to  wonhlp  la 
open  air. 
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And  while  the  song  of  praise  ascends. 

And  while  the  torrent's  yoice, 
like  the  swell  of  many  an  oigan,  blends. 

Then  let  thy  soul  rejoice. 

Rejoice,  that  human  hearts,  through  soom, 
Throxigh  shame,  through  death,  made  strong, 

Before  the  rooks  and  heavens  have  borne 
Witness  of  God  so  long  I 


SONQ  OF  THE  SPANISH  WANDERER. 

PiLGKZK  I  oh  say,  hath  thy  cheek  been  fimn'd 
By  the  sweet  winds  of  my  sunny  land  1 
Know'st  thoa  the  sound  of  its  mountain  pines  ? 
And  hast  thou  rested  beneath  its  vines  1 

Hast  thou  heard  the  music  still  wandering  by, 
A  thing  of  the  breeze^  in  Spain's  blue  sky. 
Floating  away  o'er  hill  and  heath. 
With  the  myrtle's  whisper,  the  citron's  breath  1 

Then  say,  are  there  fidrer  vales  than  those 
Where  the  warbling  of  fountains  for  ever  flows  ? 
Are  there  brighter  flowers  than  mine  own,  which 

wave 
0*er  Jloorish  ruin  and  Christian  grave  \ 

0  sunahine  and  song  1  they  are  lying  &r 
By  the  streams  that  look  to  the  western  star; 
My  heart  is  fainting  to  hear  once  more 
The  water-voices  of  that  sweet  shore. 

Kany  were  they  that  have  died  for  thee. 
And  brave,  my  Spain  1  though  thou  art  not  free ; 
Bat  I  call  them  blest — ^they  have  rent  tktxr  chain — 
They  sleep  in  thy  valleys,  my  simny  Spain  1 


THE  CONTADINA. 
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KcT  for  the  myrtle,  and  not  for  the  vine, 
Thou§^  its  gn^,  like  a  gem,  be  the  sunbeam's 

shiine; 
And  not  for  the  rich  blue  heaven  that  showers 
Joy  on  thy  spirit,  like  light  on  the  flowers ; 
And  not  for  the  scent  of  the  citron  trees — 
Fair  peasant  1  I  call  thee  not  blest  for  thtw. 


Not  for  the  beauty  spread  over  thy  brow. 
Though  round  thee  a  gleam,  as  of  spring,  it  throw; 
And  not  for  the  lustre  that  laughs  from  thine  eye. 
Like  a  dark  stream's  flash  to  the  sunny  sky. 
Though  the  south  in  its  riches  naught  lovelier 

sees — 
Fair  peasant !  I  call  thee  not  blest  for  ikett. 

But  for  those  breathing  and  loving  things — 
For  the  boy's  fond  arm  that  around  thee  dinga^ 
For  the  smiling  cheek  on  thy  lap  that  glows. 
In  the  peace  of  a  trusting  child's  repose — 
For  the  hearts  whose  home  is  thy  gentle  breast. 
Oh !  richly  I  call  thee,  and  deeply  blest  I 


TROUBADOUR  SONG. 

The  warrior  cross'd  the  ocean's  foam 

For  the  stormy  fields  of  war ; 
The  maid  was  left  in  a  smiling  home 

And  a  sunny  land  afar. 

HiM  voice  was  heard  where  javelin  showers 

Poured  on  the  steel-dad  hne; 
Her  step  was  midst  the  summer  flowers, 

Her  seat  beneath  the  vine. 

His  shield  was  deft,  his  lance  was  riven. 
And  the  red  blood  stain'd  his  crest; 

While  she — ^the  gentlest  wind  of  heaven 
Might  scarcely  &n  her  breast ! 

Yet  a  thousand  arrows  pass'd  him  by. 

And  again  he  cross'd  the  seas ; 
But  she  had  died  as  roses  die 

That  perish  with  a  breese — 

As  roses  die,  when  the  blast  is  come 

For  all  things  bright  and  fair : 
There  was  death  within  the  smiling  home — 

How  had  death  found  her  there  ] 


THE  TREASURES  OF  THE  DEEP.* 

What  hidest  thou  in  thy  treasure  caves  and  cells^ 
Thou  hollow-sounding  and  mysterious  maint— 

1  Origfnally  Introdnced  in  th*  *<  Forest  Sftnctnaqr  * 
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Pale  glistening  pearis,  and  ndnbow-coloui'd  ehdls 
Bright  things  which  gkam  unreck'd  of,  and  in 
vain. 
Keep,  keep  thy  riches,  mfllanciholy  sea  1 
We  ask  not  soch  from  thee. 

Yet  more,  the  depths  hove  more  I   What  wealth 
untold,  [lies ! 

Far  down,  and  ahining  through  their  stillness 
Thou  hast  the  starry  gems,  the  bnniing  gold. 
Won  from  ten  thousand  royal  Aigooes. — 
Sweepo'er  thyspoOs,  thou  wild  and  wrathfol  main  I 
Earth  claims  not  tfteac  again. 

Yet  more,  the  depths  haye  more !    Thy  waves 
have  roll'd 
Above  the  cities  of  a  world  gone  by  ! 
Sand  hath  fill'd  up  the  palaces  of  old. 

Sea-weed  o*eigrown  the  halls  of  revelry. — 
Dash  o'er  them,  ocean  !  in  thy  scornful  play  : 
Man  yields  them  to  decay. 

Yet  more !  the  billows  and  the  depths  have  more ! 

High  hearts  and  brave  are  gathered  to  thy  breast ! 
They  hear  not  now  the  booming  waters  roar. 

The  battle-thunders  will  not  break  their  rest — 
Keep  thy  red  gold  and  gems,  thou  stormy  grave  ! 
Give  ba^  the  true  and  brave  ! 

Give  back  the  lost  and  lovely  ! — those  for  whom 
The  place  was  kept  at  board  and  hearth  so  long, 
The  prayer  went  up  through  midnight  s  breathless 
gloom. 
And  the  vain  yearning  woke  midst  festal  song ! 
Hold  fast  thy  buried  isles,  thy  towers  o'erthrown — 
But  all  is  not  thine  own. 

To  thee  the  love  of  woman  hath  gone  down. 

Dark  flow  thy  tides  o  er  manhood's  noble  head, 

O'er  youth's  bright  locks,  and  beauty's  flowery 

crown : 

Yet  must  thou  hear  a  voice — ^Restore  the  dead ! 

Earth  shall  reclaim  herprecious  things  from  thee ! — 

Restore  the  dead,  thou  sea ! 

["  The  only  public  mention  that  I  have  made  of  Mn 
Ilemans,"  says  Mr  Montgomery  of  Sheffield,  in  a  letter  re- 
garding her,  with  which  we  have  been  favoured  by  that 
excellent  man  and  distinguished  poet,  **  was  in  a  aeries  of 
lectures  on  the  principal  British  Pocta,  (Miwred  at  the  Royal 
Institution  from  ten  to  twelve  years  ago.  In  one  of  theee, 
having  to  notice  very  briefly  the  *  Female  PoeU,*  I  said, 
*  Mrs  Hemans.  in  many  of  her  lyrics,  has  stmdk  oat  a  new 
and  attTMtlve  style  of  mingUag  tlw  pietureeqw  and  the  sen- 
timental with  such  grace  and  beauty  that,  in  her  best  pieces, 
she  is  better  than  atanost  any  poet  of  either  lex  in  that 


sprightly,  yel 

<TbeT1reasaresoftliaDMp*BB  ancuinple;  and. 

know  nothing  in  our  laagmge— of  tha  kind  and  tha 

I  mean— comparable  with  it,  effher  in  oonecptkm  or 

tion,  for  wealth  of  thougkt,  mtOtj  of  dktkm,  and 

fiff^nHing  address  :^The  Ocean  summoned  to  giva  an 

of  an  thai  It  tail  ton  doiac  thieqgh 

the  aniwen  dictated  by  tha  qnestioocr,  till  all  the 

the  abyss  are  revealed  in  the  light  by  which  poeliy 

the  ponst  order,  can  di«rr«r  them 

crown  of  ^ory  to  the  periset  wkdi.'* 

We  beg  to  remind  the  antbor  of  '*  The  World  bciore 
FkxMl,**  and  *<  The  Peliean  Island,'*  that  the  lectures  to 
he  aUodes  have  never  been  pnbUrfied.  They  were 
siicoescfiil,  both  when  delivered  at  the  R<^  Institntkn, 
befbra  the  Uteruy  sodetias  of  seTBral  of  the  principal 
dal  towns  of  England;  and  eonldnat  hA  betBg 
to  tha  great  reading  poblie,  as  the  recorded  opiniona 
ingtlia  leading  poets  of  Great  Britain  of  paet  and 
times,  deliberatdly  formed  by  one  of  their  own 
has  htanaelf  written  so  mnefa  and  so  well,  and  wfao,  in 
larlty  aa  a  lyrist,  haa  no 


lia«» 


of 
iia 

tto 
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BBINQ  FLOWEBSl 

Bbino  flowers,  young  flowwi^  for  the  £BstaI  bond, 
To  wreath  the  cup  ere  the  wine  is  poor'd ! 
Bring  flowers !  they  are  q»zinging  in  wood  nd 

vale: 
Their  breath  floats  out  on  the  southern  gale, 
And  the  touch  of  the  simbeam  hath  waked  the  roee^ 
To  deck  the  hall  where  the  bright  wine  flows. 

Bring  flowers  to  strew  in  the  conqueror  s  path ! 
He  hath  shaken  thrones  with  his  stormy  wnth: 
He  comes  with  the  spoils  of  nations  back. 
The  vines  lie  cmsh'd  in  his  diaiiot's  trade. 
The  turf  looks  red  where  he  won  the  day. 
Bring  flowers  to  die  in  the  conqueror's  way ! 

Bring  flowers  to  the  captive's  lonely  cell ! 
They  have  tales  of  the  joyous  woods  to  tell— 
Of  the  free  blue  streams,  and  the  glowing  sky, 
And  the  bright  world  shut  from  his  languid  eje; 
They  will  bear  him  a  thought  of  the  sunny  boin& 
And  the  dream  of  his  youth.    Biring  him  flowef^ 
wild  flowers ! 

Bring  flowers,  fresh  flowers,  for  the  biide  to  wetf  ^ 
They  were  bom  to  blush  in  her  ahiniiig  bair. 
She  is  leaving  the  home  of  her  childhood's  mirtl^ 
She  hath  bid  farewell  to  her  fother  s  heartl^ 
Her  place  is  now  by  another's  side. 
Bring  flowers  for  the  locks  of  the  iair  yoimg  bride! 
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Bring  flowera,  pale  flowers,  o'er  the  bier  to  shed, 

A  crown  for  the  brow  of  the  early  dead  t 

For  this  throogh  its  leaves  hath  the  white  rose 

bursty 
For  this  in  the  woods  was  the  violet  nursed  ! 
Though  they  smile  in  vain  for  what  once  wais  01m, 
They  are  love's  last  gift.    Bring  ye  flowers,  pale 

flowers! 

Bring  flowers  to  the  shrine  where  we  kneel  in 

prayer — 
They  are  nature's  offering,  their  place  is  there  I 
They  speak  of  hope  to  the  fainting  hearty 
With  a  voice  of  promise  they  come  and  part, 
Th^  sleep  in  dust  through  the  wintiy  hours, 
They  break  forth  in  ^ory.    Bring  flowers,  bright 

flowers ! 


THE  CRUSADER'S  RETURN. 


"  AIM !  the  molber  thai  him  ban, 
Ififashikl  bom  fai  pnMDM  tbm, 
la  Ui  wan  ehtlii  and  Mnhamt  hair 
Sha  had  not  known  bar  ddld." 


Rkt,  pilgrim,  rest!   Thou'rt  &om  the  Syrian  land, 

Thoa'rt  from  the  wildand  wondrous  East,  I  know 
B7  the  long-withered  palm-branch  in  thy  hand. 

And  by  the  darkness  of  thy  sunburnt  brow. 
Alas  !  the  bright,  the  beautiful,  who  part 

So  full  of  hope,  for  that  fax  country's  bourne  ! 
Aks  !  the  weary  and  the  changed  in  heart. 

And  dimm'd  in  aspect,  who  like  thee  return  1 

Tbou'rt  fiunt — stay,  rest  thee  from  thy  toils  at  last : 

Through  the  high  chestnuts  lightly  plays  the 
breeze, 
The  atan  ^leam  out,  the  Avt  hour  is  past. 

The  sailor's  hymn  hath  died  along  the  seas. 
Thon'rifliint  and  worn — ^hear'st  thou  the  fountain 
welling 

By  the  gray  pillars  of  yon  ruin*d  shrinel 
Seest  thou  the  dewy  grapes  before  thee  swellingt 

— ^He  that  hath  left  me  train'd  that  loaded  vine ! 

He  was  a  child  when  thus  the  bower  he  wove, 
(Oh  I  hath  a  day  fled  since  his  childhood's  time!) 

That  I  might  mt  and  hear  the  sound  I  love. 
Beneath  its  shade — ^the  convent's  vesperchime. 

And  sit  ikom  there  ! — for  ho  was  gentle  ever. 
With  his  glad  voice  he  would  have  welcomed 
thee, 


And  brought  fresh  frxiits  to  cool  thy  parch'd  lips' 
fever. 
There  in  his  place  thou'rt  resting — ^where  is  he  ? 

If  I  could  hear  that  laughing  voice  again. 

But  once  again  1    How  oft  it  wanders  by. 
In  the  still  hours,  like  some  romember'd  strain. 

Troubling  the  heart  with  its  wild  melody  ! — 
Thou  hast  seen  much,  tired  pilgrim  I  hast  thou  seen 

In  that  for  land,  the  chosen  land  of  yore, 
A  youth — my  Guido— with  the  fiery  mien 

And  the  dark  eye  of  this  Italian  shore  1 

The  dark,  dear,  lightning  eye  I    On  heaven  and 
earth 

It  smiled — as  if  man  were  not  dust  it  smiled! 
The  very  air  seem'd  kindling  with  his  mirth. 

And  I — my  heart  grew  young  before  my  child ! 
My  blessed  c^d ! — I  had  but  him — ^yet  he 

Fm'd  all  my  home  even  with  o'erflowing  joy. 
Sweet  laughter,  and  wild  song,  and  fbotstep  free. 

Where  is  he  nowl — my  pride,  my  flower,  my 
boy  ! 

HiB  sunny  childhood  melted  from  my  sight, 

like  a  qaing  dew-drop.  Then  his  forehead  wore 
A  prouder  look — ^his  eye  a  keener  light : 

I  knew  these  woods  might  be  his  world  no  more ! 
He  loved  me — but  he  left  me  1    Thus  they  go 

Whom  we  have  rear'd,  watch'd,  blees'd,  too  much 
adored ! 
He  heard  the  trumpet  of  the  Red  Cross  blow. 

And  bounded  frx)m  me  with  his  feither's  sword ! 

Thouweep'st — I  tremble!  Thou  hast  seen  theslaiu 

Pressing  a  bloody  turf— the  young  and  fidr. 
With  their  pale  beauty  strewing  o'er  the  plain 

Where  hosts  have  met :  speak  !  answer  I — ^was 
Atf  there  1 
Oh  !  hath  his  smile  departed  1    Could  the  grave 

Shut  o*er  those  bursts  of  bright  and  tameless 
gleel 
No  !  I  shall  yet  behold  his  dark  locks  wave ! 

That  look  gives  hope — I  knew  it  could  not  be ! 

Still  weep'^t  thou,  wanderer)    Some  fond  mother's 
glance 

O'er  thee,  too,  brooded  in  thine  eariy  yean — 
Think'st  thou  of  her,  whose  gentle  eye,  perchance. 

Bathed  all  thy  faded  hair  with  parting  tearst 
Speak,  for  thy  tears  disturb  me  ! — ^what  art  thou  t 

Why  dost  thou  hide  thy  face,  yet  weeping  on  t 
Lookup!    Ohlisit — that  wan  eheek  and  brow! — 

Is  it — alas  !  yet  joy  ! — ^my  son,  my  son  ! 
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THEKLA'S  SQNG;  OR,  THE  VOICE  OF  A 

SPIRIT. 

raoM  TBS  osKMAjr  or  ■chillis. 

^■"TliiMlmcN^ 

Tte  hoBiaa  talnc'«  prid*  thKi  pMphi  ipMS 
•WMh  ■»  Mid  mjuMwJ  pwrtnmlMnet ; 
SteM  UkawlM  tx  ^«  ■tridti  iMut  oTIowt 
Thi*  tUMb  naftitn,  and  tldi  ( 
Are  all  loo  namnr.**- 


[Tfab  song  b  aaid  to  haTo  been  oompcMed  by  SebOter  in 
answer  to  the  inqoMai  of  s  fHend  reqieettav  *>»  fi>te  of 
TIdUa,  wbote  beantilnl  ebancter  to  wttbdcawn  from  the 
tragedy  of  WaUautektCt  Death,  after  her  reiofaitkm  to  Ttait 
the  grave  of  her  lover  to  nuifde  known.^ 

AsK*ST  thou  my  borne  1 — my  pathway  wouldst 
thou  know. 

When  from  thine  eye  my  floating  shadow  pass'd  ? 
AYas  not  my  work  fiilfill'd  and  dosed  below  % 

Had  I  not  lived  and  loved  1    Hy  lot  was  cast 

Wouldfit  thou  ask  where  the  nightingale  is  gone, 
That»  melting  into  song  her  soul  away,     [tone  ? 

Gave  the  spring-breese  what  witch*d  thee  in  its 
But  while  she  loved,  she  lived,  in  that  deep  lay  ! 

Think*8t  thou  my  heart  its  lost  one  hath  not  found  ? 

Tes !  we  are  one :  oh  !  trust  me^  we  have  met. 
Where  naug^tagainmaypartwhailovehath  bound. 

Where  fiJJs  no  tear,  and  whispers  no  regret 

There  shalt  thou  find  us,  there  with  us  be  blest. 
If,  OS  oicr  love,  thy  love  is  pure  and  true ! 

There  dwells  my  £aither,^  sinless  and  at  rest. 
Where  the  fierce  miudorcr  may  no  more  pursue. 

And  well  he  feels,  no  error  of  the  dust 

Drew  to  the  stars  of  heaven  his  mortal  ken ; 

There  it  is  with  us  even  as  is  our  trust — 
He  that  believes  is  near  the  holy  thtn. 

There  shall  each  feeling,  beautiful  and  high. 
Keep  the  sweet  promise  of  its  earthly  day. 

Oh !  fear  thou  not  to  dream  with  waking  eye ! 
There  lies  deep  meaning  oft  in  childish  play. 


THE  REVELLERS. 

Ring,  joyous  chords  ! — ^ring  out  again  ! 

A  swifter,  and  a  wilder  strain  ! 

They  are  here — ^the  fair  face  and  the  careless  hearty 

And  stars  shall  wane  ere  the  mirthful  part. 

But  I  met  a  dimly  mournful  glance. 
In  a  sudden  turn  of  the  flying  dance ; 
I  heard  the  tone  of  a  heavy  sigh 
In  a  pause  of  the  thrilling  melody  ! 

I  WaUenatein. 


And  it  is  not  well  that  woe  shoold  breatiia 
On  the  bright  spring-flowers  of  the 
Ye  that  to  thought  or  to  grief  beloog^ 

Leave,  leave  the  hall  of  song! 

Ring,  joyous  chords ! ^But  who  art  tk4m 

With  the  shadowy  locks  o*er  thy  pale  young  bsw 
And  the  worid  of  dreamy  gloom  that  lies 
In  the  misty  depths  of  thy  soft  dark  eyest 
Thouhast  loved,  fair  girl!  thou  bast  loved  too  well 
Thou  art  mourning  now  o'er  a  broken  spdl ; 
Thou  hast  pour*d  thy  heart's  rich  treasures  fottk 
And  art  unrepaid  for  their  priceless  worth ! 
Mourn  on  I — ^yet  come  thou  not  here  the  whik^ 
It  is  but  a  pain  to  see  thee  smile! 
There  is  not  a  tone  in  our  songs  for  thee — 
Home  with  thy  sorrows  flee  ! 


Ring,  joyous  chords ! — ring  out  again  I 

But  what  dost  thou  with  the  revels  tndnl 
A  silvery  voice  through  the  soft  air  floats. 
But  thou  hast  no  part  in  the  gladdening  notes; 
There  are  bright  yoimg  faces  that  pass  thee  hj, 
But  they  fix  no  glance  of  thy  wandering  eye ! 
Away !  there's  a  void  in  thy  yearning  bressty 
Thou  weary  man  !  wilt  thou  hare  find  rest ! 
Away !  for  thy  thoughts  from  the  scene  have  fle^ 
And  the  love  of  thy  spirit  is  with  the  dead : 
Thouartbutmorelonc  midst  thesounds  of  miitlk— 
Back  to  thy  silent  hearth ! 

Ring,  joyous  chords  I — ring  forth  again ! 

A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain ! 

But  thou,  though  a  reckless  mien  be  thine. 
And  thy  cup  be  crown'd  with  the  foaming  vise. 
By  the  fitful  bursts  of  thy  laughter  loud. 
By  thine  eye*s  quick  flash  through  its  troubled  dood, 
I  know  thee  !  it  is  but  the  wakeful  fear 
Of  a  haunted  bosom  that  brings  thee  here ! 
I  know  thee  ! — ^thou  fearest  the  solemn  ni^t, 
With  her  piercing  stars  and  her  deep  wind*s  mi^! 
There's  atone  in  her  voice  which  thou  fainwouUst 

shun. 
For  it  asks  what  the  secret  soul  hath  done ! 
And  thou — ^there'sadarkweighton  thine — a»^!— 
Back  to  thy  home,  and  prmy ! 

Ring,  joyous  chords ! — ring  out  again ! 

A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain  ! 

And  bring  fresh  wreaths  ! — we  will  banish  all 

Save  the  free  in  heart  from  our  fiestive  hafl. 

On !  through  the  maze  of  the  fleet  dance,  on\— 

But  where  are  the  young  and  the  lovdy  gcow) 

AVhere  arc  the  bro\v3  with  the  Red  Rose  crown'4 
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And  the  flottjng  forms  with  thebiight  zoneboundl 
And  the  'wmving  locks  and  the  flying  feet» 
Thftt  still  should  be  where  the  mirthful  meet?— 
They  are  gone— they  are  fled — ^they  are  parted  all : 
Alas !  the  forsaken  hall ! 


THE  CONQUEROR'S  SLEEP. 

Slesp  midst  thy  banners  fiirl'd ! 
Tes !  ihoa  art  there,  upon  thy  buckler  lying; 
With  the  soft  wind  unfelt  around  thee  sighing, 
Thou  chief  of  hosts,  whoso  trumpet  shakes  the 

world! 
Sleep,  while  the  babe  sleeps  on  its  mother's  breast 
(^!  strong  is  nig^t— for  thou  too  art  at  rest! 

Stillness  hath  smooth'd  thy  brow. 
And  now  might  love  keep  timid  yigils  by  thee, 
Kowmightthe  foe  withstealthyfootdrawnigh  thee. 
Alike  unconscious  and  defenceless  thou  ! 
Tread  lightly,  watchers  1    Now  the  field  is  won, 

not  the  rest  of  nature's  weary  son  ! 


Perchance  some  lovely  dream 
from  the  stormy  fight  thy  soul  is  bearing. 
To  the  green  places  of  thy  boyish  daring, 
And  all  the  windings  of  thy  native  stream. 
Why,  this  were  joy !    Upon  the  tented  plain, 
Dream  on,  thou  Conqueror !— be  a  child  again ! 

But  thou  wilt  wake  at  mom. 
With  thy  strong  passions  to  the  conflict  leaping. 
And  thy  dark  troubled  thoughts  all  earth  o  cr* 

■weeping; 
80  wilt  thou  rise,  0  thou  of  woman  bom ! 
And  put  thy  terrore  on,  till  none  may  dare 
Look  upon  thee — the  tired  one,  slumbering  there ! 

Why,  80  the  peasant  sleeps 
Reneath  his  vine ! — andman  must  kneel  before  thee. 
And  for  his  birthright  vainly  still  implore  thee  ! 
Shalt  ihou  be  stay'd  because  thy  brother  weeps  ? — 
Wake !  and  fbiget  that  midst  a  dreaming  world. 
Thou  hast  lain  thus,  with  all  thy  banners  fiirl'd ! 

1  ▲  iMUitifti]  qniag  in  tlw  woods  near  St  Aaaph,  fonnarly 
eofv«ndinfvftb»cbapd,  nowinruins.  It  wu  dedicated  to  the 
y  tafbi,  and,  aoeording  to  Pwinant,  much  the  resort  of  pUgrinu. 
pThoee  wfao  onlj  know  the  neighbourhood  of  St  Anpb 
fron  tBWriUnf  along  Ita  hi^ways,  can  be  little  aware  how 
ili<|htflil  aeaoety  ii  attainable  within  walks  of  two  or 
adto*  distance  from  Mrs  Henuuu's  rsaidenoe.  The 
b«alj  of  tbe  Clwyd,  and  the  wildor  graces  of  the 
iktm  ■men,  tfaa  Bwy,  pnrtScnlarly  hi  the  Tidnity  of  "  Our 
Im^^  WfO,"  and  the  interesting  rocks  and  eaves  at  Cefn, 


Foiget  that  thou,  even  thou, 
Hastfeebly shiver'd  when  the  wind  pass'd  o'er  thee, 
And  sunk  to  rest  upon  the  earth  which  bore  thee. 
And  felt  the  night-dew  chill  thy  fevef  d  brow ! 
Wake  with  the  trumpet,  with  the  spear  press  on  !— 
Yet  shall  the  dust  take  home  its  mortal  son. 


OUR  LADTS  WELL.1 

Fouirr  of  the  woods !  thou  art  hid  no  more 
From  heaven's  clear  eye,  as  in  time  of  yore. 
For  the  roof  hath  sunk  from  thy  mossy  walls. 
And  the  sun's  free  glance  on  thy  slumber  &11b  ; 
And  the  dim  tree-shadows  across  thee  pass, 
As  the  boughs  are  sway'd  o'er  thy  silvery  glass ; 
And  the  reddening  leaves  to  thy  breast  are  blown, 
When  the  autumn  wind  hath  a  stormy  tone ; 
And  thy  bubbles  rise  to  the  floaliing  rain — 
Bright  Fount !  thou  art  nature's  own  again  ! 

Fount  of  the  vale  !  thou  art  sought  no  more 
By  the  pilgrim's  foot,  as  in  time  of  yore. 
When  he  came  from  afar,  his  beads  to  tell. 
And  to  chant  his  hymn  at  Our  Lady  s  WelL 
There  is  heard  no  Avt  throu|;h  thy  bowers, 
Thou  art  gleaming  lone  midst  thy  water-flowers ! 
But  the  herd  may  drink  from  thy  gushing  wave. 
And  there  may  the  reaper  his  forehead  lave. 
And  the  woodman  seeks  thee  not  in  vain — 
Bright  Fount !  thou  art  nature's  own  again  ! 

Fount  of  the  Yiigin's  ruin'd  shrine ! 

A  voice  that  speaks  of  the  past  is  thine  ! 

It  mingles  the  tone  of  a  thoughtful  sigh 

With  the  notes  that  ring  through  the  laughing  sky ; 

Midst  the  mirthful  song  of  the  summer  bird, 

And  the  sound  of  the  breeze,  it  will  yet  be  heard! — 

Why  is  it  that  thus  we  may  gaze  on  thee. 

To  the  brilliant  sunshine  sparkling  free  ? 

'Tis  that  all  on  earth  is  of  Timt%  domain — 

He  hath  made  thee  nature's  own  again  ! 

Fo\mt  of  the  chapel  with  ages  gray  ! 
Thou  art  springing  freshly  amidst  decay; 

are  little  known  to  general  tourists ;  though,  bj  the  lorers  of 
her  poetry,  it  will  be  remembered  how  sweetly  she  has 
apostrophiaed  the 

"  Fount  of  the  cb»pel  with  agM  gray ;  ** 

and  how  tenderly,  amid  far  diflTerent  scenes,  her  thoughts 
reyerted  to  the 

"  Cambrian  river  with  alow  mule  glkUng, 

Bjr  pMtoial  hiOt.  old  woodi,  and  mln'd  lowen." 

—(Sonnet  to  the  Blwr  Clwyd.) 
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Thy  rites  arc  doeed,  and  thy  cross  lieB  low; 
And  the  chingeM  hours  breathe  o'er  thee  now. 
Yet  if  at  thine  altar  one  holy  thoii(^ 
In  man's  deep  ^irit  of  old  hath  wnnic^; 
If  peace  to  the  mourner  hath  here  been  pren. 
Or  prayer,  from  a  diasten'd  hearty  to  hett?en — 
Be  the  spot  still  hallow'd  while  Time  shall  reign, 
Who  hath  made  thee  nature's  own  again  ! 


THE  PARTING  OF  SUMMER. 

THOifBT  bearing  hence  thy  roeo^ 

CUad  summer,  &re  thee  well  1 
Thou'rt  singing  thy  last  mdodies 

In  every  wood  and  ddL 

But  ere  the  golden  sunset 

Of  thy  latest  lingering  day. 
Oh  !  tell  mc,  o'er  this  checker'd  earth. 

How  hast  thou  pass'd  away  ? 

Brightly,  sweet  Summer  1  brightly 

Thine  hours  haye  floated  by. 
To  the  joyous  birds  of  the  woodland  bou^is^ 

The  rangers  of  the  sky ; 

And  brightly  in  the  forests, 

To  the  wild  deer  wandering  free; 

And  brighUy,  'midst  the  garden  flowers. 
To  the  happy  murmuring  bee : 

But  how  to  human  bosoms, 

With  all  their  hopes  and  fears. 
And  thoughts  that  make  them  eagle-win^ 

To  pierce  the  xmbom  years ) 

Sweet  Summer  !  to  the  captiye 
Thou  hast  flown  in  burning  dreams 

Of  the  woods,  with  all  their  whispering  leav^ 
And  the  blue  rejoicing  streams  ,* — 

To  the  wasted  and  the  weary 

On  the  bed  of  sickness  bound. 
In  swift  delirious  fentasies. 

That  changed  with  every  sound ; — 

To  the  sailor  on  the  billows. 

In  longings,  wOd  and  vain. 
For  the  gushing  founts  and  breezy  hills, 

And  the  homes  of  earth  again  ! 

And  unto  me,  glad  Summer ! 
How  hast  thou  flown  to  me  1 


Mjf  ^>»«™i<MMi  footstep  nang^  hath  kopi 
From  thy  haanftsof  aong  and  if^aa 


Thou  bast  flown  in  wqrwaid 
Ip  memoriae  d  the  dead — 

In  shadows  from  a  troubled  hearty 
0*er  thy  sunny  pathway  shed : 


In  brief  and  sudden  strivings 
To  fling  a  weight  aside — 

Midst  these  thy  melodies  luKve 
And  all  thy  rosea  died. 


But  oh !  thou  gentle  Summer ! 

If  I  greet  thy  flowers  onoe  mo>^ 
Bring  me  again  the  buoyaney 

Wherewith  my  soul  should 

Give  me  to  hail  thy  sunshine 
-   With  song  and  spirit  free ; 
Or  in  a  purer  air  than  this 
May  that  next  meeting  be ! 


THE  SONGS  OF  OUR  FATHERS. 


Old  toagt,  the  pMcloua  muie  of  tkt 


Snro  them  upon  the  sunny  hills. 

When  days  are  long  and  bright, 
And  the  blue  gleam  of  whining  riUs 

Is  loveliest  to  the  sight ! 
Sing  them  along  the  misty  moor. 

Where  ancient  hxmters  roved. 
And  swell  them  through  the  torrent's  roar, 

The  songs  our  £eithers  loved  ! — 

The  songs  their  souls  rejoiced  to  hear 

When  harps  were  in  the  hall. 
And  each  proud  note  made  lance  and  i^>ear 

Thrill  on  the  banner'd  wall : 
The  songs  that  through  our  valleys  green. 

Sent  on  frt>m  age  to  age, 
Like  his  own  river  s  voice,  have  been 

The  peasant's  heritage. 

The  rei^r  sings  them  when  the  vale 

Is  fill'd  with  plumy  sheaves ; 
The  woodman,  by  the  starlight  pale, 

Cheer'd  homeward  through  the  leaves : 
And  unto  them  the  glancing  oars 

A  joyous  measure  keep. 
Where  the  dark  rocks  that  crest  our  shorei 

Bash  back  the  foaming  deep. 
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So  let  it  be  !  a  lig^t  thej  shed 

O'er  each  old  fount  and  groTe ; 
A  memory  of  the  gentle  dead, 

A  lingering  spell  of  love. 
Murmuring  the  names  of  mighty  men. 

They  bid  oiur  streams  roll  ooo. 
And  link  high  thoughts  to  eyery  glen 

Where  valiant  deeds  were  done. 

Teach  them  your  children  round  the  hearth. 

When  evening  fires  bum  clear. 
And  in  the  fields  of  harvest  mirth. 

And  on  the  hills  of  deer. 
So  shall  each  unforgotten  word. 

When  far  those  loved  ones  roam. 
Call  back  the  hearts  which  once  it  stirred. 

To  childhood's  holy  home. 

The  green  woods  of  their  native  land 

Shall  whisper  in  the  strain. 
The  voices  of  their  household  band 

Shall  breathe  their  names  again ; 
The  heathery  heights  in  vision  rise. 

Where,  like  the  stag,  they  roved. 
Sizig  to  your  sons  those  melodies. 

The  songs  your  Mhers  loved  1 


THE  WOBLD  IK  THE  OPEN  AIR. 

Com^  while  in  fireshness  and  dew  it  Ues, 
To  the  iforld  that  is  under  the  free  blue  skies ! 
Leave  ye  man's  home,  and  forget  his  care — 
There  breathes  no  sigh  on  the  dayspiing's  air. 

Come  to  the  woods,  in  whose  mossy  dells 
A  hjg^  all  made  for  the  poet  dwells — 
A  hig^  coloured  softly  by  tender  leaves, 
Whence  the  primrose  a  mellower  glow  receives. 

Hm  afcock-dove  is  there  in  the  beechen  tree. 
And  the  lulling  tone  of  the  honey-bee ; 
And  the  voice  of  cool  waters  midst  feathezy  fern. 
Shedding  sweet  Bounds  from  some  hidden  um. 

lliere  Is  life,  there  is  youth,  there  is  tameless 
mirth,  [birth; 

Whcce  the  streams,  with  the  lilies  they  vrear,  have 
TlMie  IB  peace  where  the  alders  are  wfaispering  low: 
Come  fiom  man's  dwellings  with  all  their  woe  ! 

Tee  t  we  win  oome— ^e  will  leave  behind 
Tbe  hoiMi  and  the  aorrows  of  human  kind. 
ft  ie  win  to  rove  where  the  river  leads 
Vm  M^ii  Uoe  vein  along  sunny  meads : 


It  is  well  through  the  rich  wild  woods  to  go, 
And  to  pierce  the  haunts  of  the  fawn  and  doe ; 
And  to  hear  the  gushing  of  gentle  springs. 
When  the  heart  has  been  fretted  by  woridly  stings; 

And  to  watch  the  colours  that  fiit  and  paasi, 
With  insect-wings,  Uirough  the  wavy  grass ; 
And  the  silvery  gleams  o'er  the  ash-tree  s  bark. 
Borne  in  with  a  breeze  through  the  foliage  dark. 

Joyous  and  far  shall  our  wanderings  be. 
As  the  flight  of  birds  o'er  the  glittering  sea : 
To  the  woods,  to  the  dingles  where  violets  blow. 
We  will  bear  no  memory  of  earthly  woe. 

But  if,  by  the  forest-brook,  we  meet 
A  line  like  the  pathway  of  former  feet ; 
If,  midst  the  hills,  in  some  lonely  spot. 
We  reach  the  gray  ruins  of  toww  or  cot ; — 

If  the  cell,  where  a  hermit  of  old  hath  pray'd. 
Lift  up  its  cross  through  the  solemn  shade ; 
Or  if  some  nook,  where  the  wild  flowers  wave. 
Bear  token  sad  of  a  mortal  grave, — 

Doubt  not  but  thurt  wiU  oiur  steps  be  stay'd. 
There  our  quick  spirits  awhile  delay'd ; 
There  will  thought  fix  our  impatient  eyes. 
And  win  back  our  hearts  to  their  sympathies. 

For  what  though  the  mountains  and  skies  be  fiur, 
Steep'd  in  soft  hues  of  the  summer  air? 
'Tis  the  soul  of  man,  by  its  hopes  and  dreams. 
That  lights  up  all  nature  with  living  gleams. 

Where  it  hath  suffer'd  and  nobly  striven. 
Where  it  hath  poured  forth  its  vows  to  heaven ; 
Where  to  repose  it  hath  brightly  pass'd. 
O'er  this  green  earth  there  is  glory  cost. 

And  by  that  soul,  midst  groves  and  rills. 
And  flocks  that  feed  on  a  thousand  hills. 
Birds  of  the  forest,  and  flowers  of  the  sod, 
Wtf  only  ire,  may  be  link'd  to  God  I 


KINDRED  HEARTS. 

Oh  !  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below  1 
Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  fountains  flow — 
Few,  and  by  still  conflicting  powers 

Forbidden  here  to  meet : 
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Such  ties  would  make  this  life  of  oiin 
Too  fidr  for  aught  so  fleet 

It  may  be  that  thy  brother's  eye 

Sees  not  as  thine,  which  toins 
In  such  deep  reverence  to  the  sky. 

Where  the  rich  sunset  bams : 
It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  spring, 

Bom  amidst  violets  lone, 
A  rapture  o*cr  thy  soul  can  bring — 

A  dream,  to  his  unknown. 


The  tune  that  ipeaks  of  other  times — 

A  sorrowful  delight ! 
The  melody  of  distant  chimes. 

The  sound  of  waves  by  night, 
The  wind  that>  with  so  many  a  tone. 

Some  diord  within  can  thrill, — 
These  may  have  language  all  thine  own, 

To  him  a  mystery  stilL 

Tet  scorn  thou  not,  for  this,  the  true 

And  stead&st  love  of  yean ; 
The  kindly,  that  firom  childhood  grew. 

The  faithful  to  thy  tears ! 
If  there  be  one  that  o'er  the  dead 

Hath  in  thy  grief  borne  part. 
And  watch'd  through  sickness  by  thy  bed,- 

Call  Kit  a  kindred  heart ! 

But  for  those  bonds  all  perfect  made, 

Wherein  bright  spirits  blend. 
Like  sister  flowers  of  one  sweet  shade 

With  the  same  breeze  that  bend— 
For  that  full  bliss  of  thought  allied 

Never  to  mortals  given. 
Oh  !  lay  thy  lovely  dreams  aside. 

Or  lift  them  unto  heaven. 


THE  TRAVELLER  AT  THE  SOURCE  OF 

THE  KILK 

In  sunset's  light,  o'er  Afric  thrown, 

A  wanderer  proudly  stood 
Beside  the  well-spring,  deep  and  lone, 

Of  Egypt's  awful  flood — 

1  Brace's  mingled  feelings  on  arriring  at  the  souroe  of  the 
NOe,  are  thoa  portrayed  bj  Um :— "  I  was,  at  that  teiy  mo- 
ment, in  pniMoaaion  of  whathadfor  manj  jean  been  the  princi- 
pal object  of  xny  ambition  and  wjebei;  indifferance,  which,  ftom 
the  maal  infirmity  of  hnman  nature,  foDowi.atleastforatime, 
comideteeiOoyment, had  taken  placeoftt.   Themanhandthe 


The  cradle  of  that  mighty  birth,         . 
So  long  a  hidden  thing  to  earth  I 

He  heard  its  life's  first  mnxmnring  Bomid, 

A  low  mysterious  tone — 
A  mufflc  sought*  but  never  foond 

By  kings  and  wirriois  gone. 
He  Usten'd — and  his  heart  beat  high : 
That  was  the  song  of  victoiy  ! 

The  rapture  of  a  conqueror's  mood 
Buah'd  burning  through  his  frame, — 

The  depths  of  that  green  soUtnde 
Its  torrents  could  not  tame; 

Though  stillness  lay,  with  eve's  last  smlle^ 

Round  those  &r  fountains  of  the  Kile. 

Kight  came  with  stars.    Across  his  soul 
There  swept  a  sudden  change : 

E'en  at  the  pilgrim's  glorious  goal, 
A  shadow  daric  and  strange 

Breathed  from  the  thought,  so  swift  to  fidl 

O'er  triumph's  hour — umd  it  tkit  ail  9^ 


No  more  than  this  1    What  seem'd  it  eev 

first  by  that  spring  to  stand! 
A  thousand  streams  of  lovelier  flow 

Bathed  his  own  mountain-land  ! 
Whence,  fitr  o'er  waste  and  ocean  track. 
Their  wild,  sweet  voices,  call'd  him  back 

They  call'd  him  back  to  many  a  glade. 

His  childhood's  haunt  of  play. 
Where  brightly  through  the  beechen  shade 

Their  waters  glanced  away ; 
They  call'd  him,  with  their  sounding  waves. 
Back  to  his  father's  hills  and  graves. 

But,  darkly  mingling  with  the  thought 

Of  each  familiar  scene. 
Rose  up  a  fearful  vision,  fraught 

With  all  that  lay  between — 
The  Arab's  lance,  the  desert's  gloom. 
The  whirling  sands,  the  red  simoom ! 

Where  was  the  glow  of  power  and  pride  1 

The  spijit  bom  to  roam  ? 
His  alter'd  heart  within  him  died 

With  yearnings  for  his  home  I 

fountains  of  the  NDe,  upon  compariaon  with  the  rise  ofoaB} 
our  riven,  became  now  a  trifling  object  in  toy  ilghl  Imm 
bered  that  magnificent  scene  in  o^y  own  natfve  eoaBii7,«ki 
the  Tweed,  Gyde,  and  Annan,  xiie  in  on*  hUL  I  ktpa^ 
my  eorrow,  to  treat  the  inqoiij  about  tlie  aooivtof  thtlQi 
a  violent  effort  of  a  distempered  flmcy.* 
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A]l  ▼ainly  rtniggliiig  to  repress 
That  gush  of  painful  tenderness. 

He  wept !    The  stars  of  Africa  heaven 

Bshfeld  his  bursting  tears, 
ITcn  on  that  spot  where  fate  had  given 

The  meed  of  toiling  years  ! — 
0  Happiness  !  how  fax  we  flee 
Thine  own  sweet  paths  in  search  of  thcc  ! 


CASABIANCA.1 

Ths  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 

Whence  all  but  he  had  fled ; 
The  flame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck 

Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 

Tet  beautiful  and  bnght  he  stood^ 

As  bom  to  rule  the  storm — 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A  proud,  though  child-like  form. 

The  flames  roll'd  on — he  wotdd  not  go 

Without  his  father's  word ; 
That  father,  fliint  in  death  b^ow. 

His  Toioe  no  longer  heard. 

He  call'd  aloud : — "  Say,  father  !  say 

If  yet  my  task  is  done  1" 
Ho  knew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 
.Unocmscious  of  his  son. 

"  Speak,  father ! "  once  again  ho  cried, 

"HI  may  yet  be  gone  1" 
And  but  the  booming  shots  replied. 

And  lEkst  tho  flames  roll'd  on. 

Upon  his  brow  he  felt  their  breath. 

And  in  his  vraving  hair. 
And  look'd  from  that  lone  post  of  death 

In  still  yet  brave  despair; 

And  shooted  but  once  more  aloud, 

**  My  fadier  !  must  I  stay?" 
While  o'er  him  fiast^  through  sail  and  shroud. 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 

,Tbej  wnqpt  the  ship  in  splendour  wild, 
Thtj  caught  the  flag  on  high. 


salt* 

Mi  lllhstMt  kid  bttn  stendontd ;  and  periilMd  In  the 


OHiUsaca,  a  boy  abovft  thirteeii  ytsn  old, 
▲telml  of  the  Orient,  nnuUned  at  hii  port 
of  the  Nile)  after  the  ship  bed  token  Art, 


And  stream'd  above  the  gallant  child 
Like  banners  in  the  sky. 

There  came  a  burst  of  thunder-sound — 
The  boy — oh  I  where  was  he  1 

Ask  of  the  winds  that  &r  around 
"With  iVagments  strew'd  the  sea  ! — 

With  mast,  and  helm,  and  pennon  fiair. 
That  well  had  borne  their  part ; 

But  the  noblest  thing  which  perish'd  there 
Was  that  young  faithful  heart ! 


THE  DIAL  OF  FLOWERS.* 

'TwAS  a  lovely  thought  to  mark  the  hours. 

As  they  floated  in  light  away. 
By  the  opening  and  the  folding  flowers, 

That  laugh  to  the  summer's  day. 

Thus  had  each  moment  its  own  rich  hue. 

And  its  graceful  cup  and  beU, 
In  whose  oolour'd  vase  might  sleep  the  dow. 

Like  a  pearl  in  an  ocean-shell. 

To  such  sweet  signs  might  the  time  have  flow'd 

In  a  golden  current  on. 
Ere  from  the  garden,  man's  first  abode. 

The  glorious  guests  were  gone. 

So  might  the  days  have  been  brightly  told  — 
Those  days  of  song  and  dreams — 

When  shepherds  gather'd  their  flocks  of  old 
By  the  blue  Arcadian  streams. 

So  in  those  isles  of  delight,  that  rest 

Far  off  in  a  breezeless  main. 
Which  many  a  bark,  with  a  weaiy  quef;t^ 

Has  sought,  but  still  in  vain. 

Yet  is  not  hfe,  in  its  real  flight, 

Mark'd  thus — even  thus — on  earth. 

By  the  closing  of  one  hope's  delight. 
And  another's  gentle  birth  ? 

Oh  !  lot  us  live,  so  that  flower  by  flower. 

Shutting  in  turn,  may  leave 
A  lingerer  still  for  the  sunset  hour, 

A  charm  for  the  shaded  eve. 

ezploekm  of  the  veeesl,  when  the  flames  bed  readied  the  powder. 
>  This  dial  wee,  I  betteve,  fonned  by  Linnvns,  and  marked 
the  hotiss  by  the  opening  and  ekMing,  at  regnhr  inlcnrals,  ol 
the  iloim  arranged  in  it. 
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OUR  DAILY  PATHS.1 

**  Vmi^  thaD  prarall  agilBak  as,  or  dialiirb 
Ow  ekMrflU  flitth  Ite*  aU  wkteh  «•  MMd 
ItfkiUorblwtaf*."  WoBBMram. 

Thbbb's  beauty  all  arouzid  our  pathi^  if  but  6ur 

watchful  eyes 
Can  trace  it  midst  familiar  things,  and  through ' 

their  lowly  guise ; 
Wc  may  find  it  where  a  hedgerow  ■howeis  its 

blossoms  o'er  our  way. 
Or  a  cottage  window  sparkles  forth  in  the  last  red 

light  of  day. 

We  may  find  it  where  a  taring  shines  dear  beneath 

an  aged  tree, 
With  the  foxgloYe  o*er  the  water's  glass,  borne 

downwards  by  the  bee ; 
Or  where  a  swift  and  sunny  gleam  on  the  birchen 

stems  is  thrown, 
As  a  soft  wind  playing  parts  the  leaves,  in  copses 

green  and  lone. 

We  may  find  it  in  the  winter  boughs,  as  they  cross 

the  cold  blue  sky. 
While  soft  on  icy  pool  and  stream  their  pencil'd 

shadows  lie^ 
When  we  look  upon  their  tnceiy,  by  the  fidry 

frost-work  bound. 
Whence  the  flitting  redbreast  shakes  a  shower  of 

crystals  to  the  ground. 

Yes  !  beauty  dwells  in  all  our  paths — but  sorrow 
too  is  there  : 

How  oft  some  cloud  within  us  dims  the  bright, 
still  summer  air  ! 

When  wo  carry  our  sick  hearts  abroad  amidst  the 
joyous  things. 

That  through  the  leafy  places  glance  on  many- 
colour  d  wings, 

1  This  little  poem  derlTM  an  additioaal  intorest  from  being 
affoctingly  aModatod  with  a  luune  no  lea  dMingidsbed  than 
that  of  the  late  Mr  Dngald  Stewart.  The  admiration  he  al> 
^vays  exprened  for  Mrs  Uemans's  poetry,  was  mingled  with 
regret  that  she  so  generally  made  choice  of  melancholy  sub- 
jects; and  on  one  occasion,  he  sent  her.  throu^  a  mutual 
friend,  a  meenge  suggestive  of  his  widi  that  she  woidd  em- 
ploy her  fine  talents  in  gjring  more  consolatory  tiews  of  the 
ways  of  {Evidence,  thus  infiising  comfort  and  cheer  into 
the  bosoms  of  her  readers,  in  a  spirit  of  Christian  philosophy, 
which,  he  thought,  would  be  more  consoumt  with  the  pious 
mind  and  loving  heart  displayed  in  every  line  she  wrote,  than 
dwelling  on  what  was  painftil  aad  depiesriug,  however  beau- 
tiftill^  and  toochlnglysachiab>ectsmigtat  be  treated  of.  This 
ne«ige  was  ikithfblly  tzansmitted,  and  atanoat  by  retom  of 
post,  Mn  Hemans  (who  was  then  rtslding  in  Watos)  tent  to 


With  shadows  from  the  part  we  fill  tbe  hippf 

woodland  shades^  i 

And  a  mournful  memory  of  the  dead  is  with  ns  \ 

in  the  grades; 
And  our  dream-like  fimdcB  lend  the  wind  an  eaho'i 

plaintiye  tone 
Of  voices,  and  of  melodieay  and  of  sflireiylaa^iter 

gone. 

But  are  we  free  to  do  even  thus — to  wander  m 

we  will. 
Bearing  sad  visicms  througih  the  grove*  and  o'er 

the  breezy  hill  1 
No  !  in  our  daily  paths  He  cares,  that  ofttimei  bind 

us  feist. 
While  fix>m  their  narrow  round  wa  see  the  gdUen 

day  fleet  past 

They  hold  us  from  the  woodlark's  bnmti^  aod 
violet  dingles,  back. 

And  from  all  the  lovely  sounds  and  c^eaoB  in  tiie 
shining  rivcr^s  track ; 

They  bar  us  fix>m  our  heritage  of  q^ring-time,  hope, 
and  mirth. 

And  weigh  our  burden*d  spirits  down  with  tibe  cum- 
bering dust  of  earth. 

Yet  should  this  bel   Too  much,  too  soon,  deapaid- 

ingly  we  yield  ! 
A  better  lesson  we  are  taught  by  the  lilieB  of  the 

field! 
A  sweeter  by  the  birds  of  heaven — ^which  teD  m  \ 

in  their  fiight. 
Of  One  that  through  the  desert  air  for  evergoidtf 

them  right. 


Shall  not  this  knowledge  calm  our  hearts^  and  bid  ^ 
vain  conflicts  cease  1  | 

Ay,  when  they  commxme  with  themaelveB  inbolT  \ 
ho\u%  of  peace. 


the  kind  fnend  to  whom  it  had  been  ftirwardad,  the  yo»  fl* 
**  Our  DaOy  Paths,"  requesting  it  might  be  gtven  to  Vr 
Stewart,  with  an  assurance  of  her  gratitade  for  the  W«^ 
he  took  in  her  writings,  and  alleging  as  the  leasoa  of  A* 
mournful  strain  which  pervaded  them,  **  that  a  doadi  kof 
over  her  lifis  whSdi  she  eould  not  always  rise  abova." 

The  letter  reached  Mr  Stewart  Jost  as  he  was  rta|pl«i>l> 
the  carriage,  to  leave  his  country  residence  (KlnwiB  HiVii 
the  property  of  the  Duke  of  Hamilton)  for  Edinbor^  tt* 
last  time,  alas !  his  presence  was  ever  to  gladden  fluft  hofff 
home,  as  his  valuable  life  was  doeed  very  ahotl^  aHawi**' 
The  poem  was  read  to  hhn  by  his  daughter,  oo  his  vnv  ^ 
Edinburgli,  and  he  expressed  himsdf  in  tfaa 
diarmed  and  gratified  with  the  result  of  Uo 
some  of  the  lines  whidi  pleased  him  mora 
often  repeated  to  him  during  the 
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hat  by  the  lights  and  cloada  through 
ch  our  pathway  lies^ 
uty  and  the  grief  alike,  we  ai^  training 
the  skies ! 


DROSS  IN  THE  WILDERNESS. 

I  mournful  sat  an  Indian  chief, 

3d  sunset,  by  a  graaty  tomb ; 

lat  might  not  weep,  were  dark  with  grief, 

arms  folded  in  majestic  gloom ; 

)w  lay  imstrung,  beneath  tho'moimd 

ctiiied  the  gorgeous  waste  aroimd. 

cross  above  its  greensward  rose, 
:he  cedars  and  the  pines  that  there 
t  and  hope  had  struggled  with  his  woes, 
3d  from  the  dust  a  voice  of  prayer. 
3  hush'd — and  eve's  last  splendour  shone 
\i  sadness  on  th'  attesting  stone. 

e  a  lonely  traveller  o*er  the  wild, 

too,  paused  in  reverence  by  that  grave, 

)  tale  of  its  memorial,  piled 

I  the  forest  and  the  lake's  bright  wave ; 

rind  might  stir  a  withered  oak, 

3p  dream  of  age  his  accents  broke. 

ray  chieftain,  slowly  rising,  said — 
I'd  for  the  words,  which,  years  ago, 

these  waters.  Though  the  voice  is  fled 
nade  them  as  a  singing  fountain's  flow, 

I  sit  in  their  long-&ded  track, 
t  the  forest's  murmur  gives  them  back. 

:>u  of  him  whose  house  ia  lone  beneath? 
L  eagle  in  my  youthful  pride, 
the  seas  he  came,  with  summer's  breath, 
1  amidst  us,  on  the  lake's  green  side, 
imes  of  flowers  have  been  since  then — 
bringing  naught  like  him  again  I 

L  the  hunters  bow  and  spear  he  came, 
blue  hilla  to  chase  the  flying  roe ; 
irk  glory  of  the  woods  to  tame, 
their  cedars,  like  the  corn-stalks,  low; 
oad  tidings  of  all  holy  things, 
g  our  souls,  as  with  the  morning's  wings. 

t  yon  cypress  whisper  how  we  mot, 
y  brethren  that  from  earth  are  gone. 


Under  its  boughs  to  hear  his  voice,  which  yet 

Seems  through  their  gloom  to  send  asilveiy  tone  1 
He  told  of  One'the  grave's  dark  bonds  wbio  broke. 
And  our  hearts  bum'd  within  ns  as  he  spoke. 

"  He  told  of  fkr  and  sunny  lands,  whidi  lie 
Beyond  the  dust  wherein  our  fathers  dwell : 

Bright  must  they  be  !  for  &urt  are  none  that  die. 
And  none  that  weep,  andnone  that  say  'Farewell  !* 

He  came  to  guide  us  thither;  but  away 

The  Happy  calTd  him,  and  he  might  not  stay. 

"  We  saw  him  dowly  fSewie— athirst,  perchance. 
For  the  fireeh  waters  of  that  lovely  dime ; 

Yet  was  there  still  a  sunbeam  in  his  glance. 
And  on  his  gleaming  hair  no  touch  of  time — 

Therefore  we  hoped :  but  now  the  lake  looks  dim. 

For  the  green  summer  comes — and  finds  not  him ! 

"  We  gathered  round  him  in  the  dewy  hotir 
Of  one  still  mom,  beneath  his  chosen  tree ; 

From  his  clear  voice,  at  first,  the  words  of  power 
Came  low,  like  moanings  of  a  distant  sea; 

But  swell'd  and  shook  the  wilderness  ere  lon& 

As  if  the  spirit  of  the  breeze  grew  strong. 

"And  then  once  more  they  trembled  on  his  tongue, 
And  his  white  eyelids  flutter'd,  and  his.head 

Fell  back,  and  mist  upon  his  forehead  hung 

Know'st  thou  not  how  we  pass  to  join  the  deadi 

It  is  enough  I  he  sank  upon  my  breast — 

Our  firiend  that  loved  us^  he  was  gone  to  rest ! 

"  We  buried  him  where  he  was  wont  to  pray. 
By  the  calm  lake,  e'en  here,  at  eventide ; 

We  rear'd  this  cross  in  token  where  he  lay. 
For  on  the  cross,  he  said,  his  Lord  had  died  ! 

Now  hath  he  surely  reach'd,  o'er  mount  and  wave, 

That  flowery  land  whose  green  turf  hides  no  grave. 

"  But  I  am  sad  I    I  mourn  the  elear  light  taken 
Back  fix>m  my  people,  o'er  wnose  place  it  shone. 

The  pathway  to  the  better  shore  forsaken. 
And  the  true  words  forgotten,  save  by  one, 

Who  hears  them  fidntly  sounding  firom  the  past^ 

Mingled  with  death-songs  m  each  fitfUl  blast" 

Then  spoke  the  wanderer  forth  with  kindling  eye : 
"  Son  of  the  wilderness  !  despair  thou  not. 

Though  the  bright  hour  may  seem  to  thee  gone  by, 
And  the  cloud  settled  o'er  thy  nation's  lot ! 

Heaven  darkly  works— yet,  where  the  seed  hath 

been, 
There  shall  the  fruitage,  glowing  yet,  be 
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"  Hope  on,  hope  ever  ! — by  the  sudden  epringing 
Of  green  leaves  which  the  winter  hid  so  long ; 

And  by  the  buists  of  free,  triumphant  singing, 
After  cold  silent  months  the  woods  among; 

And  by  the  rending  of  the  frosen  chains, 

Which  bound  the  glorious  riverB  on  their  plains. 

"  Deem  not  the  words  of  light  that  here  were 
spoken. 
But  as  a  lovely  song,  to  leave  no  trace ; 
Tct  shall  the  gloom  which  wraps  thy  hUls  be 
broken. 
And  the  full  dayspring  rise  upon  thy  race  ! 
And  &ding  mists  the  better  path  disclose. 
And  the  wide  desert  blossom  as  the  rose." 

So  by  the  cross  they  parted,  in  the  wild. 
Each  fhuight  with  musings  for  life's  after  day. 

Memories  to  visit  one,  the  forest's  child. 
By  many  a  blue  stream  in  its  lonely  way ; 

And  upon  onte,  midst  busy  throngs  to  press 

Deep  thoughts  and  sad,  yet  full  of  holiness. 

[**  *  The  Cro«  in  Um  WQdenMn,*  by  Mn  H«nuuu,  ii  in 
every  way  worthy  of  her  ddightftil  genina ;  and  nothing  but 
want  of  room  prerenta  oa  from  quoting  it  entire.  Mra  He> 
mana  ia,  indeed,  Uie  atar  that  ahinea  moat  brightly  in  Uie 
liemisphere ;  and  in  every  thing  ahe  writea,  there  ia,  along 
with  a  fine  apixit  of  poetry,  a  atifl  finer  qiirit  of  moral  and 
religioaa  tmtii.  Of  all  the  fooude  poeta  of  the  day,  Mra 
Hemana  ia,  in  the  beat  aenae  of  the  word,  the  most  truly 
feminine — no  fidae  ^tter  about  her— no  oatentaiioua  diqday 
— no  gaudy  and  JingUog  ornaments — but,  as  an  English 
matron  ought  to  be,  simple,  sedate,  cheerful,  elegant,  and 
reli^otta.'*— PmorxaaoB.  W11.6ON  in  Blackwood's  Magazint. 
Dec  1828. 


LAST  RITES. 

Bt  the  mighty  minster  s  bell. 
Tolling  with  a  sudden  swell ; 
By  the  colours  half-mast  high. 
O'er  the  sea  hung  mournfully ; 

Know,  a  prince  hath  died  ! 

By  the  drum's  dull  muffled  sound, 
By  the  arms  that  sweep  the  ground. 
By  the  volleying  muskets'  tone^. 
Speak  ye  of  a  soldier  gone 

In  his  manhood's  pride. 

By  the  chanted  psalm  that  fills 
Reverently  the  ancient  hiUs,^ 

>  A  custom  stQI  retained  at  rural  funerals  in  some  parts  of 
England  and  Wales, 
s  **  It  ia  long  since  we  have  read  any  thing  more  beautiful 


Learn,  that  from  his  harvests  donfl^ 
Feasants  bear  a  brother  on 
To  his  last  repose. 

By  the  pall  of  snowy  white 
Through  the  yew-trees  gleaming  bright; 
By  the  garland  on  the  bier. 
Weep  !  a  maiden  claims  thy  tear — 
Broken  is  the  rose  ! 

• 

Which  is  the  tenderest  rite  of  all ! — 
Buried  virgin's  coronal. 
Requiem  o'er  the  monarch's  head. 
Farewell  gttn  for  warrior  dead. 

Herdsman's  funeral  hynm  1 

Tells  not  each  of  human  woe  1 
Each  of  hope  and  strength  brought  low ) 
Number  each  with  holy  things, 
If  one  chastening  thought  it  brings 
Eire  life's  day  grow  dim  I 


THE  HEBREW  MOTHER.' 

The  rose  was  in  rich  bloom  on  Sharon's  plain, 
When  a  young  mother,  with  her  first-born,  then 
Went  up  to  Zion ;  for  the  boy  was  vow'd 
Unto  the  Temple  service.    By  the  hand 
She  led  him,  and  her  silent  soul,  the  while, 
Oft  as  the  dewy  laughter  of  his  eye 
Met  her  sweet  serious  glance,  rejoiced  to  thinl: 
That  aught  so  pure,  so  beautiful  was  hers. 
To  bring  before  her  God.    So  pass'd  they  on 
O'er  Judoh's  hills ;  and  wheresoe'er  the  leaves 
Of  the  broad  sycamore  made  soxmds  at  noon, 
Like  lulling  rain-drops,  or  the  olive  boughs. 
With  their  cool  dimness,  cross'd  the  sultry  Ui 
Of  Syria's  heaven,  she  paused,  that  he  might  n 
Yet  from  her  own  meek  eyelids  chased  the  sk 
That  weigh'd  their  dark  fringe  down,  to  sit  1 

watch 
The  crimson  deepening  o'er  his  cheek's  reposi 
As  at  a  red  flower's  heart    And  where  a  foux 
Lay,  like  a  twilight  star,  midst  palmy  shades, 
Making  its  bank  green  gems  along  the  wild. 
There,  too,  she  linger  d,  from  the  diamond  wi 
Drawing  bright  water  for  lus  rosy  lips. 
And  softly  parting  clusters  of  jet  curls 
To  bathe  his  brow.    At  last  the  fiuie  was  reac 

than  the  following  poem  by  Bfra  Hemana.**— Blodhn 
Magaxine,    Jan.  1826. 
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The  euih*8  one  SBnctoaxy — uid  rapture  hush'd 
Her  bosom,  as  before  her,  through  the  day. 
It  rose,  a  mountain  of  white  marble,  steep'd 
In  light  like  floating  gold.    But  when  that  hour 
Waned  to  the  fieffewell  moment,  when  the  boy 
Lifted,  through  rainbow-gleaming  tears,  his  eye 
Beseechingly  to  hers,  and  half  in  fear,     [her  arm 
Tum'd  fix>m  the  white-robed  priest,  and  round 
Clung  even  as  joy  clings— the  deep  [^ring-tide 
Of  nature  then  swell'd  high,  and  o'er  her  child 
Bending,  her  soul  broke  forth  in  mingled  sounds 
Of  weeping  and  sad  song.    **  Alas  1"  she  cried,— 

"  Alas  !  my  boy,  thy  gentle  grasp  is  on  me, 
The  bright  tears  quiver  in  thy  pleading  eyes ; 

And  now  fond  thoughts  arise, 
And  silver  cords  again  to  earth  have  won  me, 
And  like  a  vine  thou  claspest  my  full  heart — 

How  shall  I  hence  depart? 

**  How  the  lone  paths  retrace  where  thou  wert 

playing 
So  late,  along  the  mountains,  at  my  side  1 

And  I,  in  joyous  pride. 
By  eveiy  place  of  flowers  my  course  delaying, 
Wove,  e*en  as  pearls,  the  lilies  round  thy  hair. 

Beholding  thee  so  fair  ! 

*'  And,  oh  I  the  home  whence  thy  bright  snule 

hath  parted, 
Will  it  not  seem  as  if  the  sunny  day 

Tum'd  from  its  door  away  1  [hearted. 

While  through  its  chambers  wandering,  weary- 
I  languish  for  thy  voice,  which  post  me  still 

Went  like  a  singing  rill  ? 

"  Under  the  palm-trees  thounomoresholt  meet  me. 
When  from  the  fount  at  evening  I  return. 

With  the  full  water-urn ; 
Kor  will  thy  sleep's  low  dove-like  breathings  greet 
As  midst  the  silence  of  the  stars  I  wake,        [me, 

And  watch  for  thy  dear  sake. 

^  And  thou,  will  slumber^s  dewy  cloud  fall  round 

thee, 
Vnthont  thy  mother^s  hand  to  smooth  thy  bed  1 

Wilt  thou  not  vainly  spread 
Thine  arms,  when  darkness  as  a  veil  hath  wound 
To  fold  my  neck,  and  lift  up,  in  thy  fear,     [thee, 

A  erj  which  none  shall  hear  ? 

"Whatbavelsaid,mychildl  Will ^enothear thee. 
Who  the  young  ravens  hearcth  from  their  nest  ? 
Shall  He  not  guard  thy  rest» 


And,  in  the  hush  of  holy  midnight  near  thee. 
Breathe  o*erthy  soul,  and  fill  its  dreams  with  joy  ? 
Thou  shalt  sleep  soft»  my  boy. 

"  I  give  thee  to  thy  Qod— ^e  Ood  that  gave  thee, 
A  well-spring  of  deep  gladness  to  my  heart  I 

And,  precious  as  thou  art. 
And  pure  as  dew  of  Hermon,  He  shall  have  thee. 
My  own,  my  beautiful,  my  tmdefiled  I 

And  thou  shalt  be  His  child. 

"  Therefore,  fiurewell  1  I  go — my  soul  may  fail  me. 
As  the  hart  panteth  for  the  water  brooks. 

Teaming  for  thy  sweet  looks. 
But  thou,  my  first-bom,  droop  not,  nor  bewail  me; 
Thou  in  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock  shalt  dwell. 

The  Rock  of  Strength.— Farewell ! " 

['*  It  would  be  wiarlKNiiely  aoparfluoos  to  enunwnte  tin 
long  mtIm  of  IjriGi  whidi  sho  now  poured  forth  with  incms- 
ing  eAmeftnen  and  r^ridUy,  and  without  whioh  none  of  the 
lighter  periodicals  of  the  day  nutde  its  appearmnoe.  One  or 
two,  howerer,  must  be  mentioned,  as  certain  to  snrriTe  so 
long  as  the  short  poem  shall  be  popular  in  Bn^nd.  *  The 
Trsasnres  of  the  I>eep,*  *  The  Hour  of  Death/  *  The  GrsTee 
of  a  Household,'  *  The  Cross  in  the  WUdemess,*  are  all  ad- 
mirable.  With  these,  too,  may  be  mentioned  thoee  poems 
in  which  a  short  descripiive  recitative  (to  borrow  a  word  Ihim 
the  opera)  introduces  a  lyrical  burst  of  passion  or  ngret,  or 
lamentation.  This  form  of  compodtion  became  so  especially 
popular  in  America,  that  hardly  a  poet  has  arisen ,  since  the  in- 
fluence of  Mrs  Hemans' genius  made  itself  Mt  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Atlantic,  who  has  not  attempted  something  of  a  similar 
subject  and  oonstraction.  *  The  Hebrew  Mother '  has  been 
followed  by  an  infinite  number  of  sketches  tmrn  Scripture : 
this  lyric,  too,  should  be  particularised  as  having  made  friends 
for  its  authoress  among  those  of  the  ancient  fitith  in  Eng- 
land. Among  the  last  strangers  iriio  visited  her,  eager  to 
thank  her  for  the  pleasure  her  writings  had  afforded  them, 
were  a  Jewiih  gentleman  and  lady,  who  entreated  to  be  ad- 
mitted by  the  author  of  the  *  Hebrew  Mother.*  '*— Chorlxy's 
Memorialt  ufMrtHemant,  p.  114-16. 

"  Her  '  Voice  of  Spring,*  her  *  Hour  of  Death,*  her  *  Trea- 
sures of  the  Deep,*  her  *  Graves  of  a  Household/  her  *  Eng- 
land's Dead,*  her  *  Trumpet,'  her  *  Hebrew  Mother,*  and  a 
host  of  similar  pieces— these  are  the  undying  Ujs,  the  lumps 
of  purs  gold.  We  do  not  think  thus  with  reference  to  Mrs 
Hemans'  lyrics  only ;  it  strikes  us  that  nearly  all  our  prssent 
poets  must  depend  for  ftiture  Ikma  on  their  shorter  pleoes.*'— 
lAUrarp  Magnet,  1838.] 


THE  WRECK. 

All  night  the  booming  minute^^ 
Had  peal'd  along  the  deep. 

And  mournfully  the  rising  sun 
LooVd  o'er  the  tide-worn  steep. 

A  bark  from  India's  coral  strand. 
Before  the  raging  blast. 
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Had  irail'd  her  topsails  to  the  sanc^ 
And  boVd  her  noble  mast. 

The  queenly  ship  ! — ^brave  hearts  had  striTen, 

And  true  ones  died  with  her  I 
We  saw  her  mi^ty  cable  rivex^ 

Like  floating  gossamer. 
We  saw  her  proud  flag  struck  that  mom — 

A  star  once  o'er  the  seasy— ' 
Her  anchor  gone,  her  deck  nptom. 

And  sadder  things  than  these  ! 

We  saw  her  treasures  cast  awiq^. 

The  rocks  with  pearls  were  sown; 
And,  strangely  sad,  the  ruby's  ray 

Flaah'd  out  o'er  fretted  stone. 
And  gold  was  strewn  the  wet  sands  o'er. 

Like  ashes  by  a  breeze ; 
And  goigeous  robes — but  oh  I  that  shore 

Had  sadder  things  than  these ! 

We  saw  the  strong  man  stall  and  low, 

A  crush'd  reed  thrown  aside ; 
Tet»  by  that  rigid  Up  and  brow. 

Not  without  strife  he  died. 
And  near  him  on  the  sea-weed  lay-^ 

Tin  then  we  had  not  wept — 
But  well  our  gushing  hearts  might  say. 

That  there  a  mother  slept ! 

For  her  pale  arms  a  babe  had  press'd 

With  such  a  wreathing  grasp. 
Billows  had  dash'd  o'er  that  fond  breasty 

Tet  not  undone  the  clasp. 
Her  very  tresses  bad  been  flimg 

To  wrap  the  fair  child's  form. 
Where  still  their  wet  long  streamers  faui^ 

All  tangled  by  the  storm. 

And  beautiful,  midst  that  wild  scene, 

Qleam'd  up  the  boy's  dead  £aoe. 
Like  slumber's,  ti-ustingly  serene. 

In  melancholy  grace. 
Deep  in  her  bosom  lay  his  head. 

With  half-shut  violet-eye — 
ffe  had  known  little  of  her  dread. 

Naught  of  her  agony  ! 

0  human  love !  whose  yearning  heart. 

Through  all  things  Tainly  true. 
So  stamps  upon  thy  mortal  part 

Its  passionate  adieu — 
Surely  thou  hast  another  lot : 

There  is  some  home  for  thee. 


Where  thou  shalt  ret^ 
The  moaning  of  the 


DOl 


THE  TRUMPET.! 

Ths  trumpet's  Toioe  hath  roused  the  huid- 

Lig^t  up  the  beadon  pyre  1 
A  hundred  hills  have  seen  the  brand. 

And  waved  the  sign  of  flreu 
A  hundred  bannefs  to  the  breeze 

Their  goigeous  folds  have  cast — 
And,  hark !  was  that  the  sound  of  seasi 

A  king  to  war  went  past 

The  chief  is  arming  in  his  hall. 

The  peasant  by  his  hearth; 
The  mourner  hears  the  thrilling  call. 

And  rises  firom  the  earth. 
The  mother  on  her  first-born  son 

Looks  with  a  boding  eye — 
They  come  not  back,  though  all  be  won. 

Whose  3roung  hearts  leap  so  high. 

The  baid  hath  ceased  his  song,  and  bound 

The  ialohion  to  his  aide ; 
E'en,  for  the  marriage  altar  crown'd. 

The  lover  quits  his  bride. 
And  all  this  haste,  and  change,  and  fear. 

By  earthly  clarion  spread  1 — 
How  will  it  be  when  kingdoms  hear 

The  blast  that  wakes  the  deadi 


EVENING  PRAYER, 

AT  A  girls'  school. 

"  Now  In  thy  jmith,  tweh  of  Him 
Wbo  glveih,  ttpbraldliif  nol. 
That  His  light  in  thy  hevt  bMomc  not  dUn, 

And  hii  lore  h«  onlbrgot ; 
And  thy  God,  in  th*  darkMt  ofdai*.  wiU  b« 
GreenncM,  and  benaty,  and  ■Cmsth  to  thee." 

BsBiiAnD  Baktmi. 

Hush  !  'tis  a  holy  hour.    The  quiet  room 
Seems  like  a  temple,  while  yon  soft  lamp  sheds 

A  faint  and  stany  rsdiance,  through  the  gloom 
And  the  sweet  stillness  down  on&ir  young  heads. 

With  all  their  clustering  locks,  imtouch'd  by  care, 

And  bow'd,  as  flowers  are  bow'd  with  night,  in 
prayer. 

1  "  We  cannot  refrain  quoting  another  poem  by  the  nme 
dlftingniiiied  writer.  It  has  something  8aMime.'*~J3todk- 
tMCKfr  Moffoxine,  Jan.  182S. 
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-'tis  lovely !    Childhood's  lip  and  check, 
og  beneaih  its  earnest  brow  of  thought ! 
it  what  seest  thou  in  those  fiur,  and  meek, 
kgile  things,  asbutfor  sunshine  wrought] — 
st  what  grief  must  nurture  for  the  sky, 
ith  must  fiuahion  for  eternity  ! 

creatures  1  that  will  sink  to  rest 
Tf  when  those  pure  orisons  are  done 
with  slumber's  honey-dew  opprest, 
the  dim  folded  leaves,  at  set  of  sun — 
our  hearts !  though  yet  no  sorrow  lies 
he  summ6r>heaven  of  those  dear  eyes. 

tresh  within  your  breasts  th'  untroubled 

rings 

e  make  melody  where'er  ye  tread, 

four  sleep  bright  shadows,  from  the  wings 

its  visiting  but  youth,  be  spread ; 

oso  flute-like  voices,  mingling  low, 

I's  tenderness — ^how  soon  her  woe  ! 

I  on  you — silent  tears  to  weep,      [hour, 
itient  smiles  to  wear  through  suffering's 
less  riches,  from  affection's  deep, 
ir  on  broken  reeds — a  wasted  showar! 
lake  idols,  and  to  find  them  day, 
ewail  that  worship.    Therefore  pray  I 

3  on  you — to  be  found  untired, 
ing  the  stars  out  by  the  bed  of  pain, 
ale  cheek,  and  yet  a  brow  inspired, 
true  heart  of  hope,  though  hope  be  vain ; 

0  bear  with  wrong,  to  cheer  decay, 
tolovc  through  all  things.  Therefore  pray! 

1  the  thought  of  this  calm  vesper  time, 
slow  murmuringsoimds  and  silvery  light, 
gh  the  dark  days  fieuling  from  their  prime, 
^eet  dew  to  keep  your  souls  frtmi  bliglit  1 
LI  forsake — Oh !  happy  to  have  given 
oken  heart's  first  firagrance  unto  heaven. 


THE  HOUR  OF  DEATH. 


U  Naturt  (TBlmcr  a  M  Uttst  a  IldM  mcmt  qa'oo 
rtdimtc.*'— CoBnim. 


BAVE8  have  their  time  to  fiill, 

'ers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath, 

;ar8  to  set — ^but  all, 

st  qJSL  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death  I 


Day  is  for  mortal  care. 
Eve,  for  glad  meetings  round  the  joyous  hearth, 
Night,  for  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of 

pimyer— 
But  all  for  thee;,  thou  mightiest  of  the  earth. 

The  banquet  hath  its  hour — 
Its  feverish  hour,  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wine ; 
There  comesaday  for  griefs  o'erwhelming  power, 
A  time  for  softer  tears — but  all  are  thine. 

Youth  and  the  opening  rose 
May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay. 

And  smile  at  thee — but  thou  art  not  of  those 
That  wait  the  ripen'd  bloom  to  seize  their  prey. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fiJl, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath. 

And  stars  to  set — but  all. 
Thou  hast  ott  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death  ! 

We  know  when  moons  shall  wane, 
When  Bunmier  birds  frx>m  &r  shall  cross  the  sea. 
When  antnmn'shue  shall  tinge  thegolden  grain- 
But  who  shall  teach  us  when  to  look  for  thee  ! 

Is  it  when  springes  first  gale 
Comes  forth  to  whisper  where  the  violets  lie  ? 
Is  it  when  roses  in  our  patlis  grow  pale  ? — 
They  have  <mt  season — aXL  are  ours  to  die  ! 

Thou  art  where  billows  foam. 
Thou  art  where  music  melts  upon  the  air ; 

Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home, 
And  the  world  calls  us  forth — and  thou  art  thcre^ 

Thou  art  where  fnend  meets  friend, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest — 

Thou  art  where  foe  meets  foe,  and  trumpets  rend 
The  skies,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princdy  crest. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fidl. 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's  breath. 

And  stars  to  set — ^but  all — 
Thou  hast  oXL  seasons  for  thine  own,  0  Death  ! 


THE  LOST  PLEIAD. 

"  LUn  tlM  kMk  FMftd  Mtn  do  mort  btlow."— Bnuw. 

Akd  is  there  gloiy  frx)m  the  heavens  departed  ? 
0  void  unmaik'd  1 — thy  sisters  of  the  sky 
Still  hold  their  place  on  high, 
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Thoughfirom  its  rank  thine  orb  so  long  hath  started. 
Thou,  that  no  more  art  seen  of  mortal  eye  ! 

Hath  the  night  lost  a  gem,  the  regal  nig^t  \ 
She  wears  her  crown  of  old  magnificence, 
Though  thou  art  exiled  thence — 

No  desert  seems  to  part  those  urns  of  light. 
Midst  the  fax  depths  of  purple  gloom  intense. 

They  rise  in  joy,  the  starry  myriads  burning — 
The  shepherd  greets  them  on  his  mountainsfreo ; 
And  from  the  silveiy  sea 
To  thom  the  sailor^s  wakeful  eye  is  turning^ — 
Unchanged  they  rise,  they  have  not  moum'd 
for  thee. 

Couldst  thou  be  shaken  from  thy  radiant  place, 
Even  as  a  dew-drop  from  the  myrtle  spray. 
Swept  by  the  wind  away  1 

Wert  thou  not  peopled  by  some  glorious  race. 
And  was  there  power  to  smite  them  with  decay  ? 

THiy,  who  shall  talk  of  thrones,  of  sceptres  riven  ? 

Bow*d  be  our  hearts  to  think  on  what  loe  are. 
When  frx>m  its  height  a£ar 
A  world  sioks  thus — and  yon  majestic  heayen 

Shines  not  the  less  for  that  one  Tanish'd  star  ! 


THE  CLIFFS  OF  DOVER. 

««  Tke  inrlolata  WmsA  oTth*  ng«  aad  fr«^-— Btwk*. 

Rocks  of  my  country  !  let  the  cloud 
Your  crested  heights  array. 

And  rise  ye  like  a  fortress  proud 
Above  the  suige  and  spray  ! 

My  spirit  greets  you  as  ye  stand, 
Breasting  the  billow's  foam : 

Oh  !  thus  for  ever  guard  the  laud. 
The  sever  d  land  of  home  ! 

I  have  left  rich  blue  skies  behind, 
Lighting  up  classic  shrines. 

And  music  in  the  southern  wind, 
And  sunshine  on  the  vines. 

The  breathings  of  the  myrtle  flowers 

Have  floated  o'er  my  vwiy ; 
The  pilgrim's  voice,  at  vesper  hours. 

Hath  soothed  me  with  its  lay. 


The  isleB  of  Greece,  the  hills  of  S|Md% 
The  purple  heavens  of  Borne — 

Tes,  all  are  prions, — ^yet  again 
I  bless  thee,  land  of  home  ! 

For  thine  the  Sobbath  peace,  my  land  ! 

And  thine  the  guarded  hearth ; 
And  thine  the  dead — the  noble  band. 

That  make  thee  holy  earth. 

Their  voices  meet  me  in  thy  breeae. 
Their  steps  are  on  thy  plains ; 

Their  names,  by  old  majestic  trees. 
Are  whisper'd  round  thy  fanes. 

Their  blood  hath  mingled  T^-ith  the  tide 

Of  thine  exulting  sea : 
Oh,  be  it  still  a  joy,  a  pride. 

To  live  and  die  for  thee  1 


THE  GRAVES  OF  MARTTRa 

The  kings  of  old  have  shrine  and  tomb 
In  many  a  minsters  haughty  gloom ; 
And  green,  along  the  ocean  side. 
The  mounds  arise  where  heroes  died ; 
But  show  me,  on  thy  flowery  breast. 
Earth  !  where  thy  nameUtt  martyrs  rest ! 

The  thousands  that,  uncheer'd  by  praise. 
Have  made  one  offering  of  their  days ; 
For  Truth,  for  Heaven,  for  Freedom's  sake, 
Resign'd  the  bitter  cup  to  take ; 
And  silently,  in  fearless  £Edth, 
Bowing  their  noble  souls  to  death. 

Where  sleep  they,  Earth  ?    By  no  proud  stoai 

Their  narrow  couch  of  rest  is  known ; 

The  still  sad  glory  of  their  name 

Hallows  no  fountain  unto  Fame  ; 

No — not  a  tree  the  record  bears 

Of  their  deep  thoughts  and  lonely  prayers. 

Tet  haply  all  around  lie  strew'd 
The  ashes  of  that  multitude : 
It  may  be  that  each  day  we  tread 
Where  thus  devoted  hearts  have  bled  ; 
And  the  young  flowers  our  children  sow. 
Take  root  in  holy  dust  below. 

Oh,  that  the  many-rustling  leaves, 

Which  round  our  homes  the  summer  wea;T0^ 
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Or  that  the  streams,  in  whose  glad  voice 
Our  own  fiuniliar  paths  rejoice. 
Might  whisper  through  the  starry  sky, 
To  tell  where  those  blest  slumberers  lie  ! 

Would  not  our  ixunost  hearts  be  still'd. 
With  knowledge  of  their  presence  fiU'd, 
And  by  its  breathings  taught  to  prize 
The  meekness  of  self-sacrifice  1 
— ^But  the  old  woods  and  sounding  waves 
Are  silent  of  those  hidden  graves. 

Yet  what  if  no  light  footstep  there 
In  pilgrim-love  and  awo  repair, 
So  let  it  be  I    Like  him,  whose  clay 
Deep  buried  by  his  Maker  ky, 
They  sleep  in  secret, — but  their  sod. 
Unknown  to  man,  is  marked  of  God ! 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

"  PrcfV,  prctmr.  prrgar, 
Ch'  mltro  ponno  t  moctall  al  pisngcr  natl  7  ** 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play. 
While  the  red  light  fieides  away ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye 
Ever  fbllowing  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Call'd  thy  harvest-work  to  leave — 
Pray :  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be. 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee ! 

Traveller,  in  the  stranger's  land, 
Eur  fix>m  thine  own  household  band ; 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone  ; 
Osptive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor  on  the  darkening  sea — 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee ! 

Warrior,  that  from  battle  won 
Breathest  now  at  set  of  sun ; 
Woman,  o'er  the  lowly  slain 
Weeping  on  his  burial-plain; 
Ye  that  triumph,  ye  that  sigh. 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie. 
Heaven's  first  star  alike  ye  see — 
Lift  the  heart  on^bend  the  knee ! 


Aurrsai. 


THE  VOICE  OF  HOME  TO  THE  PRODIGAL. 

"  Voo  Baoman,  aos  Wellan,  aai  MMwm, 
Wit  raft  w  dir  fimmdlldi  vnd  lind ; 
Wm  bMl  da  itt  wandarn,  to  traoara  ? 
Komm'  ipMaii,  da  ftaandllehM  Kind  1 " 

La  Xorrra  FooQmk 

Oh  !  when  wilt  thou  return 

To  thy  spirit's  early  loves  1 
To  the  fr'eshness  of  the  mom. 

To  the  stillness  of  the  groves  ] 

The  summer  birds  are  calling 

Thy  household  porch  around. 
And  the  merry  waters  falling 

With  sweet  laughter  in  their  sound. 

And  a  thousand  bright-vein'd  flowers. 
From  their  banks  of  moss  and  fern. 

Breathe  of  the  sunny  hours— 
But  when  wilt  thou  return  1 

Oh !  thou  hast  wandered  long 
From  thy  home  without  a  guide ; 

And  thy  native  woodland  song 
In  thine  altered  heart  hath  died. 

Thou  hast  flung  the  wealth  away, 

And  the  glory  of  thy  spring ; 
And  to  thee  the  leaves'  light  play 

Is  a  long-forgotten  thing. 


But  when  wilt  thou  return 
Sweet  dews  may  freshen  soon 

The  flower,  within  whose  urn 
Too  fiercely  gazed  the  noon. 

O'er  the  image  of  the  sky, 

Which  the  lake's  clear  bosom  wore^ 
Darkly  may  shadows  lie — 

But  not  for  evermore. 

Give  back  thy  heart  again 
To  the  freedom  of  the  woods. 

To  the  birds'  triumphant  strain, 
To  the  mountain  solitudes  ! 

But  when  wilt  thou  return  ? 

Along  thine  own  pure  air 
There  are  yotmg  sweet  voices  bome^ 

Oh  I  should  not  thine  be  there  ? 

Still  at  thy  Other's  board 
There  is  kept  a  place  for  thee; 
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And,  by  thy  smile  restored, 
Joy  round  the  hearth  shall  be. 

StiU  hath  thy  mothar*B  eye^ 
Thy  coming  step  to  greet, 

A  look  of  days  gone  by. 
Tender  and  gravely  sweet 

Still,  when  the  prayer  is  saidy 
For  thee  kind  bosoms  yearn. 

For  thee  fond  tears  are  shed — 
Oh !  when  wilt  thou  return  1 


THE  WAKENING. 

How  many  thousands  are  wakening  now ! 
Some  to  the  songs  from  the  forest  bough. 
To  the  rustling  of  leaves  at  the  lattioe  pane^ 
To  the  chiming  fiill  of  the  eariy  rain. 

And  some,  fax  out  on  the  deep  mid«ea, 
To  the  dash  of  the  waves  in  their  fDaming  glee. 
As  they  break  into  spny  on  the  ship's  tall  side. 
That  holds  through  the  tumult  her  path  of  pride. 

And  some — oh,  well  may  ikiexr  hearts  rejoice ! — 
To  the  gentle  sound  of  a  mother's  voice : 
Long  shall  they  yearn  for  that  kindly  tone. 
When  from  the  board  and  the  hearth  'tis  gone. 

And  some,  in  the  camp,  to  the  bugle's  breath. 
And  the  tramp  of  the  steed  on  the  echoing  heath, 
And  the  sudden  roar  of  the  hoatUe  gun. 
Which  tells  that  a  field  must  ere  nig^t  be  won. 

And  some,  in  the  gloomy  convict  cell. 

To  the  dull  deep  note  of  the  warning  bell. 

As  it  heavily  calls  them  forth  to  die, 

When  the  bright  sun  mounts  in  the  lau^bing  sky. 

And  some  to  the  peal  of  the  hunter  s  horn. 
And  some  to  the  din  from  the  city  bome^ 
And  some  to  the  rolling  of  torrent  floods. 
Far  midst  old  mountains  and  sc^emn  woods. 

So  are  we  roused  on  this  checkered  earth : 
Each  unto  light  hath  a  daily  birth ; 
Though  fearful  or  joyous,  though  sad  or  sweet, 
Are  the  voices  which  first  our  upspringing  meet. 

But  one  must  the  sound  be,  and  vnt  the  call, 
Wliich  from  the  dust  shall  awaken  us  all : 


One ! — ^but  to  sev6r*d  and  distant  doomiv 
How  shall  the  sleepers  arise  from.  th«  ton^a) 


THE  BREEZE  FROM  SHORE. 


[**  Pogtiy  wmhk  to  m  tt>  liw  liln—  of  i 
the  trothnf  of  jpothM  iidlng,  Wfttw  the  nliih  of  n 
pleeaores,  keeps  nnqnenched  the  enthuoaem  vfaitA  ma 
the  firing-time  of  oar  being,  refliMB  youthful  love,  etreagtfe 
oar  interait  in  hnman  natare,  by  rirld  ddineations  ol 
tenderett  and  loftiest  fedinga ;  and,  throagh  the  brigliti 
of  its  prophetic  Tirions,  he^ia  &lth  to  lay  bold  on  the  ftrt 
UliB.'*— CBAmriHO.] 


Jot  is  upon  the  lonely 

When  Indian  forests  pour 
Forth,  to  the  billow  and  the  breea^ 
Their  odours  from  the  shore ; 
Joy,  when  the  soft  air^s  fanning  sigh 
Bears  on  the  breath  of  Araby. 

Oh  I  welcome  are  the  winds  that  tell 

A  wanderer  of  the  deep 
Where,  £ur  away,  the  jasmineB  dweD, 
And  where  the  mjrnii-trees  weep ! 
Blest  on  the  sounding  sui^  and  foam 
Are  tidings  of  the  citron's  home  \ 

The  sailor  at  the  helm  they  meet. 

And  hope  his  bosom  stin^ 
Upspringing,  midst  the  waves,  to  greet 
The  fair  earth's  messengers. 
That  woo  him^  from  the  moaning  ty^yn^ 
Back  to  her  glorious  bowers  again. 

They  woo  him,  whispering  lovely  tales 

Of  many  a  flowering  glad^ 
And  fount  8  bright  gleam,  in  island  vales 
Of  golden-fruited  shade : 
Across  his  lone  ship's  wake  they  bring 
A  vision  and  a  glow  of  spring. 

And,  0  ye  masters  of  the  lay  ! 

Come  not  even  thus  your  songs 
That  meet  us  on  life's  weary  way. 
Amidst  her  toiling  throngs  1 
Yes  !  o'er  the  spirit  thusrthey  bear 
A  current  of  celesual  air. 


Their  power  is  frt>m  the  brighter 
That  in  our  birth  hath  part ; 

Their  tones  are  of  the  world,  which  time 
Sears  not  within  the  heart : 
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They  tell  us  of  the  liyiiig  light 
In  its  green  places  ever  bri^^t 

They  call  us,  with  a  voice  dirine, 

BadL  to  our  early  love, — 
Our  vows  of  youth  at  many  a  shrine^ 
Whence  fax  and  &st  we  rova 
Welcome  high  thought  and  holy  strain 
That  mike  us  Truth's  and  Heaven's  again  ! 


THE  DYING  IMPROVISATORK» 


**  My  kMrtaten  bt  povrVl  ovw 


Thb  q^t  of  my  land. 
It  vints  me  once  more  ! — thou^  I  must  die 
Furfhnn  the  myrtles  which  thy  breeze  hath  fmn'd, 

My  own  bright  Italy  I 

It  is,  it  is  thy  breath, 
Which  stirB  my  soul  e'en  yet,  as  wavering  flame 
Is  shaken  by  the  wind, — in  life  and  death 

Still  trembling,  yet  the  some  .' 

Oh  !  that  love's  quenchless  power 
Xil^  wait  my  voice  to  fill  thy  summer  sky. 
And  through  thy  groves  its  dying  muaio  shower, 

Italy  1  Italy  1 

Hie  nightingale  is  there, 
The  sunbeam's  glow,  the  citron  flower^s  perfume. 
The  south  wind's  whisper  in  the  scented  air — 

It  will  not  pierce  the  tomb  I 

Kever,  oh  1  never  more. 
On  thy  Rome's  purple  heaven  mine  eye  shall  dwell. 
Or  watflh  the  bright  waves  melt  along  thy  shore — 

My  Italy  1  farewell  1 

Alas  I — ^thy  hills  among 
Had  I  but  left  a  memory  of  my  name. 
Of  love  and  grief  one  deep,  true,  fervent  song, 
*  Unto  immortal  &me  ! 

But  like  a  lute*8  brief  tone, 
Uke  m  rose-odour  on  the  breeoes  cast^ 
Like  m  swift  flush  of  dayspring,  seen  and  gone, 

8o  hath  my  qMrit  pan'd — 

>  flMtlnl.  Um  Roman  Improriiatoro,  when  on  hit  death- 
Ud  st  Fart^  k  Hid  to  havt  pound  forth  a  Fartwdl  to  Italy, 
^Ua 


Pouring  itself  away 
As  a  wild  bird  amidst  the  foliage  turns 
That  which  within  him  triumphs,  beats,  or  bums. 

Into  a  fleeting  lay; 

That  swells,  and  floats,  and  dies, 
Leaving  no  echo  to  the  summer  woods 
Of  the  rich  breathings  and  impassion'd  sighs 

Which  thrill'd  their  solitudes. 

Tety  yet  remember  me  ! 
Friends !  that  upon  its  murmurs  oft  have  hung, 
When  fi»m  my  bosom,  joyously  aud  free. 

The  fiery  fountain  sprung. 

Under  the  dark  rich  blue 
Of  midnight  heavens,  and  on  the  star-lit  sea. 
And  when  woods  kindle  into  spring's  first  hue. 

Sweet  friends  1  remember  me  I 

And  in  the  marble  halls^ 
Where  life's  full  glow  the  dreams  of  beauty  wear. 
And  poet-thoughts  embodied  light  the  walls, 

Let  me  be  with  you  there  I 

Fain  would  I  bind,  for  you. 
My  memoiy  with  all  glorious  things  to  dwell ! 
Fain  bid  all  lovely  sounds  my  name  renew — 

Sweet  firiends !  bright  land  1  farewell  I 


MUSIC  OF  YESTERDAY. 


**0!  BMlaG«iat,lehfti]di«taimlr.  0INU nadi Hwm U«bwlr^ 

gigonni  ItU**— TuKK 


Thb  chord,  the  harp's  full  diord  is  hush'd. 

The  voice  hath  died  away. 
Whence  music,  like  sweet  waters,  gush'd 

But  yesterday. 

Th'  awakening  note,  the  breeze-like  swelL 

The  full  o'enweeping  tone, 
The  sounds  that  sigh'd  "  Farewell,  farewell !" 

Are  gone — all  gone  1 

The  love,  whose  fervent  Q>irit  pass'd 
With  the  rich  measure's  flow ; 

The  grief,  to  which  it  sank  at  last- 
Where  are  they  now? 

They  are  with  the  scents  by  summer's  breath 
Borne  from  a  rose  now  shed: 


A 
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With  the  words  fix>m  lips  long  aeal'd  in  death — 
For  erer  fled. 

The  sea-fihell  of  its  natiye  deep 

A  moaning  thrill  retains ; 
But  earth  and  air  no  record  keep 

Of  parted  strains. 

And  all  the  memories^  all  the  dreams. 

They  woke  in  floating  by; 
The  tender  thoughts,  th'  EHysian  gleams — 

Could  these  too  die  1 

They  died  1    As  on  the  water*s  breast 

The  ripple  melts  away. 
When  the  breeze  that  stirr'd  it  sinks  to  rest — 

So  perish'd  they ! 

Mysterious  in  their  sudden  birth. 

And  mournful  in  their  dose. 
Passing,  and  finding  not  on  earth 

Aim  or  repose. 

Whence  were  they  % — like  the  breath  of  flowers 

^Vlly  thus  to  come  and  go ! 
A  long,  long  journey  must  be  ours 

Ere  this  we  know  ! 


THE  FORSAKEN  HEARTH. 


Wm  mlr  Mdt  ?— Mir  fehHja  all«. 
Bin  w  gmu  Trrlatn  hicr !" 

T 


Mbloot. 


Thb  Hearth,  the  Hearth  is  desolate !  the  fire  is 

quench'd  and  gone 
That  into  happy  children's  eyes  once  brightly 

laughing  shone ; 
The  place  where  mirth  and  music  met  is  hush'd 

through  day  and  night 
Oh  !  for  one  kind,  one  sonny  fiice,  of  all  that  there 

made  light ! 

But  scattered  are  those  pleasant  smiles  a&r  by 

mount  and  shore. 
Like  gleaming  waters  from  one  spring  dispersed 

to  meet  no  more. 
Those  kindred  eyes  reflect  not  now  each  other  s 

joy  or  mirth, 
Unbound  is  that  sweet  wreath  of  home — alas  ! 

the  lonely  hearth  I 


The  voices  that  have  mingled  here  now 

another  tongue. 
Or  breathe,  perchance,  to  alien  ears  the  songi 

mother  sung. 
Sad,  strangely  sad,  in  stranger  lands^  uxaaX  i 

each  household  tone : 
The  hearth,  the  hearth  is  desolate!  the  1 

fire  qnench*d  and  gone ! 

But  are  they  speaking,  singing  yet,  as  in 

days  of  glee  1 
Those  voices,  are  they  lovely  still,  still  swc 

earth  or  seat 
Oh !  some  are  hush'd,  and  some  are  change^ 

never  shall  one  strain 
Blend  their  fraternal  cadences  triumphantly 

And  of  the  hearts  thai  here  were  link'd  by 

remembei'd  yeais, 
Alas  !  the  brother  knows  not  now  when  & 

sister  s  tears  ! 
One  haply  revels  at  the  feast^  while  one  m^  * 

alone : 
For  broken  is  the  household  chain,  the  brig^ 

quench'd  and  gone ! 

Not  so — ^'tis  fwt  a  broken  chain:  thy  me 

binds  them  still. 
Thou  holy  hearth  of  other  days !  thou^  < 

now  and  chilL 
The  smiles,  the  tears,  the  rites,  beheld  by 

attesting  stone. 
Have  yet  a  living  power  to  mark  thy  childre 

thine  own. 

The  father s  voice,  the  mothers  prayer,  th 

call'd  from  earth  away, 
With  music  rising  from  the  dead,  their  qurii 

shall  sway; 
And  by  the  past,  and  by  the  grave,  the  parte 

are  one. 
Though  the  loved  hearth  be  desolate,  the  b 

fire  quench'd  and  gone ! 


THE  DREAMER. 


"ThanlsBon^tklagM  twgettlac,  poaible  to  tk«  iai»4 .  i 
Mad  aeeidnita  magr,  and  will,  lalCTpo*  a  wil  1 


aadthB 
fiUwl  or  onvrikd,  tb*  inKriptloa 


lOHva-KA 


*<Thoa  iHMl  bMB  odl'd,  O  dMp 
Bat  lis  Um  hfKppy  wbo  lav*  calTd  tte*  •ft." 

Peace  to  thy  dreams !  thou  art  slumberingoc 
The  moonlight's  calm  is  \xgon  thy  brow; 
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>  love  that  o'erflows  thj  breast 
ihe  huah  of  thy  heart  at  reet-^ 
mt  of  a  flower  in  its  folded  bell, 
irough  the  woodlands  hath  sigh'd  fare- 


le  sad  memories  that  through  the  day 
;ht  on  thy  lonely  bosom  lay, 

■ 

thoughts  of  the  changed  and  dead, 
thee  as  winds  bow  the  willow's  head, 
gs  for  faces  and  voices  gone — 
>tten  ]    Sleep  on,  sleep  on ! 

■gotten  1    It  is  not  so  f 

ides  not  the  heart  fh>m  its  woe. 

er  thine  aspect  swift  changes  pass, 

md  shades  over  wavy  grass : 

hou.  Dreamer  1    0  love  and  grief ! 

orms  that  shake  e'en  the  closed-up 


cd  lips  there's  a  quivering  thrill, 
I  ere  its  chords  are  still ; 
silk  lashes  that  fringe  thine  eye, 
rge  tear  gathering  heavily — 
the  clouds  of  thy  spirit  press'd : 
dreamer !  this  is  not  rest ! 

ht  at  work  amidst  buried  hours — 
eeping  vigil  o'er  perish'd  flowers, 
•ar  within  us  mysterious  things .' 
and  Anguish,  unfathom'd  springs ; 
L — those  gulfs  of  the  heart  to  fill 
waves,  which  it  ne'er  may  stiU. 

we  pause  ere  we  gave  them  sway, 
I  peace  of  our  couch  away ! 
we  look  on  our  soiils  in  fear — 
o  fount  of  oblivion  here ! 
not,  the  mantle  of  sleep  beneath — 
870  if  under  the  wings  of  death  1 


E  WINGS  OF  THE  DOVE. 


Id  winga  VkM  %  dow,  tut  thMi  wmald  I  tkf  Awny 
and  bt  at  rest."— Pmlm  It. 


pr  thy  wings,  thou  dove  ! 
by  with  sunshine  on  thy  breast ; 
,  borne  like  thee  above, 
flee  away,  and  be  at  rest ! 


Where  wilt  fhou  fold  those  plimies. 
Bird  of  the  fbrest^hadows,  holiest  birdi 

In  what  rich  leafy  gloomsj, 
By  the  sweet  voice  of  hidden  waters  stirr'd  1 

Over  what  blessed  home, 
What  roof  with  dark,  deep  summer  foliage  crown*d^ 

0  fair  as  ocean's  foam  ! 
Shall  thy  bright  bosom  stied  a  gleam  around  1 

Or  seek'st  thou  some  old  shrine 
Of  nymph  or  saint,  no  more  by  votary  woo'd. 

Though  still,  as  if  divine. 
Breathing  a  spirit  o'er  the  solitude  ? 

Yet  wherefore  ask  thy  wayl 
Blest,  ever  blest,  whate'er  its  aim,  thou  art ! 

Unto  the  greenwood  spray. 
Bearing  no  dork  remembrance  at  thy  heart ! 

Ko  echoes  that  will  blend 
A  sadness  with  the  whispers  of  the  grove ; 

No  memoiy  of  a  friend 
Far  off,  or  dead,  or  changed  to  thee,'  thou  dove  i 

Oh !  to  some  cool  recess 
Take,  take  me  with  thee  on  the  summer  wind. 

Leaving  the  weariness 
And  all  the  fever  of  this  life  behind : 

The  aching  and  the  void 
Within  the  heart,  whereunto  none  reply, 

The  young  bright  hopes  dostroy'd — 
Bird  !  bear  mo  with  thee  through  the  sunny  sky ! 

Wild  'A'ish,  and  longing  vain. 
And  brief  upspringing  to  be  glad  and  free  ! 

Go  to  thy  woodland  reign : 
My  soul  is  bound  and  held — I  may  not  flee« 

For  even  by  all  the  fears  [unknown. 

And  thoughts  that  haunt  my  dreams — untold. 

And  burning  woman's  tears, 
Four'd  from  mine  eyes  in  silence  and  alone ; 

Had  I  thy  wings,  thou  dovo  I 
High  midst  the  gorgeous  isles  of  cloud  to  soar. 

Soon  the  strong  cords  of  love 
Would  draw  me  earthwards — homewards-^yet 
once  more. 


A 
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FK1BFCIJ.T  ud  moumfnU]' 

Thon  bidd'Et  the  eartli  brenell  \ 

And  jiet  thoa'it  pamii^  lorelieet  on 
Id  t,  brighter  land  to  dwelL 


The  Eiuuhine  of  that  shore 
Around  thee,  aa  a  g^oriom  robe. 


The  brceir  moaiD  nndering 
There  through  th'  E];mii  Bkj, 

Hath  no  deep  tone  that  aeema  to  float 
EVom  a  happier  time  gone  b;- 

Aod  there  the  dajr**  last  crimaon 

Oivea  tio  aad  memories  birth, 
'Sa  thought  of  dead  or  distant  fiiendz, 


Yet  fearfully  and  moutnfiilly 
Thou  bidd'sl  that  earth  farewell, 

Although  thou'rt  pasBing,  loveliest  oi 
lu  a  brighter  land  tO  dnelL 

A  land  where  all  is  deathless— 
The  sunny  inivoa  ropoee. 

The  wood  with  its  rich  melodies, 
The  summer  and  its  rose : 

A  land  that  sees  no  parting 
That  heon  no  sound  of  mgha. 

That  wnjta  thee  with  inunortal  air — 
Lift,  lilt  thoee  aniioaa  eyes  ! 

Oh  \  hour  like  (An,  thou  trembler ! 

Man's  Bpirit  fondly  clinga 
VTith  timid  Iotd,  to  this,  its  world 

Of  old  fiHuilinr  tliiugs  I 

We  pant,  we  thirst  for  fountiuns 
That  gush  not  hero  below  ! 


Mnn  tn  irtalch  P(;etic,  on  l»r  BIgbl 


On.  on  WB  toil,  aHured  by  dr«aii« 
Of  the  living  water'a  flow ; 

We  jnne  fat  Idndred  natorea 

To  mingle  with  our  own ; 
For  communings  more  full  and  hi( 
Thaa  HDght  bj  mortal  known : 

We  rtrire  with  briaf  aapiringa 
Agwnst  oiUbonda  in  vain; 

Yet  Bnmmon'd  to  be  free  at  last. 
Wo  shrink — and  clasp  our  chain 

And  fearfully  and  monmfully 
We  bid  the  eartli  brewell, 

l^nigb  pMdng  from  its  mist^  kiki 
In  a  brighter  worid  to  dweQ. 


TBE  BOOS  OF  MEMOKT. 


1  oo,  I  go  ! — and  most  mine  image  fade 
Prom  the  greeaapots wherein  my  diOdhood  pk 

ByUyOwnBtreams) 
Must  my  life  part  from  each  fomHiar  ^dae^ 
As  a  bird's  song,  that  leaves  the  woods  no  tn 

Of  its  lone  themes  I 

Will  the  &iend  pass  my  dwelling,  and  fbijet 
Tbo  welcomes  there,  the  hours  when  ws  hate 

In  grief  or  glee  ! 
All  the  sweet  counsel,  the  communion  high. 
The  kindiy  words  of  trust,  in  days  gone  by, 

pQur'd  full  and  &ee1 


Bid  the  wind  speak  of  loe  where  I  have  dwdl 
Bid  the  stream's  voice,  of  all  my  soul  hath  fel 
A  thought  rratore ! 

In  the  rich  rose,  whose  bloom  1  loved  bo  well 
In  the  dim  brooding  violet  of  the  dell. 

Set  deep  that  thougbt; 
And  let  tbe  snnsct's  meloneholy  glow. 
And  lot  the  spring's  first  whisper.  Glint  and  lo 

With  me  be  fraught  I 

AndMcmotranswerdmc: — "Wildwi^aodn 
I  have  no  hues  the  lovelieel  to  detwn 
In  the  heart's  core. 
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no  i^laee  they  held  in  bosoms  all  their  own, 
Soon  with  new  shadows  fill'd,  new  flowers  o*er> 
Is  theirs  no  more."*  [grown, 

HftsttAoK  each  power,  0  Love  1  And  Love  relied: 
— **  It  is  not  mine  t    Pour  out  thj  soul's  Ml  tide 

Of  hope  and  trust, 
Prayer,  tear,  doTotedness,  that  boon  to  gain — 
*Ti8  but  to  write,  with  the  heart's  fieiy  rain, 

Wild  words  on  dust !" 

Song,  is  the  gift  with  thee  1    I  ask  a  lay. 
Soft,  fervent,  deep,  that  will  not  pass  away 

From  the  still  breast ; 
Fni*d  with  a  tone — oh !  not  for  deathlees  fame, 
Bat  a  sweet  haunting  murmur  of  my  name, 

Where  it  would  rest. 

And  Song  made  answer — "  It  is  not  in  me. 
Though  call'd  immortal;  though  my  gifts  may  be 

All  but  divine. 
A  place  of  lonely  brightness  I  can  give : 
A  changeless  one,  where  thou  with  Love  wouldst 

This  is  not  mine  I**  [lii 


Diplli,  Deathl  wilt  ikou  the  restless  wish  fiilfill 
And  Death,  the  Strong  One,  spoke : — "I  can  but 

Each  Tain  regret.  [still 

Whii  if  forgotten! — All  thy  soul  would  crave, 
noa*  too,  within  the  mantle  of  the  grave. 

Wilt  soon  foiigef 


did  my  heart  in  lone  faint  sadness  die, 
Afl  from  til  nature's  voices  one  reply. 

Bat  one — was  given. 
*  EartlL  haa  no  heart,  fond  dreamer !  with  a  tone 
To  Mod  thee  back  the  spirit  of  thine  own — 

Seek  it  in  heaven." 


DBAKATIC   SCENE   BETWEEN   BRON- 
WYLPA  AND    RHYLLON. 

(la  ths  ilirinf  of  1885*  Mn  Hemaiu  removed  from  Bron- 
to  RbjUon,  another  bonae  bdonging  to  ber  brother, 
A  wmm  tfaftn  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  former  phuse ,  and 
iril  vtew  from  Its  windows.  The  dittanoe  being  so  ineoU' 
>,  tbli  eoold,  in  fact,  ecarcely  be  considered  as  a  re- 
Th«  two  booses,  each  situated  on  an  eminence  on 
rides  of  the  river  Clwyd,  confronted  each  other  so 
•oavaBitBlly,  that  a  telegraphic  communication  was  esta- 
UHhed  between  them,  (by  means  of  a  regular  set  of  signals 
■■d  vorahnhify,  similar  to  those  made  use  of  in  the  naTj,) 
aai  «■•  eairled  on  for  a  season  with  no  little  spirit,  greatly 
tP  the  — wsemeat  of  their  respective  inhabitants. 

SottlBr  eould  be  less  romantic  than  the  outward  appear- 
■Mi  of  Xn  Henans's  new  re^enoe— a  tall,  staring  brick 


hoose,  ahnoet  destftnte  of  trees,  and  unadorned  (fsr,  Indeed, 
from  being  thus  *' adorned  the  most*')  by  the  covering 
msntle  of  honsgrsoclUe,  Jessamhie,  or  any  such  diaritable 
drapery.i  Bronwylia,  on  the  contntry,  was  a  perfect  bower 
of  roees,  and  peeped  out  like  a  bird's  nest  from  amidst  the 
foliage  in  which  it  was  embosomed.  The  contrast  between 
the  two  dweOIngs  was  thus  playfn^y  descanted  upon  by  Mrs 
Hemans,  in  her  oontribntion  to  a  set  of  >siur  (taprit  called 
the  Bronwylia  Budget  for  lS2&.^2t€moir,  p.  87-8&] 

Bbokwtlfa,*  after  tktnding  for  tome  time  innlent 
cofUemplaHon  of  Rhtllon,  breakt  out  into  the  fol- 
lowing tekemetU  itrain  of  tUnpercUion, 

Tou  ugliest  of  fabrics !  you  horrible  eyesore ! 
I  wish  you  would  vanish,  or  put  on  a  visor ! 
In  the  face  of  the  sun,  without  covering  or  rag  on, 
Tou  stand  and  outstare  me,  like  any  red  dragon. 
With  your  great  green-eyed  windows,  in  boldness 

a  host,  [boast,) 

(The  only  green  things  which,  indeed,  you  can 
With  your  forehead  as  high,  and  as  bare  as  the  pate 
Which  an  eagle  once  took  for  a  stone  or  a  slate,' 
Tou  lift  yourself  up,  o*er  the  country  afar. 
As  who  would  say,  "  Look  at  me  1 — here  stands 

greatR!** 
Iplant — I  rear  forest  trees — shrubs  great  andsmall. 
To  wrap  myself  up  in— yon  peer  through  them  all ! 
With  your  lean  scraggy  neck  o'er  my  poplars  you 

rise ;  [eyes. 

Tou  watch  all  my  guests  with  your  wide  saucer 

(7a  a  paroxysm  of  rag€,) 
Tou  monster !  I  would  I  could  waken  some  morning. 
And  find  you  liad  taken  French  leave  without 

warning; 
Tou  should  never  be  sought  like  Aladdin's  fiuncd 

palace. 
Tou  spoil  my  sweet  temper — you  make  me  bear 

malice: 
For  it  if  a  hard  fate,  I  will  say  it  and  sing, 
Which  has  fix'd  me  to  gaze  on  so  frightful  a  thing. 

Rhtllon — (viih  dignified  eqnanimiiy.) 
Content  thee,  Bronwylfa,  what  means  all  this  rage? 
This  sudden  attack  on  my  quiet  old  age ! 
I  am  no  parcenu :  you  and  I,  my  good  brother. 
Have  stood  here  this  century  facing  each  other ; 
And  /  can  remember  the  days  that  are  gone, 
When  your  sides  were  no  better  array'd  than  my 

own. 

>  Its  conspicuoumess  has  since  been  a  good  deal  modified 
by  the  lowering  of  one  storey,  and  by  the  growth  of  the  sur- 
rounding plantations. 

s  Bronwylia  is  pronounced  as  written  Bromofflvai  and 
perhaps  the  nearest  English  approach  to  the  pronunciation 
of  Rhyllon,  would  be  by  nipposing  it  to  be  spelt  JtutiUn,  the 
u  sounded  as  in  but. 

*  Bronwylfs  is  here  soppoeed  to  allude  to  the  pate  of 
JEschylos,  upon  which  an  eagle  dropped  a  tortoise  to  crack 
tbeshelL 
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Nay,  tiie  tmih  shall  be  told— sinoe  you  float  me^ 

restore 
The  tall  scarlet  woodbme  yoa  took  firom  my  door ! 
Since  my  baldness  is  mocked,  and  Fm  fumed  to 

explain. 
Pray  give  me  my  laige  lanmstinns  again. 

{WA  a  Ume  of  propkelie  toUwudhf,) 
Bronwylfo!  Bronwylfal  thus  insolent  grown. 
Your  prideand  yonrpoplazBalike  most  come  down ! 
I  look  through  the  future  (and  far  I  can  see, 
As  St  Asaph  and  Denbigh  will  answer  for  me,) 

[In  ipfte,  however,  of  Ihe  imromantte  fktertor  of  b«r  new 
abode,  the  eeriier  part  of  Mn  UmauatB  rMldeact  at  Bliylloo 
maj,  periiape,  be  oooMered  ai  the  hippieeT  of  her  lUe ;  as 
far,  at  least,  ai  the  tana  h^ipincai  eoold  ever  he  fi^  appfied 
to  any  period  of  it  later  than  diiUhood.  The  house,  with  all 
its  Q^neaa,  was  large  and  eonTenient,  the  riew  from  ha  win- 
dows beantiftil  and  ezteoeiTe,  and  Its  dtoatioa,  on  a  fine 
green  dope,  terminating  in  a  piettj  woodland  dingle,  peea- 
liarly  bealthjand  cheerfiiL  Never,  periiapa,  had  she  OKwe 
tbmoogh  enjoyment  of  her  boys  than  In  witoearing.  and  often 
joining  hi,  their  sports  hi  thoae  pleasant  breei^  fields,  where 
the  kites  soered  so  trfnm|diantly,  and  the  hoope  trundled  so 
merrily,  and  wliere  the  cowsHpe  grew  as  oowsBps  had  never 
grown  befSore.  An  atmosphere  of  home  soon  gathered  round 
the  dwelUng ;  roeaa  were  pfamted  and  hooqraocklss  tryned, 
and  the  rustling  of  the  eolUary  poplar  near  her  window  was 
taken  to  her  heart  IQce  the  voice  of  a  Mend.  The  dingle  be- 
came a  CsTourite  haunt,  where  she  would  paa  many  dream- 
like hours  of  enjoyment  with  her  books,  and  her  own  sweet 
fitndes,  and  her  cliildren  playing  around  her.  Every  tree 
and  flower,  and  tuft  of  moss  that  sprang  amidst  its  green 
recesses,  was  invested  with  some  individaal  charm  by  that  rich 
imagination,  so  skilled  in 

"  Oothlnf  the  palpable  and  the  temUiar 
With  golden  eshaUtioM  of  the  dawn." 

Here,  on  what  the  boys  would  call  *  mamma's  sofa'— a 
little  gras^  mound  under  her  £sTOurite  beech-tree— she  tint 
read  Tlu  Talitwian,  and  lias  deecribed  the  scene  with  a  loving 
minuteness  in  her  H<mr  qf  Romance: — 

"  There  were  thlek  learce  above  me  and  araand. 

And  low  Bweet  ri«h*,  like  thoee  of  childhood'i  deep. 
Amides  their  dlnuien,  and  a  flftfU  eoand 

Aa  of  eoft  thowcrt  oa  water.    Dark  and  deep 
Laj  the  oak  thadowi  o'er  the  lorf-ee  atill 
They  eaemM  hot  pictured  gloeme;  a  hidden  rill 
Made  mnele    each  ae  haoots  os  in  a  dream— 
Uhdcr  the  fem-toftr :  and  a  tender  fleam 


And  in  spite  of  thy  sconi,and  of  all  thoQ  hasi 
From  my  kind  heart's  brick  bottono,  I  pity 

Bron! 
The  end  of  thy  toiling  and  planting  will  be 
That  thou  wilt  want  sonshine,  and  ask  it  ol 
Thou  wilt  say,  when  thou  wakest,  looking  o 

the  light, 
"I  suppose  it  is  morning; for Rhyllon  looks  bi 
While  I — my  green  eyes  with  their  teara  otc 

{Temdnif.) 
Come! — let  us  be  friends,  as  we  were  long 


Many 
she 
haunt: — 


■ghft.aabftha 
poorlag  threap  the  weeea 

after,  in  the  simnet  **  To  a 
with  a  fond  yearning,  this 


*«8Cinai«t]MeowaBpa 
O  fkr-off  HMCT  deU !  ** 


«fcf 


How  many  precious  memories  has  she 
thought  of  the  cowslip— that  flower ,  with  Its  *«  sold  eoi 
**  fairy  fiivours,**  which  is,  of  an  others,  so  asBoeiatod  V 
**  voice  of  happy  dtfldhood,**  and  was  to  her  ever  red 
the  hoars  when  her 

*«  Hcati  eo  leapt  lo  thai  tmmtt  ki^hl^'^lHii:  ' 

Another  fiavourite  resort  was  the  pictmesque  old 
over  the  Clwyd,  and  when  her  health  (which  wm  mi 
continual  variation,  but  waa  at  thia  tiaae  ooMirw  rota 
usual)  admitted  of  more  aspiring  acfalevenMDls.  she  d 
in  roaming  to  the  hiUs;  and  the  announceoient  of  a 
Cwm,>  a  remote  little  hamlet,  nestled  in  a  moantaia 
amidst  very  lovely  sylvan  scenery,  about  two  mfli 
Rbyllon,  would  be  joyously  echoed  by  her  elated  comf 
to  whom  the  recollection  of  these  happy  rambles  must 
be  unspeakably  dear.  Very  often,  at  the  outaci  < 
expeditions,  the  party  would  he  reinforced  by  the  add 
a  ctftain  little  Kitty  Jones,  a  chikl  from  a 
tage,  who  had  taken  an  especial  fancy  to  Mrs  U< 
was  contmually  watching  her  movements.  ThisDtltec 
never  saw  her  without  at  once  attaching:  heraeV  to  b 
and  confidingly  pUudng  its  tiny  hand  in  heia.  80  gr 
her  lore  for  children,  and  her  repugnance  to  hart  the 
of  any  living  creature,  that  she  never  would  sliaks 
singular  appendage,  but  let  little  Kitty  rejoice  In  har 
of  place,**  till  the  walk  became  too  kuig  for  her 
she  would  quietly  Call  behind  of  her  own 
p.  87-93.] 

I  Proooaneed  " 
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TO 
MRS  JOANNA  BAILUE, 

THn  YOLnKS,  A8  A  8UGBT  TOKSN  OF  OBATETUL  BEVIOT  AKD  ADXXBATIOK, 
IS  AFFBCnOVATELT  INSCBIBKD  BT  THS  AUTBOB.^ 

«*Mightl0r&r 
Than  •trtngth  of  ncnrt  and  sinaw,  or  tiw  iwaj 


« 


Of  magle,  potent  ortr  wn  and  star, 
!•  lovo,  thon^  oft  to  agony  distratt. 
And  though  Ms  Ctvoorite  Mat  ba  feebia  woman's  breast* 

Das  bt  sas  Loos  d«  Scbonan  anf  dor  arda.** 


WOUMWORTH. 
SCHILLBK. 


ARABELLA  STUART. 

'RB  Ladt  ARABKi.La,''  as  shs  has  baan  fraqoantly 
d,  was  disotndtd  tnm  Margaret,  aldest  dao^tsr  of 

TIL,  and  oonseqoantly  allied  by  birth  to EUxabath  as 
I  James  L  This  afflnlty  to  the  throne  proTsd  the  mls- 
e  of  her  life,  as  the  Jealousies  which  it  constantly  ez- 
n  her  royal  relatiTes,  who  were  anzkms  to  prtrent  her 
inf ,  shnt  her  out  from  the  enjoyment  of  that  domestie 
less  which  her  heart  aiq>ears  to  hare  so  fivrently 
L  By  asecret  but  early  discoTered union  with  WHliam 
or,  too  of  Lord  Beanchamp,  she  alarmed  the  cabinet 
MB,  and  the  wedded  lorers  were  Immediately  placed  in 
ta  oonflnement  From  this  th^  found  means  to  oon- 
romantlc  plan  of  escape ;  and  haring  won  over  a  female 
ant,  1^  whoee  assistance  she  was  dieguised  in  male 

Arabella,  thon^  fsint  from  recent  sickness  and  snfliBr- 
ola  out  in  the  night,  and  at  last  rsaehed  an  appointed 
rfaare  a  boat  and  senrants  ware  in  waiting.  She  am- 
I ;  and  at  break  of  day  a  French  Tcesel  engaged  to 
I  hsr  was  dIseoTered  and  gained.  As  Seymour,  how- 
sad  not  yet  arriTsd,  she  was  desirous  that  the  Tcesel 

lie  at  andior  for  him ;  but  this  wish  was  orerruled  1^ 
mpanioiis,  wlio,  contrary  to  her  entreaties,  hoisted  safl, 
h,"  s^rs  Disraeli,  "  occasfamed  so  &tal  a  termination 
I  romantic  adrenture.  Seymour,  indeed,  had  escaped 
ha  Tower ;  he  reached  the  wharf,  and  found  his  con- 
al  man  waiting  with  a  boat,  and  arriTsd  at  Lee.  The 
assed;  the  waves  were  rising ;  Arabella  was  not  there; 

the  distance  he  descried  a  TesseL  Hiring  a  llshennan 
»  him  00  board,  he  discorered,  to  his  grief,  on  hailing  it, 

was  not  the  French  ship  charged  with  his  Arabella ;  in 
r  and  oonfbsk>n  he  found  anotlier  ship  from  Newcastle, 

for  a  large  sum  aKocd  its  course,  and  Unded  him  in 
sn.**    Arabella,  meantime,  whiirt  impktring  her  atton- 

to  linger,  and  earnestly  looking  out  for  the  expected 
if  her  husband,  was  orertaken  in  Calais  Roads  by  a 
in  the  Ung'k  senrice,  and  brought  back  to  a  captirity. 

The  little  Tolume,  '  Records  of  Woman,*  which  yon 
gare  me  permisskm  to  hiscribe  to  you,**  wrote  Mrs  H.  to 
oanna  Bafllie,  **  is  now  in  the  press,  and  I  hope  I  shall 
tM  able  to  send  you  a  copy ;  and  that  the  dedication, 
is  fai  the  sfanplest  form,  win  be  honoured  by  your 
raL  Mr  Blackwood  b  its  publisher.** 
I  Uemans  always  q>oke  irith  pleasure  of  her  literary  In- 
ne  with  Mr  Blackwood,  in  whoee  dealings  ehe  reoog- 


nn&r  the  suflltting  of  which  her  mind  and  constitutton  gra- 
dually sank.  **  What  passed  in  that  dreadftd  imprisonment 
cannot  perhaps  be  recovered  fior  authentic  history,  but  enough 
is  known— that  her  mind  grew  impafaad,  that  she  finaUty  k»t 
her  reason,  and,  if  the  dmatkm  of  her  imprisonment  was 
short,  that  it  was  only  terminated  by  her  death.  Some  effu- 
sions, often  begun  and  never  ended,  written  and  erased,  in- 
coherent and  ratfonal,  yet  remain  among  her  papera.**— 
DlaaASU'a  CmioiiUa  <^UUrQiMrt, 

The  following  poem,  meant  as  some  record  of  her  &te,  and 
the  Imagined  fluctuations  of  her  thoughte  and  feelings,  is 
supposed  to  commence  during  the  time  of  her  first  imprison- 
ment, whilst  her  mind  was  yet  buoyed  up  by  the  oonsekma- 
nees  of  Seymour's  affection,  and  the  dwrtabed  hope  of  even- 
tual deliverance.] 

"Aad  U  Ml  loTt  Id  vatn 
TMtwttnOBgliwithfimtaliTlattomb?*'  Bi 


Pi 


'  FannoHl  ml  fla  n  oor  ebe  IwlBo  tenlo.** 


TwA8  but  a  dream  !    I  saw  tlie  stag  leap  free. 

Under  tlieboughs  where  early  birds  were  smging; 
I  stood  o'ershadow'd  by  the  greenwood  tree. 

And  heard,  it  seem'd,  a  sudden  bugle  ringing 
Far  through  a  royal  forest    Then  the  £Eiwn 
Shot,  like  a  gleam  of  light,  from  grassy  lawn 
To  secret  covert ;  and  the  smooth  turf  shook. 
And  lilies  quiver'd  by  the  glade*s  lone  brook. 
And  young  leaves  trembled,  as,  in  fleet  career, 
A  princely  band,  with  horn,  and  hound,  and  spcox. 
Like  a  rich  masque  swept  forth.    I  saw  the  danco 
Of  their  white  plumes,  that  bore  a  silvery  glanco 
Into  the  deep  wood's  heart ;  and  all  pass*d  by 
Save  one — ^I  met  the  smile  of  vm  dear  eye, 

nised  an  that  uprlghtneee  and  liberality  which  belonged  to  the 
sterUng  worth  of  his  character.  The  **  Records  of  Woman,** 
the  first  of  her  works  pubUihed  by  htm,  was  brought  out  In 
BCay  18S8.  This  vohime  was,  to  use  the  words  of  ite  author 
the  one  in  which  **  she  had  put  her  heart  and  individual  feel- 
inp  more  than  in  any  thing  else  she  had  written ;  **  and  it  is 
also,  and  periiape  consequent^,  the  one  which  has  held  ite 
ground  the  most  steadily  In  pubUe  favour.— if<mo<r,  p.  13&] 
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Flashing  out  joy  to  mine.    Yes,  thou  wert  there, 
Seymour  1    A  soft  wind  blew  the  clustering  hair 
Back  from  thy  gallant  brow,  as  thou  didst  rein 
Thy  courser,  turning  from  that  gorgeotis  train. 
And  fling,  methought,  thy  hunting  spear  away. 
And,  lightly  graceful  in  thy  green  array, 
Bound  to  my  side.  And  we,  that  met  and  parted 

Ever  in  dread  of  some  daxk  watchful  power. 
Won  back  to  childhood's  trust,  and  fearless- 
hearted. 

Blent  the  glad  Ailnees  of  our  thoughts  that  hour 
Even  like  the  mingling  of  sweet  streams,  beneath 
Dim  woven  leayesy  and  midst  the  floating  breath 
Of  hidden  forest-flowers. 

u. 
Tis  past  1    I  wake, 

A  ci^tiye,  and  alomB^  and  flu:  ttom  thee, 
Hy  lore  and  friend  i    Tet  fostering;  for  thy  sake, 

A  quenchless  hope  of  happiness  to  be ; 
And  feeling  still  n^  woman-iq>iiit  strong; 
In  the  deep  &ith  which  lifts  from  earthly  witmg 
A  heavenward  glance.    I  Imow,  I  know  oar  love 
Shall  yet  call  gentle  angels  from  above^ 
Bty  its  undying  liBXTOur,  and  prevail — 
Sendinga  breath,  as  of  the  spiingfs  first  gale,    [fiuse, 
Through  hearts  now  oold;  and,  raising  its  bright 
With  a  free  gush  of  sunny  tears,  erase 
The  characters  of  anguiRh.    In  this  trust, 
I  bear,  I  strive,  I  bow  not  to  the  dust. 
That  I  may  bring  thee  back  no  faded  form. 
No  bosom  chill'd  and  blighted  by  the  storm. 
But  all  my  youth's  first  treasures,  when  we  meet, 
Making  past  sorrow,  by  communion,  sweet. 

ni. 
And  thou  too  art  in  bonds !    Yet  droop  thou  no^ 
0  my  beloved !  there  is  tmt  hopeless  lot, 
But  one,  and  that  not  oiirs.    Beside  the  dead 
Thtre  sits  the  grief  that  mantles  up  its  head, 
Loathing  the  laughter  and  proud  pomp  of  light. 
When  darkness,  from  the  vainly  doting  sight 
Covers  its  beautiful  i^    If  thou  wert  gone 

To  the  grave's  bosom,  with  thy  radiant  brow — 
If  thy  deep-thrilling  voice,  with  that  low  tone 

Of  earnest  tenderness^  which  now,  even  now 
Seems  floating  through  my  soul,  were  music  taken 
For  ever  from  this  world — oh !  thus  forsaken 
Could  I  bear  on  %  Thou  livest,  thou  livest,  thou'rt 

mine! 
With  this  glad  thought  I  make  my  heart  a  shrine, 

1  "  WhOTesoever  you  are,  or  in  what  state  soerer  yonlw, 
It  BuiRceth  me  you  are  mine.  Rachd%oeptandvxmUlniA}»e 
tomfirriedt  because  her  children  were  no  more.    And  that 


Andby  the  lamp  which  quenchless  there  shaUborn, 
Sit  a  kme  watcher  for  the  day's  return. 

IV. 

And  lo !  the  joy  that  oometh  with  the  morning. 

Brightly  victorious  o'er  the  hours  of  care ! 
I  have  not  watch'd  in  vein,  serenely  scorning 

The  wild  and  busy  whispers  of  despair  1 
Thou  hast  sent  tidings,  as  of  heaven — ^I  wait 

The  hour,  the  sign,  for  blessed  flight  to  thee. 
Oh!  for  the  skylark's  wing  that  seeks  its  mate 

As  a  star  shoots ! — but  on  the  breezy  sea 
We  shall  meet  soon.    To  think  of  such  an  hour! 

Will  not  my  heart,  o'erburden'd  by  its  bliss, 
EEunt  and  give  way  within  me,  as  a  flower 

Borne  down  and  perishing  by  noontide's  kissT 
Yet  shall  I  fear  that  lot— the  perfect  rest^ 
The  full  deep  joy  of  dying  on  thy  biesBt^ 
After  long  Buffering  won  1    Soxidiadose 
Too  seldom  crowns  with  pettoe  aflectkni's  woes. 

V. 

Sunset  I    I  tell  escL  moment    From  the  skies 
The  last  red  q>lendour  floats  along  my  wall 
Like  a  king's  banner!    Now  it  mehi^  it  diesi 
I  see  one  star — ^I  hear — ^^twas  not  the  esU, 
Th'  expected  voioe ;  my  quick  heart  throbb'd  too 

soon. 
I  must  keep  vigil  till  yon  rising  moon 
Shower  down  leas  goldenhght  Beneath  her  beam 
Through  my  lone  lattice  pour'd,  I  sit  and  dream 
Of  summer  lands  afeu:,  where  holy  love. 
Under  the  vine  or  in  the  citron  grove. 
May  breathe  from  terror. 

Now  the  night  grows  deep^ 
And  silent  as  its  clouds,  and  full  of  sleep. 
I  hear  my  veins  beat.    Hark  1  a  bell's  slow  chime! 
My  heart  strikes  with  it.    Yet  again — 'tis  time! 
A  step ! — a  voice  !--or  but  a  rising  breeiet 
Haik ! — Chaste ! — I  come  to  meet  thee  on  tiie  «««^ 


VI. 

Now  never  more,  oh !  never,  in  the  worth 
Of  its  pure  cause,  let  sorrowing  love  on  earth 
Trust  fondly — never  more!    The  hope  is 
That  lit  my  Life,  the  voice  within  me  hush'd 
That  q>oke  sweet  oracles;  and  I  return 
To  lay  my  youth,  as  in  a  burial  nm. 
Where  sunshine  may  not  find  it    All  is  lostt 
No  tempest  met  our  barks — no  billow  toss'd; 

indeed,  U  the  remedileas  sorrow,  and  none  ^ !  **— Fra0>  * 
letter  of  Arabella  Stuart's  to  her  hosband—See  Citri9^^ 
{flAUraturc. 
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Tei  were  they  8ever*d,  even  as  we  must  be. 
That  80  have  loTed,  bo  striveii  our  hearts  to  fbee 
fVom  thnr  doae-ooiling  fiite !    In  Tain — in  irain  1 
The  dariL  links  meet^  and  clasp  themseLves  again. 
And  praBB  out  life.    Upon  the  deck  I  stood. 
And  a  white  sail  came  gliding  o'er  the  flood, 
Lake  some  proud  bird  of  ocean ;  then  mine  eye 
Strain'd  aoX,  one  moment  earlier  to  descry 
The  fonn  it  ached  for,  and  the  bark's  career 
flemn'd  alow  to  that  fimd  yearning :  it  drew  near, 
France  with  our  foes  I    What  boots  it  to  recall 
The  Btri£B!,  the  tears  1    Once  more  a  prison  wall 
Shnta  the  green  hills  and  woodlands  from  mysight, 
And  joyous  glance  of  watsn  to  the  Hg^t^ 
And  ihee^  my  Seymour! — thee ! 

Iwillnotsmk!      [thee! 

Thou,  Aon  hast  rent  the  heory  chain  that  bound 
And  this  shall  be  my  strength— ihe  joy  to  think 

That  thou  may'st  wander  with  heaven's  faveath 
around  thee, 
And  all  the  laughing  aky!    This  thought  shall  yet 
Shine  o'er  my  heart  a  radiant  amulet, 
Ouardingit  from  despair.  Thy  bonds  are  broken; 
And  nnto  met,  I  know,  thy  true  love's  token 
SShsU  one  day  be  deliverance,  thou^  the  years 
lie  dim  between,  o'erhung  with  mists  of  tears. 

vn. 
Hy  friend!  my  friend!  where  art.thou  ?  Day  by  day, 
GKding  like  some  dark  mournful  stream  away, 
Hy  silent  youth  flows  from  me.  Spring,  the  while. 

Comes  and  rains  beauty  on  the  kindling  boughs 
Bound  hall  and  hamlet ;  summer  with  her  smile 

misthegrcen  forest;  young  hearts  breathe  their 
▼ows; 
Brothers  long  parted  meet ;  &ir  children  rise 
Boondthe^adboard ;  hope  laughsfromlovingeyes: 
All  this  is  in  the  world ! — ^these  joys  lie  sown. 
The  dew  of  every  path !    On  <m«  alone 
Their  freshness  may  not  fall — ^the  stricken  deer 
Dying  of  thirst  with  all  the  waters  near. 

vnL 
Te  are  from  dingle  and  fresh  glade,  yo  flowen ! 

By  some  kind  hand  to  cheer  my  dungeon  sent; 
O'er  you  the  oak  shed  down  the  summer  showers, 

And  the  lark's  nest  was  where  your  bri^t  cups 
bent» 
Quivering  to  breeze  and  raindrop,  like  the  aheen 
Of  twilight  stars.  On  you  heaven's  eye  hath  been. 
Through  the  leaves  pouring  its  dork  sultry  blue 
Into  your  glowing  hearts ;  the  bee  to  you 
Both  murmured,  and  the  rilL    My  soul  grows  £unt 
With  passionate  yearning,  as  its  quick  dreams  paint 


Yourhauntsbydellandstream — thegreen,  the  free. 
The  fuU  of  all  sweet  sound — ^the  shut  from  me ! 

IX. 

There  went  a  swift  bird  singing  past  my  cell 

0  Love  and  Freedom !  ye  are  lovely  things ! 
With  you  the  peasant  on  the  hills  may  dwell. 

And  by  the  streams.  But  I — the  blood  of  kings, 
A  proud  unmingling  river,  through  my  vems 
Flows  in  lone  brightness,  and  its  gifts  are  chains ! 
Slings ! — ^I  had  silent  vimons  of  deep  bliss, 
Leaving  their  thrones  far  distant ;  and  for  this 
I  am  cast  under  their  triumphal  car, 
Aninsecttobecrush'd!    Oh!  heaven  is  far — 
Earth  pitiless ! 

Dost  thou  forgot  me,  Seymour?    I  am  proved 
So  long,  BO  sternly !    Seymour,  my  beloved ! 
There  are  such  tales  of  holy  marvels  done. 
By  strong  offiBction,  of  deliverance  won 
Throughitsprevailingpower!  Arethesethingstold 
Till  the  young  weep  with  rapture,  and  the  old 
Wonder,  yet  dare  not  doubt;  and  thou!  oh,  thou! 

Dost  thou  forget  me  in  my  hope's  decay? — 
Thou  canst  not !    Through  the  silent  night,  even 
now, 

I,  that  need  prayer  so  much,  awake  and  pray 
Still  first  for  thee.    O  gentle,  gentle  friend ! 
How  shall  I  bear  this  anguish  to  the  endl 

Aid! — oomes  there  yet  no  aid  1  The  voice  of  blood 
Passes  heaven's  gate,  even  ere  the  crimson  flood 
Sinks  through  the  greensward !    Istheronotacry 
From  the  wrung  heart,  of  power,  through  agony. 
To  pierce  the  clouds  1    Hear,  Mercy ! — ^hear  me ! 

None 
That  bleed  and  weep  beneath  the  smiling  sun 
Have  heavier  cause !    Tot  hear ! — ^my  eonl  grows 

dark! 

Who  hears  the  last  shriek  from  the  sinking  bark      I 
On  the  mid  seas,  and  with  the  storm  alone,  '  ! 

And  bearing  to  the  abyss,  unseen,  unknown, 
Its  freight  of  human  hearts  1    Th'  o'ermastering 

wave! 
Who  shall  tell  how  it  rush'd — and  none  to  save ! 

Thou  hast  forsaken  me !    I  feel,  I  know. 
There  would  be  rescue  if  this  were  not  so. 
Thou'rt  at  the  chase,  thou'rt  at  the  festive  board, 
Thou'rt  where  the  red  wine  free  and  high  is  pour'd, 
Thou'rt  where  the  dancers  meet !    A  magic  glass 
Is  set  within  my  soul,  and  proud  shapes  pass. 
Flushing  it  o'er  with  pomp  from  bower  and  hall : 
I  see  one  shadow,  stateliest  there  of  all — 


\ 
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Thine  i  Wliat  dost  <4<m  amidst  the  bright  and  &ir, 
Whisperiiig  light  words,  and  mocking  my  despair? 
It  is  not  well  of  thee  I  My  lore  was  more 
Than  fiery  song  may  breathe,  d^thonghtezplore; 
And  there  thou  smilest^  while  my  heart  is  dying, 
With  all  its  blighted  hopes  around  it  lying : 
Even  thou,  on  whom  they  hung  their  last  green 

leaf 

Tet  smile,  smile  on !  too  bright  art  thou  for  grief! 

Death  I    What !  is  death  a  lock'd  and  treasured 

thing. 
Guarded  by  swords  of  firel^  a  hidden  spring, 
A  fiibled  firuit»  that  I  should  thus  endure, 
As  if  the  world  within  me  held  no  cure  1 
Wherefore  not  spread  free  wings Heaven, 

heaven!  control 
These  thoughts ! — ^they  rush — I  look  into  my  soul 
As  down  a  gulf,  and  tremble  at  the  array 
Of  fierce  forms  crowding  it  I  Give  strength  to  pray ! 
So  shall  their  daric  host  pass. 

The  storm  is  still'd. 

Father  in  Heaven !  thou,  only  thou,  canst  sound 
The  heart's  great  deep,  with  floods  of  anguish  fill'd. 

For  human  line  too  fearfully  profound. 
Therefore,  forgive,  my  Father  !  if  thy  child, 
Rock'd  on  Its  heaving  darkness,  hath  grown  wild. 
And  sinn'd  in  her  despair  I    It  well  may  be 
That  thou  wouldst  lead  my  spirit  back  to  thee. 
By  the  crush'd  hope  too  long  on  this  world  pour'd — 
The  stricken  love  which  hath  perchance  adored 
A  mortal  in  thy  place  !    Now  let  me  strive 
With  thy  strong  arm  no  more  I    Forgive,  forgive ! 
Take  me  to  peace  ! 

And  peace  at  last  is  nigh. 
A  sign  is  on  my  brow,  a  token  sent 
Th'  o'erweariod  dust  firom  home :  no  breeze  flits  by, 
But  calls  me  with  a  strange  sweet  whisper,  blent 
Of  many  mysteries. 

Hark  !  the  warning  tone 
Deepens — ^its  word  is  Deaih  I    Alone,  alone. 
And  sad  in  youth,  but  chastened,  I  depart, 
Bowing  to  heaven.     Yet,  yet  my  woman's  heart 
Shall  wake  a  spirit  and  a  power  to  bless. 
Even  in  this  hour's  o'ershadowing  fearfiilncss, 
Thee,  its  first  love  !    0  tender  still,  and  true ! 
Be  it  forgotten  if  mine  anguish  threw 
Drops  from  its  bitter  fountain  on  thy  name. 
Though  but  a  moment ! 

^  "And  if  yoa  remember  of  old,  /  dart  die.  Contider 
^»!ut  tiie  world  would  conodre  if  I  should  be  violently  en- 
forced to  do  VL^^^FragmmU  fifher  LtUen, 


Now,  with  ikmting  finama. 
With  soul  just  lingering  on  the  flight  begun. 
To  bind  for  thee  its  last  dim  thoughts  in  one^ 
I  bless  thee  !    Peace  be  on  thy  noble  head. 
Tears  of  bright  fiune,  when  I  am  with  the  dead! 
I  bid  this  prayer  survive  me,  and  retain 
Its  mi^^t,  again  to  bless  thee,  and  again ! 
Thou  hast  been  gather'd  into  my  dark  £ite 
Too  much ;  too  long,  for  my  sake,  desolate 
Hath  been  thine  exiled  youth :  but  now  tiJui  bad^ 
From  dying  hands,  thy  fieedom,  and  retnusk 
(After  a  few  kind  tears  for  her  whose  days 
Went  out  in  dreams  of  thee)  the  sunny  ways 
Of  hope,  and  find  thou  happiness !    Tet  send 
Even  then,  in  silent  houn,  a  thou^^  dear  fiimd 
Down  to  my  voiceless  chamber;  for  thy  love 
Hath  been  to  me  all  gifts  of  earth,  above. 
Though  bought  with  burning  tears!   ItisthestiQi 
Of  death  to  leave  that  vainly-predouB  thing 
In  this  cold  world  !    WThat  were  it,  then^  if  thou 
With  thy  fond  eyes,  wert  gazing  on  me  now  I 
Too  keen  a  pang  !    Farewell  I  and  yet  once  moR 
Farewell !    The  passion  of  long  years  I  poor 
Into  that  word !    Thou  heai'st  dot — but  the  woi 
And  fervour  of  its  tones  may  one  day  flow 
To  thy  heart's  holy  place :  there  let  them  dwdL 
We  shall  o'ersweep  the  grave  to  meet   Farewell 
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■P«ar!    I1naGr«d(,Md  bowahoaldlft 
A  aUvc,  and  wherefore  ekoold  I  dread  1117 


I  wiU  not  lire  desraded." 


SAXBAXAiVAUia* 


Come  firom  the  woods  with  the  citron-flowen^ 
Come  with  your  lyres  for  the  festal  hours. 
Maids  of  bright  Scio !    They  came,  and  the  breec 
Bore  their  sweet  songs  o'er  the  Grecian  seas; 
They  came,  and  Eudora  stood  robed  and  crom'd, 
The  bride  of  the  mom,  with  her  train  around. 
Jewels  flaah'd  out  from  her  braided  hair. 
Like  starry  dews  midst  the  roses  there ; 
Pearls  on  her  bosom  quivering  shone, 
Heaved  by  her  heart  through  its  golden  sone. 
But  a  brow,  as  those  genuT  of  the  ocean  pak^ 
Glcam'd  from  beneath  her  transparoit  veil; 
Changeful  and  faint  was  her  fiedr  cheek's  hoe. 
Though  clear  as  a  flower  which  the  light  loob 
through ; 

3  Founded  on  a  circumstance  rdated  in  the  Second  Stfi0 
of  the  Curiosilia  c/  Literature,  and  forming  part  of  1 1 
in  the  <*  Painted  Biography  "  tlMC«  d«erib«d. 
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B  glance  of  her  dark  resplendent  eje, 
aspect  of  woman  at  times  too  high, 
kting  in  mists,  which  the  troubled  stream 
Kml  sent  up  o'er  its  fervid  beam. 

k'd  on  the  Tine  at  her  &ther*s  door, 
e  that  is  leaving  his  native  shore ; 
ig  o*er  the  myrtle  once  call'd  her  own, 
eenly  waved  by  the  threshold  stone ; 
Q*d — and  her  mother^s  gaze  brought  back 
le  of  her  childhood's  faded  track. 
Lsh  the  song,  and  let  her  tears 
•  the  dream  of  her  early  years  ! 
td  pure  are  the  drops  that  fidl 
bo  young  bride  goes  from  her  fiither^s  hall ; 
s  \mto  love  yet  untried  and  new, 
ts  from  love  which  hath  still  been  true : 
i  the  song  and  the  choral  strain, 
heart's  deep  well-spring  is  clear  again  ! 
>t  on  her  mother's  faithful  breast, 
)abe  that  sobs  itself  to  rest ; 
)t — ^yet  laid  her  hand  awhile 
liat  waited  her  dawning  smile — 
I's  affianced,  nor  cherish'd  less 
gush  of  nature's  tenderness  1 
3d  her  graceful  head  at  last — 
(king  swell  of  her  heart  was  past ; 
'  lovely  thoughts  from  their  cells  found  way 
udden  flow  of  a  plaintive  lay.  ^ 

THE  BRIDE'S  FAREWELL. 

do  I  weep  ?    To  leave  the  vine 
lose  clusters  o'er  me  bend ; 
nyrtle — yet,  oh  call  it  mine  1 — 
e  flowers  I  loved  to  tend. 
)usand  thoughts  of  all  things  dear 
:e  shadows  o'er  me  sweep ; 
e  my  sunny  childhood  here, 
!  therefore  let  me  weep  ! 

^e  thee,  sister  I    We  have  play'd 
rough  many  a  joyous  hour, 
•e  the  silvery  green  of  the  olive  shade 
ng  dim  o'er  fount  and  bower. 

thou  and  I,  by  stream,  by  shore, 
song,  in  prayer,  in  sleep, 

been  as  we  may  be  no  more — 
id  sister,  let  me  weep  ! 

re  thee,  father  !    Eve's  bright  moon 
ist  now  light  other  feet, 

Mk  bride,  on  leaving  ber  father's  hooae,  takes  leave  of 
b  and  relatives  frequently  in  extemporaneous  verses. 
iimiXL's  ChanU  PopuMra  de  la  Qriee  Modtrne, 


With  the  gather'd  grapes,  and  the  lyre  in  tune. 

Thy  homeward  step  to  greet 
Thou  in  whose  voice,  to  bless  thy  child, 

Lay  tones  of  love  so  deep. 
Whose  eye  o'er  all  my  youth  hath  smiled — 

I  leave  thee  1  let  me  weep  ! 

Mother !  I  leave  thee !    On  thy  breast 

Pouring  out  joy  and  woe, 
I  have  found  that  holy  place  of  rest 

Still  changeless — yet  I  go  1 
Lips,  that  have  lull'd  me  with  your  strain ! 

Eyes,  that  have  watch'd  my  sleep  ! 
Will  earth  give  love  like  ifoun  again  1 — 

Sweet  mother !  let  me  weep  ! 

And  like  a  slight  young  tree,  that  throws 
The  weight  of  rain  from  its  drooping  boughs, 
Once  more  she  wept    But  a  changeful  thing 
Is  the  human  heart — as  a  motmtain  spring 
That  works  its  way,  through  the  torrent's  foam. 
To  the  bright  pool  near  it,  the  lily's  home  t 
It  is  well  1 — The  cloud  on  her  soul  that  lay. 
Hath  melted  in  glittering  drops  away. 
Wake  again,  mingle,  sweet  flute  and  lyre  ! 
She  turns  to  her  lover,  she  leaves  her  sire. 
Mother !  on  eaiih  it  must  still  be  so : 
Thou  rearest  the  lovely  to  see  them  go  t 

They  are  moving  onward,  the  bridal  throng, 
Te  may  track  their  way  by  the  swells  of  song  ; 
Te  may  catch  through  the  foliage  their  white  robetf 

gleam, 
Like  a  swan  midst  the  reeds  of  a  shadowy  stream; 
Their  arms  bear  up  garlands,  their  gliding  tread 
Is  over  the  deep-vein'd  violet's  bed ;  [above. 

They  have  light  leaves  aroimd  them,  blue  skies 
An  arch  for  the  triumph  of  youth  and  love  ! 

n. 
Still  and  sweet  was  the  home  that  stood 
In  the  flowering  depths  of  a  Grecian  wood. 
With  the  soft  green  light  o'er  its  low  roof  spread, 
As  if  frx>m  the  glow  of  an  emerald  shed. 
Pouring  through  lime-leaves  that  mingled  on  high. 
Asleep  in  the  silence  of  noon's  clear  sky. 
Citrons  amidst  their  dark  foliage  glow'd. 
Making  a  gleam  round  the  lone  abode ; 
Laurels  o'erhung  it,  whose  fiuntest  shiver 
Scattered  out  rays  like  a  glancing  river; 
Stars  of  the  jasmine  its  pillars  crown'd. 
Vine-stalks  its  lattice  and  walls  had  bound; 
And  brightly  before  it  a  fountain's  play 
Flung  showers  through  a  thicket  of  glossy  bay,  . 
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To  a  cypross  which  rose  in  that  flaahing  lain. 
Like  one  tall  ahaft  of  aome  Billen  Ana. 


And  thither  lanthis  had  bran^t  hia  bride^ 
And  the  gncata  were  met  by  that 
They  lifted  the  yeil  from  Eadora*a 
It  smiled  out  softly  in.pensiye  grace. 
With  lips  of  krre,  and  a  brow  serene. 
Meet  for  the  soul  of  the  deep  wood-soena 
Being  wine,  bring  odours! — the  board  ia  spread ; 
Bring  roses  !  a  chaplet  for  every  head  1 
The  wine-ci^w  fbam'd^  and  the  rose  was  shower'd 
On  the  young  and  &ir  from  the  world  embowered; 
The  sun  lodi'd  not  on  them  in  that  sweet  shade, 
The  winds  amid  scented  boogha  were  laid; 
And  there  came  by  fits,  through  some  wavy  tree, 
A  sound  and  a  g^eam  of  the  moaning  sea. 

Husht  beatill!    Was  that  no  more 
Than  the  murmur  frt>m  the  shore  1 
Silence  !•— did  thisk  rainrdrops  beat 
On  tiie  giaca  like  trampling  feetl 
Fling  down  the  goblet^  and  draw  the  sword ! 
The  groves  are  filled  with  a  pirate  horde  1 
Through  the  dim  olives  their  sabiea  shine ! — 
Now  moat  the  red  blood  stream  Ux  wine ! 

The  youths  from  the  banquet  to  battle  sprang, 
The  woods  with  the  shriek  of  the  maidens  rang ; 
Under  the  gokLen-ftriited  boughs 
There  were  flanhing   poniards    and   HftrVftnmg 

brows — 
Footsteps,  o'er  garland  and  lyre  that  fled. 
And  the  dying  soon  on  a  greensward  bed. 
Eudora,  Eudora !  Acm  dost  not  fly  * — 
She  saw  but  lanthis  before  her  lie. 
With  the  blood  from  his  breast  in  a  gushing  flow. 
Like  a  child's  large  tears  in  its  hour  of  woe. 
And  a  gathering  film  in  his  lifted  eye. 
That  sought  his  young  bride  out  mournfully. 
She  knelt  down  bcrade  him — her  arms  she  wound 
Like  tendrils,  his  drooping  neck  around. 
As  if  the  passion  of  that  fond  grasp 
Might  chain  in  life  with  its  ivy-clasp. 
But  they  tore  her  thence  in  her  wild  despair. 
The  sea's  fierce  rovers — they  left  him  there ; 
They  left  to  the  fountain  a  dark-red  vein. 
And  on  the  wet  violets  a  pile  of  slain. 
And  a  hush  of  fear  through  the  summer  grove. — 
So  closed  the  triumph  of  youth  and  love  ! 

IIL 

Gloomy  lay  the  shore  that  night. 
When  the  moon,  with  sleeping  light. 


Bathed  each  purple  Sciote  hill — 
Qloomy  lay  the  shore^  and  atUL 
O'er  th0  wave  no  gay  goifear 
Sent  its  floating  mfosie  fisr; 
No  glad  sound  of  dancing  feet 
Woke  the  starry  hours  to  greet 
But  a  voice  of  mortal  woe^ 
In  its  changes  wild  or  low. 
Through  the  midnight's  bhie  repose^ 
IVom  the  aeabeat  rocks  arose^ 
As  Eudora's  mother  stood 
Qazing  o'er  th'  iBgean  flood. 
With  a  fiz'd  and  straining  eye — 
Oh  !  was  the  spoilers'  vessel  ni^l 
Tes !  there,  becalm'd  in  silent  alaepy 
Dark  and  alone  on  a  breathless  deep^ 
On  a  sea  of  molten  silver,  dark 
Brooding  it  fit>wn'd,  that  evil  bsik  L 
There  its  broad  poanon  a  shadow  east^ 
Moveless  and  blad:  firom  the  tall  still 
And  the  heavy  sound  of  its  flapping  ssil 
Idly  and  vainly  woo'd  the  galew 
Hush'd  was  all  else — ^had  ocean's  breast 
Bock'd  e'en  Eudora  that  heur  to  rastt 


To  rest)  The  waves trsmbI•^--wbatpierdBgOIy 
Bursts  frx>m  the  heart  of  the  ship  on  \a^% 
What  light  through  the  heaveM^  in  a  sadden  apin^ 
Shoots  from  the  deck  w^  1    Hre  1  'tis  fire ! 
There  are  wild  forms  hurrying  to  and  fro. 
Seen  darkly  dear  on  that  Imid  glow ; 
There  are  shout,  and  signal-gun,  and  call. 
And  the  dashing  of  water — but  firuitless  all ! 
Man  may  not  fetter,  nor  ocean  tame 
The  might  and  wrath  of  the  rushing  flame  ! 
It  hath  twined  the  mast  like  a  glittering  snakes 
That  coils  up  a  tree  from  a  dusky  brake ; 
It  hath  touch'd  the  sails,  and  their  canvass  rdk 
Away  fh)m  its  breath  into  shrivell'd  acroDs; 
It  hath  taken  the  flag's  high  place  in  the  air. 
And  rcdden'd  the  stars  with  its  wavy  glara ; 
And  sent  out  bright  arrows,  and  soared  in  g^. 
To  a  burning  mount  midst  the  moonli^t  sea. 
The  swimmers  are  plunging   firom    stem  and 

prow — 
Eudora  !  Eudora  !  where,  where  art  thou! 
The  slave  and  his  mast^  alike  are  gOB«. — 
Mother  !  who  stands  on  the  deck  akme  \ 
The  child  of  thy  bosom  ! — and  lo  !  a  brand 
Blazing  up  high  in  her  lifted  hand  ! 
And  her  veil  flimg  back,  and  h&e  fi<ee  dark  hair 
Sway'd  by  the  flames  as  they  rock  and  flare ;        ' 
And  her  fragile  form  to  its  loftiest  height 
Dilated,  as  if  by  the  spirit's  might ; 
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'  eye  with  an  eagle-gladnesB  fraught- 


ild  this  work  be  of  woman  wrought  1 
¥88  her  deed !— by  that  haughty  smile, 
.ers :  she  hath  kindled  her  funeral  pile ! 
light  shame  on  that  bright  head  be : 
)d  was  the  Qreek'Sy  and  hath  made  herfi:«el 

she  stands,  like  an  Indian  bride 
pyre  with  the  holy  dead  beside ; 
riek  from  her  mother  hath  caught  her  ear, 
lames  to  her  maniage-robe  draw  near, 
rting,  she  spreads  her  pale  arms  in  vain 
!brm  they  must  never  infold  again. 
Qoment  more,  and  her  hands  are  clasp'd — 
3  the  torch  they  had  wildly  grasp'd — 
dng  knee  unto  Heaven  is  bow'd, 
r  last  look  raised  through  the  smoke's  dim 
hroud, 

r  lips  88  in  prayer  fbr  her  pardon  mow;*— 
9  nij^t  gathers  o'er  youth  and  love  ! 


THE  SWITZER'S  WIFK 

ir  Staoflbekir.  om  of  tha  Uodm  oonfadwmlit  of  the 
rutU.  had  bota  AUmod  bjtte  oniry  with  which  the 
Bailiff,  Landonb«rg,  had  notloed  the  appearance  of 
d  comfort  wfaicfadiitlngaiihedhkdwelliiif.  Itwaa 
iTer,  natfl  loond  bj  the  entreatiai  of  Ui  wife,  a 
bo  ee«Bi  to  have  been  of  a  hMolQ  ipMI,  that  be  was 
3  deliberate  with  hie  IMeade  upon  the  mwwirei  by 
itaeriand  waa  Anally  delivered.] 

'*  Kor  look  nor  too*  r«T«al«tb  anghi 
SftTs  iromaa'a  qatotoea  of  thought ; 
And  j«C  artmnd  htrte  a  light 
Of  Inwrd  iint»rtj  —d  might."  M.J.  J. 

War  nlah  dn  tarsan  ■tenM  Bmm  draekft 

Dtr  kaDO  fhr  hnd  and  hof  aiit  fraadMi  IMiliB*'* 

WiLuuLM  Tauu 

he  time  when  children  bound  to  meet 
fiitther*a  homeward  step  from  field  or  hill, 
len  the  herd's  returning  bells  are  sweet 
B  Swiss  valleys,  and  the  lakes  grow  still, 
)  last  note  of  that  wild  horn  swells  by 
tiaunts  the  exile's  heart  with  melody. 

'ely  smiled  fuU  many  an  Alpine  home, 

I'd  with  the  crimson  of  the  dying  how; 

lit  its  low  roof  by  the  torrent's  foam, 

pierced  its  lattice  through  the  vine-hung 

)0wer; 

,  the  loveliest  o'er  the  land  that  roee^ 

."st  looked  mournful  in  its  green  repose. 

mer  sat  beneath  the  linden  tree 

sent  its  lulling  whispers  through  his  door. 


Even  as  man  sits,  whose  heart  alone  would  bo 

With  some  deep  care,  and  thus  can  find  no  more 
Th'  accustom'd  joy  in  all  which  evening  brings, 
Qatheriog  a  hooaehold  with  her  quiet  wings. 


His  wife  stood  huah'd  before  him — sad,  yet  mild 
In  her  beoeeching  mien  I — ^he  mark'd  it  not 

The  silvery  laughter  of  his  bright-haired  child 
Rang  from  the  greensward  round  the  shelter'd 
spot. 

But  seem'd  unheard;  until  at  last  the  boy 

Raised  from  his  hei^pUup  flowers  a  glance  of  joy. 

And  met  his  fikthec^a  £M)e.  But  then  a  change 
Pass'd  swifUy  o'er  the  brow  of  in&nt  glee. 

And  a  quick  sense  of  something  dimly  strange 
Brought  him  from  play  to  stand  beside  the  knee 

So  often  cHmb'dy  and  lift  his  loving  eyes 

That  shone  through  doods  of  soErowAiI  surprise. 

Than  the  proud  bosom  of  the  strong  man  shook  ; 

But  tenderly  his  babe's  fiur  mother  laid 
Her  hand  on  hia^  and  with  a  pleading  look. 

Through  tears  half-quivering,  o'er  him  bent  and 

said,  [pi^ — 

"  What  gzie^  dear  friend,  hath  made  thy  heart  its 

That  thou  shouldst  turn  thee  from  our  love  away? 

"  It  ia  too  sad  to  see  thee  thus,  my  friend  1 
Mark'st  thou  the  wonder  on  thy  boy's  fidr  brow, 

Miaaing  the  smile  from  thine  1      Oh,  cheer  thee ! 
bend 
To  his  soft  arms :  unseal  thy  thoughts  e'en  now  I 

Thou  dost  not  kindly  to  withheld  the  share 

Of  tried  affection  in  thy  secret  care.** 

He  look'd  up  into  that  sweet  earnest  fiu». 
But  sternly,  mournfully :  not  yet  the  band 

Was  loosen'd  from  his  soul ;  its  inmost  place 
Not  yet  unveil'd  by  love's  o'ermastering  hand. 

"  Speak  low  I "  he  cried,  and  pointed  where  on  high 

The  white  Alps  glittered  through  the  solenm  sky : 

"  We  must  speak  low  amidst  our  ancient  hills 
And  their  free  torrents ;  for  the  days  are  come 

When  tyranny  lies  couoh'd  by  forest  rills, 
And  meets  tiie  shepherd  in  his  mountain-home 

Qo,  pour  the  wine  of  oui;  own  grapea  in  fear — 

Keep  siloioe  by  the  hearth  1  its  foes  are  near. 

"  The  envy  of  th'  oppressor's  eye  hath  been 

Upon  my  heritage.    I  sit  to-night 
Under  my  household  tree,  if  not  swene, 

Tet  with  the  fitces  best  beloved  in  sight : 


X 
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To-moiTOw  eve  may  find  me  chain'd,  and  thee — 
How  can  I  bear  the  boy's  young  smilee  to  see]" 

The  bright  blood  left  that  youthful  mothei^i  cheek; 

Back  on  the  linden  stem  she  lean'd  her  form ; 
And  her  lip  trembled  as  it  strove  to  speak. 

Like  a  frail  harp-string  shaken  by  the  storm. 
Twas  but  a  moment^  and  the  fiiintness  poss'd. 
And  the  free  Alpine  spirit  woke  at  last 

And  she,  that  ever  through  her  home  had  moved 
With  the  meek  thoughtfulness  and  quiet  smile 

Of  woman^  calmly  loving  and  beloved. 
And  timid  in  her  happiness  the  while. 

Stood  brightly  forth,  and  stead&stly,  that  hour— 

Her  clear  glance  kindling  into  sudden  power. 

Ay,  pale  she  stood,  but  with  an  eye  of  lights 
And  took  her  fiur  child  to  her  holy  breast. 

And  lifted  her  soft  voice,  that  gather'd  might 
As  it  found  language : — "Are  we  thus  oppress'dl 

Then  must  we  rise  upon  our  mountain-sod. 

And  man  must  arm,  and  woman  call  on  God  1 

**  I  know  what  thou  wouldst  do ; — and  be  it  done  1 
Thy  soul  is  daiken*d  with  its  fears  for  me. 

Trust  me  to  heaven,  my  husband !  This,  thy  son. 
The  babe  whom  I  have  borne  thee,  must  be  free ! 

And  the  sweet  memory  of  our  pleasant  hearth 

May  well  give  strength — ^if  aught  be  strong  on  earth. 

'*  Thou  hast  been  brooding  o'er  the  silent  dread 
Of  my  desponding  teara ;  now  lift  once  more. 

My  hunter  of  the  hills  !  thy  stately  head. 
And  lot  thine  eagle  glance  my  joy  restore  ! 

I  can  bear  all,  but  seeing  thet  subdued — 

Take  to  thee  back  thine  own  imdauuted  mood. 

"  Go  forth  beside  the  waters,  and  along 
The  chamois  paths,  and  through  the  forests  go; 

And  tell,  in  burning  words,  thy  tale  of  wrong 
To  the  brave  hearts  that  midst  the  hamlets  glow. 

God  shall  be  with  thee,  my  beloved  I    Away  1 

Bless  but  thy  child,  and  leave  me — ^I  can  pray !" 

He  sprang  up,  like  a  warrior  youth  awaking 
To  clarion  sounds  upon  the  ringing  air ;      [ing 

He  caught  her  to  his  hear^  while  proud  tears  break. 
From  his  dark  eyes  fell  o'er  her  braided  hair; 

And  "  Worthy  art  thou,"  was  his  joyous  cry, 

"  That  man  for  thee  should  gird  himself  to  die ! 


And  this  our  land,  by  chains  no  more  defiled. 
Be  taught  of  thee  to  choose  the  better  part  t 
I  go— thy  spirit  on  my  words  shall  dwell : 
Thy  gentle  voice  shall  stir  the  Alps.    Farawdl !  ^ 

Aud  thus  they  parted,  by  the  quiet  lake. 
In  the  dear  starlight :  he  the  strength  to  rouse 

Of  the  free  hills;  she,  thoughtful  for  his  sake, 
To  rock  her childbeneaththewh]q>6ring  boo^i^ 

Singing  its  blue  half-curtain'd  eyes  to  deep 

With  a  low  hymn,  amidst  the  stillneaB  deep. 


PROPERZIA  ROSSL 

[Propcnla  Ro«l,  a  oetebimted  foniAlt  acn^pter  of  Bokpa, 
poMened  abo  of  talenta  for  poetiy  and  mule,  dtod  in 
qnenoe  of  an  unrequited  attachment  A  painting,  bj  \ 
reprennti  her  ihowing  tier  last  work,  a  ba«o-iale?o  of 
Ariadne,  to  a  Roman  knight,  the  olijeci  of  her  aflbetkn. 
who  regard*  it  with  indiHiBrenoe.] 


tt 


My  bride,  my  wife,  the  mother  of  my  child  I 
Now  shall  tiiy  name  be  armour  to  my  heart 


*'TiUnMiio 
OfmyMol'lMl^giftil    AnUbmjwA 
To  qatneh  Ito  hMwttag  thin*  ftir  hafplBMi  ? 
Haw  I  ooC  lov^,  and  ■»««,  ABd  Ml'd  to  Uad 
On*  feni*  iMsri  aaso  ma,  whtMoa  ay  o«rm 
Mlfhl  find  a  mttnf -plMB,  a  boiM  tar  aU 
Ita  bardaB  ofaflbettoai  7    I  depart, 
VDloMywii,  though  FaoM  COM  wUhsM;  I 
Tbo  Mtfth  aakiMnni.    Tot  11  magr  bo 
Shall  giro  my  namo  a  powor  to  win  oach  loan 
Am  would  baro  mado  lUb  pNctoao.** 


One  dream  of  passion  and  of  beauty  more  I 
And  in  its  bright  fulfilment  let  me  pour 
My  soul  away  !    Let  earth  retain  a  trace 
Of  that  which  lit  my  being,  though  its  race 
Might  have  been  loftier  fax,   Tet  one  more  dream! 
From  my  deep  spirit  one  victorious  gleam 
Ere  I  depart !    For  thee  alone,  for  thee ! 
May  this  last  work,  this  fiirewell  triumph  be— 
Thou,  loved  so  vainly  I  I  would  leave  enshrined 
Something  immortal  of  my  heart  and  mind. 
That  yet  may  speak  to  thee  when  I  am- gone;, 
Shaking  thine  inmost  bosom  with  a  tone 
Of  lost  affection, — something  that  may  prove 
What  she  hath  been,  whose  melancholy  love 
On  thee  was  lavish'd ;  silent  pang  and  tear. 
And  fervent  song  that  gush*d  when  none  were 

near. 
And  dresm  by  night,  and  weary  thought  by  day. 
Stealing  the  brightness  from  her  life  away — 

While  thou Awake  !  not  yet  within  me  die  I 

Under  the  burden  and  the  agony 

Of  this  vain  tenderness—my  spirit,  wake  f 
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or  thy  sorrowful  affection*8  sake, 
n  thy  work  breathe  out ! — that  he  may  yet^ 
;  sad  mastery  there,  perchance  regret 
imrequited  gift 

u. 
It  comes  i  the  power 
me  bom  fiows  back — ^my  firuiUess  dower 
>uld  not  win  me  Ioto.    Tet  once  again 
it  proudly,  with  its  rushing  train 
ious  images:  they  throng — ^they  proas — 
ien  joy  lights  up  my  loneliness — 
not  perish  all  1 

The  bright  work  grows 
b  my  hand,  unfolding,  as  a  rose, 
ter  leaf^  to  beauty — ^line  by  line,         [now 
^  the  pale  marble's  veins.    It  grows ! — and 
'  thought,  heart,  soul,  to  bum,  to  shine : 
my  own  life's  history  to  thy  brow, 
en  Ariadne  ! — ^thou  shalt  wear 
m,  my  lineaments ;  but  oh  1  more  fair, 
d  into  lovelier  being  by  the  glow 
zh.  in  me  dwells,  as  by  the  summer  light 
ags  ore  glorified.    From  thee  my  woe 
[  yet  look  beautiful  to  meet  his  sight, 
[  am  pass'd  away.    Thou  art  the  mould, 
in  I  pour  the  fervent  thoughts,  th'  untold, 
lf.<;onsuming  !    Speak  to  him  of  me, 
the  deserted  by  the  lonely  sea, 
lie  soft  sadness  of  thine  earnest  eye — 
bo  him,  lorn  one  1  deeply,  mournfully, 
ny  love  and  grief !    Oh  !  could  I  throw 
y  frame  a  voice — a  sweet,  and  low, 
jilling  voice  of  song  1  when  he  camo  nigh, 
d  the  passion  of  its  melody 
;h  his  pierced  bosom — on  its  tones  to  bear 
t's  deep  feeling,  as  the  southern  air 
the  £unt  myrtle's  breath — to  rise,  to  swell, 
L  away  in  accents  of  farewell, 
ig  but  one,  one  gush  of  tears,  whose  flow 
my  parted  spirit  yet  might  know, 
be  strong  as  death  1 

m. 
Now  £Edr  thou  art, 
brm,  whose  life  is  of  my  burning  heart ! 
the  vision  that  within  me  wrought, 
inot  make  thee.    Oh !  I  might  have  given 

0  creations  of  far  nobler  thought ; 

ght  have  kindled,  with  the  fire  of  heaven, 

1  not  of  such  as  die  1    But  I  have  been 
uch  alone  !  A  heart  whereon  to  lean, 
Jl  these  deep  affections  that  o'erflow 
ling  soul,  and  find  no  shore  below ; 


An  eye  to  be  my  star;  a  voice  to  bring    [spring) 
Hope  o'er  my  path  like  sounds  that  breathe  of 
These  are  denied  me — dreamt  of  still  in  vain. 
Therefore  my  brief  aspirings  from  the  chain 
Are  ever  but  as  sqjne  wild  fitful  song, 
Rising  triumphantly,  to  die  ere  long 
In  dirge-like  echoes. 

IV. 

Tet  the  world  will  see 
Little  of  this,  my  parting  work  1  in  thee.       [reed 

Thou  shalt  have  fimie !    Oh,  mockery !  give  the 
From  storms  a  shelter^— give  the  drooping  vine 
Something  round  which  its  tendrils  may  entwine — 

Give  the  parch'd  flower  a  rain-drop,  and  the 
meed 
Of  love's  kind  words  to  woman  !  Worthless  fiunc ! 
That  in  hit  bosom  wins  not  for  my  name 
Th'  abiding  place  it  ask'd  1    Tet  how  my  heart. 
In  its  own  &iry  world  of  song  and  art. 
Once beatfor praise !    Arethose  highlongings  o'er  1 
That  which  I  have  been  can  I  be  no  more ) 
Never  I  oh,  never  more  !  though  still  thy  sky 
Be  blue  as  then,  my  glorious  Italy  1 
And  though  the  music,  whose  rich  breathings  fill 
Thine  air  with  soul,  be  wandering  past  me  still ; 
And  though  the  mantle  of  thy  sunlight  streams 
Unchanged  on  forms,  instinct  with  poet-dreams. 
Never  1  oh,  never  more  I    Where'er  I  move. 
The  shadow  of  this  broken-hearted  love 
Is  on  me  and  around  !    Too  well  they  know 

Whose  life  is  all  within,  too  soon  and  well. 
When  there  the  blight  hath  settled  1    But  I  go 

Under  the  sUeiit  wings  of  peace  to  dwell ; 
From  the  slow  wasting,  from  the  lonely  pain. 
The  inward  burning- of  those  words — "in  vain,'* 

Sear'd  on  the  heart — ^I  go.    *Twill  soon  be  past ! 
Sunshine  and  song,  and  bright  Italian  heaven. 

And  thou,  oh  !  thou,  on  whom  my  spirit  cast 
Unvalued  wealth — who  know'st  not  what  wasgivcn 
In  that  devotednesa — ^the  sad,  and  deep. 
And  unrepaid — fiurewell !    If  I  could  weep 
Once,  only  once,  beloved  one  1  on  thy  breast. 
Pouring  my  heart  forth  ere  I  sink  to  rest ! 
But  that  were  happiness ! — and  unto  me 
Earth's  gift  iafame,    Tet  I  was  form'd  to  be 
So  richly  bless'd  !    With  thee  to  watch  the  sky. 
Speaking  not,  feeling  but  that  thou  wert  nigh ; 
With  thee  to  listen,  while  the  tones  of  song 
Swept  even  as  part  of  our  sweet  air  along — 
To  listen  silently ;  with  thee  to 
On  forms,  the  deified  of  olden 
This  had  been  joy  enough ;  and  hour  by  hour. 
From  its  glad  wellHsprings  drinking  life  and  power, 
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How  had  my  spirit  soar'd,  and  made  its  Buna 

A  glory  for  thy  l»row !  Dreams,  dreams ! — ^The  fire 

Bums  &iiit  within  me.    Yet  I  leave  my  name — 

As  a  deep  thrill  may  linger  on  the  lyre 

When  its  full  chords  are  Hush*d — awhile  to  livc^ 

And  one  day  haply  in  thy  heart  retive 

Sad  thoughts  of  me.     I  leave  it^  with  a  soimd, 

A  spell  o'er  memory,  mournfully  profound ; 

I  leave  it,  on  my  country's  air  to  dwell — 

Say  proudly  y^ — ***Twatken  who  loved  me  well/** 


QERTBUDE;  OR,  FIDELITY  TILL  DEATH. 

[The  Baron  Von  der  Wart,  aocnaed— 4boafi^  it  it  bdieTsd 
unJusUj— «s  an  mcoomplioe  in  tlia  aMaMtnitinn  of  tlae  Em- 
peror Albert,  waa  bound  allT*  on  the  idieel,  and  attended  bj 
hia  wife  Gerirade,  thron^out  hia  laat  agonidng  hoars,  with 
the  moat  heroic  derotedneaa.  Her  own  aofftringe,  with  thoae 
of  her  unfortunate  hmiiaiid,  are  moat  aifcctingjy  daacilbad  te 
a  letter  iriiich  ahe  affeerwaida  addrcaaad  to  a  fomale  friend, 
and  which  waa  pobliahed  acnne  jeara  ago,  at  Haarlem,  in  a 
book  entitled  Gertrude  Von  der  Wartt  or,  Fidditg  %mio 
Death.^ 

**  Dark  \owtn  oar  Ma, 


Bat  BoOdag,  tin  tta*  1 

Wideh  fltvan  tbte  frcm  Baton,  Aall  anIooM 

Tba  flx'd  aad  icndl  boM.    In  tkj  Jaik  ptiMm-! 

Id  tW  tcRtte  fkM  ofaraMa  law. 

Tea,  on  lb*  waflbM,  if  it  naoda  miut  b*, 

I  never  wiO  fbnafct  tbee."  Joahtta  Baiijjb. 


Her  hands  were  clasp'd,  her  dark  eyes  raised. 

The  breeze  threw  back  her  hair ; 
Up  to  the  fearful  wheel  she  gazed — 

All  that  she  loyed  was  there. 
The  night  was  round  her  dear  and  cold, 

The  holy  hearen  above. 
Its  pale  stars  watching  to  behold 

The  might  of  earthly  love. 

"  And  bid  me  not  depart,'*  she  cried ; 

"  My  Rudolph,  say  not  so  ! 
This  is  no  time  to  quit  thy  side — 

Peace !  peace  !  I  cannot  go. 
Hath  the  world  aught  for  fM  to  fear, 

^lien  death  is  on  thy  brow ) 
The  world !  what  means  iti    Mine  is  here — 

I  will  not  leave  thee  now. 


"  I  have  been  with  thee  in  thine  hour 

Of  glory  and  of  bliss ; 
Doubt  not  its  memory*s  living  power 

To  strengthen  me  through  this/ 
And  thou,  mine  honoured  love  and  true. 

Bear  on,  bear  nobly  on  I 


We  have  the  bleased  heaven  in  view. 
Whose  vert  shall  soon  be 


And  were  not  these  high  wucds  to  flow 

From  woman's  breaking  heart  1 
Through  all  that  night  of  bitterest  woe 

She  bore  her  lofty  part; 
But  oh  1  with  snch  ft  f^aaing  eyi^ 

WUh  such  a  curdling  dieck — 
Love,  Lore  I  of  m<nrtal  agony 

Thoa,  only  Aam^  dtiooldst  ipaak ! 

The  wind  rose  high— but  with  it  voae 

Her  voice,  that  he  might  hear : — 
Perchance  that  daik  hoar  brought  xeposa 

To  haippy  boflomB  near; 
While  she  sat  striving  with  despair 

Beside  his  tortured  form. 
And  pouring  her  deep  sool  in  pngner 

Forth  on  the  mshing  stonn. 

She  wiped  the  death-cbmpe  from  hia  bttnr 

With  her  pale  hands  and  solt^ 
Whoae  tondi  npon  the  Inte-diorda  low 

Had  stiird  his  heart  so  oft. 
She  spreftd  her  mantle  o'er  his  breast. 

She  bathed  his  lips  with  dew. 
And  on  his  cheek  sudi  kisses  pwas'd 

Afi  hope  and  joy  ne'er  knew. 

Oh  1  lovely  are  ye.  Love  and  Faith, 

Enduring  to  the  last ! 
She  had  her  meed — one  smile  m  death — 

And  his  worn  spirit  pass'd  ! 
While  even  as  o'er  a  martyr^is  gracve 

She  knelt  on  that  sad  spot. 
And,  weeping,  bless'd  the  Ood  who  gave 

Strength  to  forsake  it  not 


IMELDA. 


The  young  fbrgot  tb*  lewoni  ihejr  had  leami. 
And  k>T«d  wbantheyehooMhata    lllra  thaa. 

"  PaaMi  la  bdla  Donna,  e  par  ^a 


!"i 


We  have  the  myrtle's  breath  aroond  ns  ha9, 
Amidst  the  fiJlen  pillars :  this  hath  been 

Some  Naiad's  fane  of  old.    How  brightly 
Flinging  a  vein  of  silver  o'er  the  soene. 

Up  through  the  shadowy  grass  Hie  fomfitam 
And  music  with  it»  gudiing  from 


1  The  tale  of  Imdda  is  rdated  in  KaDOoAPfe 
Rrpubliqws  ItaUennee,  voL  iH.  p.  44SL 
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The  ivied  altar  I    That  sweet  mnmrar  tells 

The  rich  irildrflowen  no  tale  of  woe  or  death; 
Ye^  onoe  tha  weto  was  darkened,  and  a  siam 
Laj  deep»  and  heany  ditqie — but  not  of  lain^ 
On  the  dim  'violela  by  ita  mart>le  bed. 
And  the  palfrohining  wata>]ily'8  head. 

Sad  ia  thai  lagmd'a  troth. — K  fiiir  girl  met 

One  whomaheloTBdybjihis  lone  temple's  spring. 
Just  as  the  son  behind  the  pine-groye  set, 

And  eWa  low  Toice  in  whispers  woke,  to  bring 
AIlwandennhoin&  Thej  stood,  that  gentle  pair, 

With  the  bfaie  liea;T8n  of  Italy  abori^ 
And  atiaH)doiir8  dying  on  the  air. 
And  lig^t  leaves  trembling  round,  and  early  love 
Deep  in  each  hraaat.    What  reek'd  ikAt  aoola  of 

sQue 
Beiweeu  their  fidhera  1    Unto  them  young  li£i 
Spread  out  the  treasures  of  its  vernal  years; 
And  if  they  wept^  they  wept  fiir  other  tears 
Than  the  oold  world  brings  forth.    They  stood, 

that  hour, 
Speaking  of  hope ;  while  tree,  and  firant^  and  flower. 
And  star,  juat  gleaming  throu^the  eypressboughs, 
Seem'd  ho^  things  aa  records  of  their  tows. 

But  change  came  o'er  the  scene.  A  hurrying  tread 
Broke  on  the  whiapexy  ahadea.    Imelda  knew 

The  footatep  of  her  brothec's  wrath,  and  fled 
Up  where  the  cedars  make  yon  avenue 

Dim  with  green  twilight :   panaing  there^  she 


Waa  it  the  daah  of  swords!  A  swift  dark  thought 
Sfeniek  down  her  lq>'s  rich  crimaon  as  it  paas'd. 
And  from  her  eye  the  sunny  sparkle  took 
One  moment  with  ita  fBarfhlneaa,  and  shook 
Her  dij^t  frame  fiercely,  as  a  stormy  blast 
Might  rock  the  rose.  Once  more,  and  yet  oncemore. 
She  still'd  her  heart  to  listen — all  was  o'er ; 
Sweet  summer  winds  alone  were  heard  to  sigh, 
the  mg^hAingale'a  deep  spirit  by. 


nmfc  night  Imelda's  voice  was  in  the  bod^^ 
Lovely  it  floaied  through  the  lieative  throng 
Peopling  her  frther^ahaUs.    That  &tal  night 
Her  ^ye  look^dstany  in  ita  dasaling  lig^ 
And  her  cheek  g^ow*d  with  beauty's  flushing  dyea, 
Like  ariehdoud  of  eve  in  southern  ddee — 
A  brnnini^  ruby  doud.    There  were,  whoae  gaae 
Followed  bar  form  beneath  the  dear  lamp'a  blase, 
And  marvdl'd  at  ita  radiance.    But  a  few 
Beheld  the  brigfatneas  of  that  feverish  hue 
With  aomething  of  dim  fear;  and  in  that  glance 
Foond  strange  and  sudden  tokens  of  unrest^ 


Startling  t^  meet  amidst  the  mazy  dance, 

Where  Though  if  praaent,  an  unbidden  guest, 
CkmicB  not  unmaaVd.   Howe'erthia  were,  the  time 
Sped  as  it  speeds  with  joy,  and  gria^  and  crime 
Alike:  and  when  the  banquefa  hall  waa  left 
Unto  its  garlands  of  their  bloom  bereft; 
When  trembHng  stars  look'd  silvery  in  their  wan^ 
And  heavy  flowers  yet  dumber^d,  once  again 
There  stole  a  footatep,  fleet,  and  lig^t,  and  lone, 
Through  the  dim  cedar  shade — ^the  step  of  one 
That  started  at  a  leaf,  of  one  that  fled. 
Of  one  tiiat  panted  with  aome  aecret  diead. 
What  did  Imdda  there  I    She  soog^t  the  scene 
Where  lofe  so  late  with  youth  and  hope  had  been. 
Bodings  were  on  her  aoul ;  a  shuddering  thriU 
Ban  through  eadi  vein,  whenfirat  the  Naiad's  rill 
Met  her  with  mdody    sweut  sounds  and  low : 
Wt  hear  them  yet,  th^  live  along  ita  flow — 
Her  voice  ia  mudo  lost  t    Hie  foontain^de 
She  gain'd— the  wave  flaah'd  forthr— 'twas  darkly 

dyed 
Even  as  from  warrior-hearta;  and  on  ita  edge, 

AmidBtthefern,  and  flowen,andmoBS-tufts  deep, 

There  lay,  aa  luU'd  by  stream  and  rustling  sedge^ 

A  youth,  a  graoeftd  youth.    "Oh I  dost  thou 

deepi 
Azzo  1"  she  cried, "  my  Azzo  I  is  this  rest  ? " 
But  then  her  low  tones  fidter^d : — ^"On  thy  breast 
Isthestain — ^yes, 'tis  blood!   And  that  cold  cheek — 
That  moveless  lip  I — thou  dost  not  dumber! — 

speak. 
Speak,  AzEO,  my  bdoved!  No  sound — no  breath — 
What  hathoomethna  between  our  spirits!  Death! 
Death  t — I  but  dream — I  dream !"    And  there  she 

stood, 
A  fidnt  feir  trembler,  gasing  first  on  blood. 
With  her  feir  arm  around  yon  c^piess  thrown. 
Her  form  sustain'd  by  that  dark  stem  done^ 
And  feding  fest;  like  ^>ell-struck  maid  of  old. 
Into  white  waves  dissolving;  dear  and  cold ; 
When  from  the  grass  her  dimm'd  eye  caught  a 

g^eam — 
Twaa  wliere  a  swordlay  shivered  by  the  stream — 
Her  brother^a sword ! — she  knew  it;  and  she  knew 
'Twaa  with  a  venom'd  point  that  weapon  slew ! 
Woeforyounglovei  But  love  isstrong.  Therecame 
Strength  upon  woman's  fragile  heart  and  frame ; 
There  came  swift  courage !    On  the  dewy  ground 
She  kndt^  with  all  her  dark  hair  floating  round 
Like  a  long  ailken  stole ;  she  kndt»  and  pross'd 
Her  lips  of  glowing  life  to  Axzo's  breaat. 
Drawing  the  poison  forth.   A  strange,  aad  dght ! 
Pde  death,  and  fearless  love,  and  solemn  ni^t ! 
— So  the  moon  saw  them  last. 
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Tho  mom  cuue  sixigmg 
I        Through  the  groen  forests  of  the  ApemiineSy 
I    With  all  her  joyous  bLrds  their  fireefligihtwiiigiiiC^ 
And  steps  and  Toices  out  amongst  the  vines. 
What  found  that  dayspring  Acre  f    Two  £ur  forms 

laid 
Like  sculptured  sleepers ;  from  the  myrtle  shade 
Casting  a  gleam  of  beauty  o'er  the  wavey 
Still,  mournful,  sweet.    Were  such  things  foi%the 

grayel 
Could  it  be  so  indeedl    That  radiant  giii 
Deck*d  as  for  bridal  hours !— long  braids  of  peail 
Amidst  her  shadowy  locks  were  fiuntly  shining. 
As  tears  might  shine,  with  melancholy  lif^t; 
And  there  was  gold  her  slender  waist  entwining ; 
And  her  pale  graceful  arms — how  sadly  bright; 
And  fiery  gems  upon  her  breast  were  lying, 
And  round  her  marble  bi^w  red  roses  dying. 
But  she  died  first !— the  violet's  hue  had  spread 
O'er  her  sweet  eyelids  with  repose  opprees'd  ; 
She  had  bow'd  heavily  her  gentle  head. 
And  on  the  youth's  hush'd  bosom  sunk  to  rest 
So  slept  they  well ! — the  poison's  woric  was  done ; 
Love  with  true  heart  had  striven — but  Death  had 
won. 


EDITH. 


A  TALE  OF  THE  WOODS. 


" Do  BciBf*!  ra*  dthx  Kind  taraek 
Ich  habc  gwuotn  da*  irdlwbe  Olock, 
leh  iMbt  ftlaU  nad  gcBttoi."  WAuammiK. 


The  woods — oh !  solemn  are  the  boundless  woods 

Of  the  great  western  world  when  day  declines, 
And  louder  sounds  the  roll  of  distant  floods, 

More  deep  the  rustling  of  the  ancient  pines. 
When  dimness  gathers  on  the  stilly  air, 

And  mystery  seems  o'er  every  leaf  to  brood. 
Awful  it  is  for  human  heart  to  bear 

The  might  and  burden  of  the  solitude !     [sate 
Yet,  in  that  hour,  midst  those  green  wastes,  there 
One  young  and  fair ;  and  oh !  how  desolate ! 
But  undismay'd — while  sank  the  crimson  light. 
And  the  high  cedars  darken'd  with  the  night. 
Alone  she  sate ;  though  many  lay  around. 
They,  pale  and  silent  on  the  bloody  groimd, 
Were  severed  firom  her  need  and  from  her  woe. 

Far  as  death  severs  life.     O'er  that  wild  spot 
Combat  had  raged,  and  brought  the  valiant  low. 

And  left  them,  with  the  history  of  their  lot, 

1  FoiukM  on  incidents  related  in  an  American  woric, 
•*  Sketchei  of  Connecticut ** 


Unto  the  forest  oaks— a  fearful  scene 

For  her  whose  home  of  other  days  had  been 

Midst  the  fiurhaUs  of  England!    Botthakrre 

Which  fill'd  her  soul  was  strong  to  oMi  cot  Caar; 
And  by  its  might  upborne  all  else  abov«^ 

She  shrank  not— mark'd  not  that  the  dead 


Of  him  alone  she  thought,  whose  languid  head 

Faintly  upon  her  wedded  bosom  fiatt ; 
Memory  of  aught  but  him  on  earth  was  fled. 

While  heavily  she  felt  his  liM>lood  well 
Fast  o'er  her  garments  forth,  and'vainly  boond 
With  her  torn  robe  and  hair  theatreaming  wound— 
Tet  hoped,  still  hoped  t  Oh  !  fhnnsiiidi  hope  how 
long 

Affection  woos  the  whispers  thai  deeeive^ 
Even  when  the  pressure  of  dismay  grows  itiDOg! 

And  we,  that  weep,  watch,  tremble,  ne'er  bdiert 
The  blow  indeed  can  falL    So  bow'd  she  there 
Over  the  dying,  while  unconscious  prayer 
Fill'dallhersouL  Now pour'd themoon1ightdgwny 
y eining  the  pine-stems  through  the  fioliage  browa^ 
And  fire-flies,  kindling  up  the  leafy  pbee^ 
Cast  fitful  radiance  o'er  the  warrior  a  fine,  i 

Whereby  she  caught  its  changes.    To  her  9jtp 

The  eye  that  fiidedlook'd  throug^gatheringluat, 
Whence  love,  o'ermastering  mortal  wgoaj. 

Lifted  a  long,  deep,  melancholy  gaae. 
When  voice  was  not;  that  fond,  sad  meaniag 

pass'd — 
She  knew  the  fulness  of  her  woe  at  last ! 
One  shriek  the  forests  heard — and  mute  she  lay 
And  cold,  yet  clasping  still  the  predoua  day 
To  her  scarce-heaving  breast   0  Love  and  Death ! 

Ye  have  sad  meetings  on  this  changefol  earth. 
Many  and  sad  ! — but  airs  of  heavenly  breath 

ShallmeltthelinkswhichbindyoUyforyoorhirtli 
Is  flu:  apart. 

Now  hght,  of  richer  hnn 
Than  the  moon  sheds,  came  flushing  miai  and  div; 
Tho  pines  grew  red  with  morning ;  heeh  winds 
play'd ;  [diadi^ 

Bright-colour'd  birds  with  splendour  croes'd  the 
Flitting  on  flower-like  if^-ings;  gUbdmuxmonbroki 

From  reed,  and  spray,  and  leaf— ^elivingstrings 
Of  earth's  .£olian  lyre,  whoee  musie  woka 

Into  young  life  and  joy  all  hi^[ipy  thw^gF-  ! 

And  she,  too,  woke  from  that  long  dreamleaatrBDOC^   ' 
The  widow'd  Edith  :  fearfully  her  c^anee 
Fell,  as  in  doubt,  on  fiioes  dark  and  stm^s^ 
And  dusky  forms.    A  sudden  sense  of  diange 
Flash'd  o'er  her  spirit,  even  ere  memoiy  swepK 
The  tide  of  anguish  back  with  thou^j^ta  that  dipt 
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Tet  half  instmctiTely  she  rose,  and  spread 
Her  arms,  as  'twere  for  something  lost  or  fled, 
Then  fidntly  sank  again.    The  forest-bough, 
"Wiih  all  its  whispers,  waved  not  o*er  her  now. 
Where  was  she  t    Midst  the  people  of  the  wild. 

By  the  red  hunter's  fire :  an  aged  chief. 
Whose  home  look'd  sod — ^for  therein  play'd  no 
child— 

Had  borne  her,  in  the  stillness  of  her  grief. 
To  that  lone  cabin  of  the  woods ;  and  there. 
Won  by  a  form  so  desolately  &ir. 
Or  tonch'd  with  thoughts  from  some  past  sorrow 

^>ning, 
O'er  her  low  couch  an  Indian  matron  hung ; 
While  in  grave  silence,  yet  with  earnest  eye. 
The  ancient  warrior  of  the  waste  stood  by, 
Bending  in  watchfulness  his  proud  gray  head. 

And  leaning  on  his  bow. 

And  life  retum'd — 
Life,  but  with  all  its  memories  of  the  dead, 

To  Edith's  heart ;  and  well  the  sufferer  leam'd 
Her  task  of  meek  endurance — ^wcll  she  wore 
The  chasten'd  grief  that  humbly  can  adore 
Ifidst  blinding  tears.    But  unto  that  old  pair. 
Even  as  a  breath  of  spring's  awakening  air. 
Her  presence  was ;  or  as  a  sweet  wild  tune 
Bringing  back  tender  thoughts,  which  all  too  soon 
Depart  with  childhood.    Sadly  they  had  seen 

A  danghter  to  the  land  of  spirits  go ; 
And  ever  from  that  time  her  fading  mien. 

And  voice,  like  winds  of  summer,  soft  and  low. 
Had  haimted  their  dim  years :  but  Edith's  &ce 
Kow  look'd  in  holy  sweetness  from  her  place. 
And  they  again  seem'd  parents.    Oh  !  the  joy, 
The  rich  deep  blessedness — ^though  earth's  alloy, 
Fear,  that  stOl  bodes,  be  there — of  pouring  forth 
The  heart's  whole  power  of  love,  its  wealth  and 

worth 
Of  strong  affection,  in  one  healthfiil  flow. 
On  something  all  its  own  !  that  kindly  glow, 
Whidi  to  shut  inward  is  consuming  pain, 
Qtves  the  glad  soul  its  flowering  time  again. 
When,  like  the  sunshine,  freed.  And  gentle  cores 
Th'  adopted  Edith  meekly  gave  for  theirs 
Who  loved  her  thus.    Her  spirit  dwelt  the  while 
With  the  departed,  and  her  patient  smile  ' 

Spoke  of  £Arewells  to  earth ;  yet  still  she  pray'd, 
E'en  o'er  her  soldier's  lowly  grave,  for  aid 
On«  purpose  to  fulfil,  to  leave  one  trace 
Brightly  recording  that  her  dwelling-place 
Had  been  among  the  wilds ;  for  well  she  knew 
The  secret  whisper  of  her  bosom  true, 
Which  wam'd  her  hence. 


And  now,  by  many  a  word 
Link'd  unto  moments  when  the  heart  was  stirr'd — 
By  the  sweet  moumfulness  of  many  a  hymn. 
Sung  when  the  woods  at  eve  grewhush'd  and  dim — 
By  the  persuasion  of  her  fervent  eye. 
All  eloquent  with  childlike  piety — 
By  the  still  beauty  of  her  life  she  strove 
To  win  for  heaven,  and  heaven-bom  truth,  the  love 
Poured  out  on  her  so  freely.    Nor  in  vain 
Was  that  soft-breathing  influence  to  enchain 
The  soul  in  gentle  bonds ;  by  slow  degrees 
Light  foUow'd  on,  as  when  a  summer  breeze 
Pbrte  the  deep  masses  of  the  forest  shade,  [made 
And  lets  the  sunbeam  through.    Her  voice  was 
Even  such  a  breeze ;  and  she,  a  lowly  guide. 
By  faith  and  sorrow  raised  and  purified. 
So  to  the  Cross  her  Indian  fosterers  led, 
UntUtheirpreyeiBwereone.  Whenmomingspreod 
O'er  the  blue  lake,  and  when  the  sunset's  glow 
Touch'd  into  golden  bronze  the  cypress  bough. 
And  when  the  quiet  of  the  Sabbath-time 
Sank  on  her  heart,  though  no  melodious  chime 
Waken'd  the  wilderness,  their  prayers  were  one. 
Now  might  she  pass  in  hope — her  work  was  done ! 
And  she  ioa«  passing  frx>m  the  woods  away — 
The  broken  flower  of  England  might  not  stay 
Amidst  those  alien  shades.    Her  eye  was  bright 
Even  yet  with  something  of  a  stany  light. 
But  her  form  wasted,  and  her  fair  yoimg  cheek 
Wore  oft  and  patiently  a  fiettal  streak, 
A  rose  whose  root  was  death.    The  parting  sigh 
Of  autumn  through  the  forests  had  gone  by. 
And  the  rich  maple  o'er  her  wanderings  lone 
Its  crimson  leaves  in  many  a  shower  had  strown. 
Flushing  the  air ;  and  winter's  blast  had  been 
Amidst  the  pines;  and  now  a  softer  green  [come, 
Fringed  their  dark  boughs :  for  spring  again  had 
The  sunny  spring  I  but  Edith  to  her  home 
Was  journeying  fieist.    Alas  I  we  think  it  sad 
To  part  with  life  when  all  the  earth  looks  glad 
In  her  young  lovely  things — when  voices  break 
Into  sweet  sounds,  and  leaves  and  blossoms  wake : 
Is  it  not  brighter,  then,  in  that  fiur  clime 
Where  graves  are  not,  nor  blightsof  changeful  time. 
If  hxTt  such  glory  dwell  with  passing  blooms, 
Such  golden  sunshine  rest  around  the  tombs  ? 
So  thought  the  dying  one.    'Twas  early  day, 
And  soimds  and  odours,  with  the  breezes'  play 
Whispering  of  spring-time,  through  the  cabin  door, 
Unto  her  couch  life's  fsu^well  sweetness  bore. 
Then  with  a  look  where  all  her  hope  awoke, 
"My  fethorr — to  the  gray-hair'd  chief  she  spoke — 
"Know'st  thou  that  I  departr    "I  know,  I  know," 
He  answer  d  mournfully,  "  that  thou  must  go 
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To  thy  bdoved,  my  daughter!*^    "  Sorrow  not 
For  me,  kind  mother! "  with  meek  Bnulee  onoe 
more 
She  murmtu^d  in  low  tones :  "onehqppy  lot 
Awaits  ufl^  ftiends I  upon  the  better  ahore; 
For  we  have  pray'd  togetiier  in  one  tms^ 
And  lifted  our  frail  spiritB  from  tibe  dust 
To  Qod,  who  gare  them.    Lay  me  by  mine  own, 
Under  the  cedar  shade :  where  he  ia  goiiey 
Thither  I  go.    There  will  my  aiaton  be. 
And  the  dead  parents,  lisping  at  whose  knee 
Hy  childhood's  prayer  was  leam*d— the  8avumr*B 

prayer 
Which  now  ys  know-Hmd  I  shall  meet  yon  there. 
Father  and  gentle  mother !  ye  hove  bound 
The  bruisdd  reed»  and  mercy  shall  be  found 
By  Mercy's  childien.^    From  the  matxxMi's  eye 
Dropp*d  tears,  her  sole  and  passionate  reply. 
But  Edith  folt  them  not;  for  now  a  sleep 
Solemnly  beaatiful — a  stillness  deep^ 
Fell  on  her  settled  face.    Then,  sad  and  slow. 
And  mantling  np  his  stately  head  in  woe, 
"  Thouhrt  passmg  henoe,"  he  sang,  that  wanior  old, 
In  sotmds  like  thoee  by  plaintive  wsten  voU'd. 

"  Thou'rt  passing  from  the  lake's  green  side, 

And  the  hunter^s  hearth  away : 
For  the  time  of  flowers^  for  the  summei's  pxide^, 

Daughter!  thou  canst  not  stay. 

"  Thou'rt  journeying  to  thy  spirit's  home, 

Where  the  skies  are  eyer  dear : 
The  coin-month's  golden  hours  will  come. 

But  they  shall  not  find  thee  here. 

"And  we  shall  miss  thy  Toioe,  my  bird ! 

Under  our  whispering  pine ; 
Music  shall  midst  the  leayes  be  heard. 

But  not  a  song  like  thine. 

'*  A  breeze  that  roves  o'er  stream  and  hill, 

TelUng  of  winter  gone. 
Hath  such  sweet  fiills — yet  caught  we  still 

A  funewell  in  its  tone. 

"  But  thou,  my  bright  one  !  thou  shalt  be 

Where  &rewell  sounds  are  o'er ; 
Thou,  in  the  eyes  thou  lowest,  shalt  see 

No  fear  of  parting  more. 

**  The  mossy  grave  thy  tears  haye  wet^ 
And  the  wind's  wild  moanings  by. 

Thou  with  thy  kindred  shalt  forget^ 
IGdst  flowers — not  such  as  die. 


"  The  shadow  from  thy  brow  ahaa  meli 

The  sorrow  from  thy  strain. 
But  where  thine  earthly  smile  bath  dwdt 

Our  hearts  shall  thirst  in 


''Bim  will  our  cabin  be,  and  hme^ 
When  thou,  its  lights  art  fled; 
Yet  hath  thy  step  the  pathway  dumii 
Unto  the  hai^y  dead. 

"And  we  will  follow  tiiee^  ovr  guide  J 
And  join  that  shining  band ; 

Thou'rt  passing  from  the  lake's  green 
Oo  to  the  better  land !  * 


The  sopghad  oeased,  thelist^ers  canghtnobnal; 
That  lovefy  sleep  had  melted  into  death. 


THE  INDIAN  CITr.^ 
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BoTAL  in  q>lendour  went  down  the  day 
On  the  plain  where  an  Indian  city  lay. 
With  its  crown  of  domes  o'er  the  forest  fai^ 
Red,  as  if  frised  in  the  burning  sky ; 
And  its  deep  grovespieroed  by  the  rays  which  mat 
A  bright  stream's  way  through  each  long  axcai^ 
Till  the  pillar'd  vaults  of  the  banian  stood 
Like  torch-lit  aisles  midst  the  solenm  wood ; 
And  the  plantain  glittered  with  leaves  of  gold. 
As  a  tree  midst  the  genii  gardens  old. 
And  the  cypress  lifted  a  blazing  spire. 
And  the  stems  of  the  cocoas  were  shafts  of  fire. 
Many  a  white  pagoda's  gleam 
Slept  lovely  round  upon  lake  and  stream. 
Broken  alone  by  the  lotus  flowen^ 
As  they  caught  the  glow  of  the  sun's  last  houxi^ 
Like  rosy  wine  in  their  cupe^  and  shed 
Its  glory  forth  on  their  crystal  bed. 
Many  a  graceful  Hindoo  maid. 
With  the  water-vase  from  the  i>aln^  diade, 
Came  gliding  light  as  the  desert's  roe, 
Down  marble  steps,  to  the  tanks  below; 
And  a  cool  sweet  plashing  was  ever  heard. 
As  the  molten  glass  of  the  wave  was  stirr'<i^ 
And  a  murmur,  thrilling  the  soented  air. 
Told  where  the  Bramin  bow'd  in  prayer. 
^  From  a  tale  in  Forbes^  OrietML 
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— ^There  mmder^d  a  noble  Moslem  boy 
Throfigh  the  toene  of  beauty  in  breathlesB  joy; 
He  gased  where  the  stately  city  roee, 
Like  a  pageant  of  olouda,  in  its  red  repose ; 
He  toxn'd  where  birds  through  the  gorgeoosgloom 
Of  the  woods  went  glancing  on  stany  phnne; 
He  track'd  the  brink  of  the  shining  lake. 
By  the  tall  canes  fieather^d  in  tuft  and  brake ; 
TiU  the  path  he  chose»  in  ita  Tnimos,  wound 
To  the  yeiy  heart  of  the  holy  ground. 

And  there  lay  the  water,  as  if  ftnahrined 
In  a  rocky  urn,  fiom  the  son  and  wind» 
Bearing  the  hues  of  the  grove  on  high, 
Fur  down  through  its  daric  stQl  purity. 
The  flood  beyond,  to  the  fiery  weet^ 
Spread  out  like  a  metal  mixror^s  breast; 
But  that  lone  bay,  in  its  dimness  deep, 
Seem'd  made  for  the  swimmer^s  joyous  leap, 
For  the  stag  athixst  firom  the  noontide  chase. 
For  aU  free  things  of  the  wild  wood'iB  race. 

Like  a  fiJeon's  glance  on  the  wide  blue  sky. 
Was  the  kindling  flash  of  the  boy's  glad  eye ; 
Like  a  sea-bird's  flight  to  the  foaming  wave. 
From  the  shadowy  bank  was  the  bound  he  gave ; 
Dashing  the  spray-dn^s^  cold  and  white, 
O'er  the  glossy  leaves  in  its  young  delight^ 
And  bowing  his  looks  to  the  waters  dear — 
Alas!  he  dreamt  not  that  &te  was  near. 


mother  look*d  from  her  tent  the  whUe, 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  with  a  quiet  smile : 
She,  on  her  way  unto  Mecca's  fime. 
Had  aliy'd  the  march  of  her  pilgrim  train, 
Calmly  to  linger  a  few  brief  hours 
In  the  Bramin  city's  glorious  bowers ; 
For  the  pomp  of  the  forest,  the  wave's  bright  &I1» 
The  red  gold  of  sunset — she  loved  them  alL 

n. 
The  moon  rose  dear  in  the  splendour  given 
To  the  deep-blue  night  of  an  Indian  heaven ; 
The  boy  from  the  hi^-azch'd  woocLe  came  bade — 
Ohl  what  had  he  met  in  his  lonely  track  t 
The  BerpeniTs  glanoe,  through  the  long  reeds 

brightt 
The  arrowy  spring  of  the  tiger's  might  1 
Ko  !  yet  as  one  by  a  conflict  worn, 
With  his  graceful  hair  all  soil'd  and  torn. 
And  a  g^m  on  the  lids  of  his  daxken'd  eye. 
And  a  garii  on  his  bosom— he  came  to  die  ! 
He  look'd  for  the  feoe  to  his  young  heart  sweet, 
And  found  it,  and  sank  at  his  mother^s  feot 


"  Speak  to  me  !  whence  doth  the  swift  blood  run 
What  hath  befallen  thee,  my  child,  my  son  1 " 
The  mist  of  death  on  his  brow  lay  pale. 
But  his  voice  just  linger'd  to  breathe  the  tale. 
Murmuring  faintly  of  wrongs  and  soom. 
And  wounds  from  the  children  of  Brahma  borne 
This  was  the  doom  for  a  Moslem  found 
With  a  foot  pro£uie  on  their  holy  ground — 
This  was  for  sullying  the  pure  waves,  free 
Unto  them  alone — ^twas  their  god's  decree. 

A  change  came  o'er  his  wandering  look — 

The  mother  shriek'd  not  then  nor  shook : 

Breathless  she  kndt  in  her  son's  young  blood. 

Bending  her  mantle  to  stanch  its  flood ; 

But  it  rush'd  like  a  river  which  none  may  stay. 

Bearing  a  flower  to  the  deep  away. 

That  which  our  love  to  the  earth  would  chain. 

Fearfully  striving  with  heaven  in  vain — 

That  which  £Mies  from  us,  while  yet  we  hold, 

Clasp'd  to  our  bosoms,  its  mortal  mould. 

Was  fleeting  before  h«r,  a&r  and  fost ; 

One  moment — ^the  soul  fh>m  the  ha^  had  pass'dl 

Are  there  no  words  for  that  common  woe  t 

Ask  of  the  thousands  its  depth  that  know  1 

The  boy  had  breathed,  in  his  dreaming  rest, 

like  a  low-voiced  dove,  on  her  gentle  breast ; 

He  had  stood,  when  she  sorrow'd,  beside  her  knee, 

Painfully  stilling  his  quick  heart's  glee ; 

He  had  kias'd  from  her  dieek  the  widow's  tears, 

With  the  loving  lip  of  his  infimt  yeare : 

He  had  smiled  o'er  her  path  like  a  bright  s]^ng 

day — 
Now  in  his  blood  on  the  earth  he  lay  1 
Murdered  I    Alas  !  and  we  love  so  weU 
In  a  world  where  anguish  like  this  can  dwell ! 

She  boVd  down  mutely  o'er  her  dead — 
They  that  stood  round  her  watch'd  in  dread ; 
They  watch'd — she  knew  not  they  were  by — 
Her  soul  sat  veil'd  in  its  agony. 
On  the  silent  lip  she  press'd  no  kiss — 
Too  stem  was  the  grasp  of  her  pangs  for  this : 
She  shed  no  tear,  as  her  fiu)e  bent  low 
O'er  the  shining  hair  of  the  lifeless  brow ; 
She  look'd  but  into  the  half-shut  eye 
With  a  gaze  that  found  there  no  reply, 
And,  shrieking,  mantled  her  head  from  sight. 
And  fell,  struck  down  by  her  sorrow's  might. 

And  what  deep  change,  what  work  of  power. 
Was  wrought  on  her  secret  soul  that  hour ! 
How  rose  the  lonely  one  1    She  rose 
Like  a  prophetess  from  dark  repose  1 


\ 


400 


RECORDS  OF  WOMAN. 


And  proudly  flung  from  her  fiice  the  yeil, 

And  shook  the  hair  from  her  forehead  pale. 

And  midst  her  wondering  handmaids  stood. 

With  the  sudden  glance  of  a  dauntless  mood — 

Ay,  lifting  up  to  the  midnight  skj 

A  brow  in  its  regal  passion  high. 

With  a  dose  and  rigid  grasp  she  press'd 

The  blood-stain*d  robe  to  her  heaving  breast, 

And  said — "  Not  yet,  not  yet  I  weep, 

Not  yet  my  spirit  shall  sink  or  sleep !  * 

Not  till  yon  city,  in  ruins  rent, 

Be  piled  for  its  victim's  monument 

Cover  his  dust !  bear  it  on  before ! 

It  shall  visit  those  temple  gates  once  more.* 

And  away  in  the  train  of  the  dead  she  tum*d, 
The  strength  of  her  step  was  the  heart  that  buro'd; 
And  the  Bramin  groves  in  the  starlight  smiled. 
As  the  mother  pass*d  with  her  slaughtered  child. 

nL 
Hark  !  a  wild  sound  of  the  desert's  horn 
Through  the  woods  round  the  Indian  city  borne, 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal  and  tambour  afiir — 
War !  'tis  the  gathering  of  Moslem  war  1 
The  Bramin  look'd  from  the  leaguer'd  towers — 
He  saw  the  wild  archer  amidst  his  bowers ; 
And  the  lake  that  flash'd  through  the  plantain 

shade. 
As  the  light  of  the  lances  along  it  play*d ; 
And  the  canes  that  shook  as  if  winds  were  high, 
When  the  fiery  steed  of  the  waste  swept  by ; 
And  the  camp  as  it  lay  like  a  billowy  sea, 
Wide  round  the  sheltering  banian-tree. 

There  stood  one  tent  from  the  rest  apart — 
That  was  the  place  of  a  woimded  heart 
Oh  !  deep  is  a  wounded  heart,  and  strong 
A  voice  that  cries  against  mighty  wrong ; 
And  fiill  of  death  as  a  hot  wind's  blight. 
Doth  the  iro  of  a  crush'd  affection  light 

Maimuna  from  realm  to  realm  had  pass'd. 
And  her  tale  had  rung  like  a  trumpet's  blast 
There  had  been  words  from  her  pale  lips  pour'd, 
Each  one  a  spell  to  unsheath  the  sword. 
The  Tartar  had  sprung  from  his  steed  to  hear, 
And  the  dark  chief  of  Araby  grasp'd  his  spear, 
Till  a  chain  of  long  lances  begirt  the  wall. 
And  a  vow  was  recorded  that  doom'd  its  felL 
Back  with  the  dust  of  her  son  she  came. 
When  her  voice  had  kindled  that  lightning  flame; 
She  came  in  the  might  of  a  queenly  foe, 
Bonner,  and  javelin,  and  bended  bow; 


But  a  deeper  power  on  her  fordiead 

There  sought  the  warrior  his  star  of  fiifte : 

H«r  eye*s  wild  flash  through  the  tented  line 

Was  hail*d  as  a  spirit  and  a  sign. 

And  the  fidntest  tone  from  her  lip  was  oan^ 

As  a  sibyrs  breath  of  prophetic  thought 

Vain,  bitter  glory  !— the  gift  of  grie^ 
That  Ughts  up  vengeance  to  find  relief 
Transient  and  faithless  1    It  cannot  fill 
So  the  deep  void  of  the  heart,  nor  still 
The  yearning  left  by  a  broken  tie, 
That  haunted  fever  of  which  we  die  ! 

Sickening  she  tum'd  from  her  sod  renown. 
As  a  king  in  death  mig^t  reject  his  crown. 
Slowly  the  strength  of  the  walls  gave  way — 
She  wither'd  faster  from  day  to  day  : 
All  the  proud  sounds  of  that  bannei'd  plain* 
To  stay  the  fiiight  of  her  soul  were  vain ; 
like  an  eagle  caged,  it  had  striven,  and  worn 
The  frail  dust,  ne'er  for  such  oonflictB  bom. 
Till  the  bars  were  rent,  and  the  hoar  was  oome 
For  its  fearful  rushing  through 


The  bright  sun  set  in  his  pomp  and  pride. 
As  on  that  eve  when  the  fair  boy  died : 
She  gazed  from  her  couch,  and  a  softness  fall 
O'er  her  weary  heart  with  the  day's  fiirew^; 
She  spoke,  and  her  voice,  in  its  dying  tone. 
Had  an  echo  of  feelings  that  long  seem'd  flown. 
She  murmur'd  a  low  sweet  cradle-son^ 
Strange  midst  the  din  of  a  warrior  throng — 
A  song  of  the  time  when  her  boy's  young  chedc 
Had  glow'd  on  her  breast  in  its  slumber  meek. 
But  something  which  breathed  from  that  mouin- 

ful  strain 
Sent  a  fitful  gust  o'er  her  soul  again; 
And  starting,  as  if  from  a  dream,  she  cried— r 
"  Give  him  proud  burial  at  my  side  ! 
There,  by  yon  lake,  where  the  palm-bonglfaa  ware. 
When  the  temples  are  fallen,  make  there  oar 

grave." 
And  the  temples  fell,  though  the  spirit  paaB*d, 
That  stay'd  not  for  victory's  voice  at  lass ; 
When  the  day  was  won  for  the  martyr  dead^ 
For  the  broken  heart  and  the  Inight  blood  shed. 

Through  the  gates  of  the  vanquish'd  the  Tarttfsteed 

Bore  in  the  avenger  wiUi  foaming  q>eed ; 

Free  swept  the  flame  through  the  idol 

And  the  streams  glow'd  red,  as  frxxm 

And  the  sword  of  the  Moslem,  let  loose  to  aby, 

like  the  panther  leapt  on  its  flying  prqr* 
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Till  a  dty  of  ruin  begirt  the  shade 

Where  the  boy  and  his  mother  at  rest  were  laid. 

Palace  aod  tower  on  that  plain  were  left, 
Like  &llen  trees  by  the  lightning  cleft ; 
The  wild  Tine  mantled  the  stately  square. 
The  Riyah's  throne  was  the  serpent's  lair. 
And  the  jungle  grass  o*er  the  altar  sprung — 
This  was  the  work  of  one  deep  heart  wrung  ! 


THE  PEASANT  GIRL  OF  THE  RHONR 


Tbn*  Is  boi  OM  pIsM  in  tht 
haliMtaiirtodl 


Thar*,  thar*  Is  aQ  thai  iMIl  ramalni  of  Urn  t 
That  rioflt  qpot  to  tiM  whola  «Mrtb  to  ■!•.*• 

GouatMB's  "  WaOoMtda. 
**  Alai  I  oar  yoang  afltetlona  ma  to  wait*, 
Ori*a*irbatt)Md«Brt.**-Cnu»B  UAaout. 


Thibk  went  a  warrior  s  funeral  through  the  night, 
A  waving  of  tall  plumes,  a  ruddy  light 
Of  torches,  fitfully  and  wildly  thrown 
From  the  high  woods,  along  the  sweeping  Rhone, 
Far  down  the  waters.    Heavily  and  dead. 
Under  the  moaning  trees,  the  horse-hoofs  tread 
Li  muffled  sounds  upon  the  greensward  fell. 
As  chieftains  pasn^d ;  and  solemnly  the  swell 
Of  the  deep  requiem,  o*er  the  gleaming  river  , 
Borne  with  the  gale,  and  with  the  leaves' lowshiver. 
Floated  and  died.  Proud  mourners  there,  yet  pale, 

Wore  man's  mute  anguish  sternly ; — ^but  otone. 
Oh,  who  shall  speak]  What  words  Ais  brow  unveill 

A  father  following  to  the  grave  his  son  !^ 
That  IS  no  grief  to  picture  1    Sad  and  slow. 

Through  the  wood-shadows,  moved  the  knightly 
train, 
With  youth's  £ur  form  upon  the  bier  laid  low — 

Fair  even  when  found  amidst  the  bloody  slain, 
.Stretch'd  by  its  broken  lance.    They  reach'd  the 
lone 

Baronial  chapel,  where  the  forcst^loom 
Fell  heaviest,  for  the  massy  boughs  had  grown 

Lito  thick  archways,  as  to  vault  the  tomb. 
Stately  they  trode  the  hollow-ringing  aisle, 
A  strange  deep  echo  shuddered  through  the  pile, 
Till  crested  heads  at  last  in  silence  bent 
Round  the  De  Coucis*  antique  monument. 
When  dust  to  dust  was  given : — and  Aymer  slept 

Beneath  the  drooping  banners  of  his  line. 
Whose  broider'd  folds  the  Syrian  wind  had  swept 

Proudly  and  oft  o'er  fields  of  Palestine 


So  the  sad  rite  was  dosed.    The  sculptor  gavt^ 
Trophies,  ere  long,  to  deck  that  lordly  grave ; 
And  the  pale  image  of  a  youth,  array'd 
As  warriors  are  for  fight,  but  calmly  laid 

Li  slimiber  on  his  shield.  Then  all  was  done — 
All  still  around  the  dead.    His  name  was  heard 
Perchance  when  wine-cups  flow'd,  and  hearts  were 
sUrr'd 

By  some  old  song,  or  tale  of  battle  won 
Told  round  the  hearth.  But  in  his  fiither's  breast 
Manhood's  high  passions  woke  again,  and  press'd 
On  to  their  mark ;  and  in  his  friend's  dear  eye 
There  dwdt  no  shadow  of  a  dream  gone  by ; 
And  with  the  brethren  of  his  fidds,  the  feast 
Was  gay  as  when  the  voice  whose  sounds  had  ceased 
Mingled  with  theirs.  Even  thus  life's  rushing  tide 
Bears  back  affection  from  the  grave's  dark  side ; 
Alas  1  to  think  of  tfiis  ! — ^the  heart's  void  place 

Fill'd  up  so  soon  ! — so  like  a  summer  doud. 
All  that  we  loved  to  pass  and  leave  no  trace  ! — 

He  lay  fot^tten  in  his  early  shroud. 
Foi^tten  % — not  of  all !    The  sunny  smile 
Glancing  in  play  o'er  that  proud  lip  erewhile. 
And  the  dark  locks,  whose  breessy  waving  threw 
A  gladness  round,  whene'er  their  shade  withdrew 
From  the  bright  brow ;  and  all  the  sweetness  lying 

Within  that  eagle  eye's  jet  radiance  deep. 
And  all  the  music  with  that  young  voice  dying, 

Whose  joyous  echoes  made  the  quick  heart  leap 
As  at  a  hunter's  bugle — ^these  things  lived 
Still  in  one  breast,  whose  silent  love  survived 
The  pomps  of  kindred  sorrow.    Day  by  day, 
OnAymer'stombfreshflowersingarlandslay,  [ing. 
Through  the  dim  £uie  soft  summer  odours  breath- 
And  all  the  pale  sepulchral  trophies  wreathing. 
And  with  a  flush  of  deeper  brilliance  glowing 
In  the  rich  light,  like  molten  rubies  flowing 
Through  storied  windows  down.    The  violet  there 

Might  speak  of  love — a  secret  love  and  lowly ; 
And  the  rose  image  all  things  fleet  and  fair ; 

And  the  faint  passion-flower,  the  sad  and  holy. 
Tell  of  diviner  hopes.    But  whose  light  hand. 
As  for  an  altar,  wove  the  radiant  band  ] 
Whose  gentle  nurture  brought,  from  hidden  dells. 
That  gem-like  wealth  of  blossoms  and  sweet  bells, 
To  blush  through  every  season]    Blight  and  chill 
Might  touch  the  changing  woods;  but  duly  still 
For  years  those  goi^geous  coronals  ronew'd, 

And  brightly  clasping  marble  spear  and  helm. 
Even  through  mid-winter,  fill'd  the  solitude 

With  a  strange  smile — a  glow  of  summer's  realm. 
Surdy  some  fond  and  fervent  heart  was  pouring 
Its  youth's  vain  worship  on  the  du8t>  adoring 
In  lone  devotedness ! 
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One  spring  mom  ros^ 

And  found,  wxthzn  that  tomb's  proud  shadow 
laid— 
Oh  !  not  as  midst  the  Tiaeyarda,  to  repose 

From  the  fierce  noon — a  dark-haired  peaomt 
maid. 
Who  conld  reveal  her  story?    That  still  fiuie 

Had  once  been  fidr ;  for  on  the  clear  arcfa*d  brow 
And  the  curved  lip  there  Iinger*d  yet  sndi  grace 

As  scnlptare  gives  its  dreams ;  and  long  and  low 
The  deep  black  lashes,  o'er  the  half-shnt  eye — 
For  death  was  on  its  lids — fell  moomfiiny. 
But  the  cold  cheek  was  sank,  the  raven  hair 
Dimm'd,  the  slight  form  all  wasted,  as  by  care. 
Whence  eamethat  early  blightl  J7er  kindred's  place 
Was  not  amidst  the  high  DeCouct  race;     [wreath, 
Tet  there  her  shrine  had  been  !    She  grasp'd  a 
The  tomb's  last  garland  t — ^This  was  love  in  death. 


INDIAN  WOMAN'S  DEATH^ONG. 

[An  Indiaa  woman,  driven  to  despair  by  her  hoaband's 
^duaertion  <rf  h«r  for  another  wife,  entered  a  canoe  with  her 
childreD,  and  rowed  H  down  tiie  Miwrlwi|»pt  towards  a  cata- 
ract. Her  Tmee  was  heard  from  the  abore  ringing  a  moonftil 
death-eong,  ontil  owpowered  by  the  aound  of  the  waten  in 
wliich  she  perished.  The  tale  is  related  in  Long's  "Expedition 
to  the  Sooroe  of  St  Peter's  River."] 

"  Xon,  )e  iw  pals  viTre  Kvee  on  eosar  briM.  11  ftat  qo*  j«  ntnmfv 
Ujoie,  et  qu«  je  m'nnlaw  ttoz  ««piit«  lilires  de  Tair." 

"Bride  of  MeaiiMu'*   Tnunfaited  by  Vabawi  iia  Stabi. 

"  Let  not  mj  ehild  bt  agirl.  Ibr  nrr  ad  totlM  Ulb  ofa  waawa." 

*'  The  Pnirie.** 

Down  a  brood  river  of  the  western  wilds, 
Piercing  thick  forest-glooms,  a  light  canoe 
Swept  with  the  current :  fearful  was  the  speed 
Of  the  frail  berk,  as  by  a  tempest's  wing 
Borne  leaf-like  on  to  where  the  mist  of  spray 
Rose  with  the  cataract's  thunder.    Yet  within, 
I    Proudly,  and  dauntlessly,  and  all  alone, 
{    Save  that  a  babe  lay  sleeping  at  her  breast, 
!    A  woman  stood  !     Upon  her  Indian  brow 
Sat  a  strange  gladness,  and  her  dark  hair  waved 
As  if  triumphantly.    She  press'd  her  child. 
In  its  bright  slumber,  to  her  beating  heart. 
And  lifted  her  sweet  voice,  that  rose  awhile 
Above  the  sound  of  waters,  high  and  clear. 
Wafting  a  wild  proud  strain — a  song  of  death. 

"Roll  swiftly  to  the  spirits*  land,  thou  mighty 

stream  and  free ! 
Father  of  ancient  waters,^  roll !  and  bear  our  lives 

with  thee  I 

1  **  Father  of  waters,**  the  Indian  name  for  (he  MisaissfppL 


The  weary  bird  that  storms  hanre  toasM  wonU 

seek  the  sunshine^  cafan. 
And  the  deer  that  hath  the  arrow's  hart  flisB  to 

the  woods  of  balm. 

''Roll  on ! — my  warriot^s  ey«  hath  Iodk*d  upon 

another^B  fiK», 
And  mine  hath  ftded  firam  hjs  aonl,  as  Mm  a   ' 

moonbeam's  tmoe : 
My  shadow  comes  not  o'er  his  path,  my  whisper   ' 

to  his  dream — 
He  flings  away  the  broken  reed.  Boll  swifter  yet, 

thou  stream  I 

*'  The  voice  that  spoke  of  other  days  is  hosh'd 

within  iUt  breast^ 
But  mint  its  lonely  music  hamita^  and  will  not 

let  me  rest ; 
It  sings  a  low  and  mournful  songof  {^adneas  that 

is  gone — 
I  cannot  live  without  that  light.  Father  of  waves! 

roll  on ! 

"Will  he  not  miss  the  boondiDg^  step  fbaft  met 

him  fh)m  the  diase? 
The  heart  of  love  that  made  his  home  an  eivr- 

sunny  placet  | 

I 

The  hand  that  spread  the  himter^B  board,  and 
deck'd  his  couch  of  yore  1 — 

I 

He  will  not  I    Roll,  dark  foaming  stream,  on  to   ' 
the  better  shore ! 

"  Some  blessed  fount  amidst  the  woods  of  that 

bright  land  must  flow. 
Whose  waters  from  my  soul  may  lave  the  memorr 

of  this  woe; 
Some  gentle  wind  must  whisper  there,  whose 

breath  may  waft  away 
The  burden  of  the  heavy  night,  the  sadness  of 

the  day. 

"  And  thou,  my  babe  !  though  bom,  like  me^  ibr 

woman's  weary  lot. 
Smile  ! — to  that  wasting  of  the  heart,  mj  own ! 

I  leave  thee  not ; 
Too  bright  a  thing  art  iJunt  to  pine  in  arilwng  ijf^ 

away —  ' 

Thy  mother  bears  thee  for,  young  fawn !  from   | 

sorrow  and  decay. 


"She  bears  thee  to  the  glorious  bowers  yfhae 

none  are  heard  to  weep, 
And  where  th'  imkind  one  hath  no  power  Wff^ 

to  trouble  sleep ; 
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And  where  the  eoul  ahtdl  find  ite  youth,  as 

wakening  from  a  dreem ; 
One  moment^  and  thai  realm  is  onia.    On»  on, 

daxfcroDing  stream  r 


JOAN  OF  ARC  IN  RHEIMS. 

* 

[* '  J«Mine  d' Are  andt  ea  la  Joto  da  Toir  i  Chalona  quelquei 
amis  da  wn  en&Doe.  Une  jola  pltu  ineflkble  anoore  Tatten- 
dait  k  Rbefans,  an Min  de  ton  trksmpha:  Jaeqnet  d'Are,  ion 
pen,  7  M  trouva,  aunltdl  qua  de  troapet  de  Charlei  TIL  7 
Auaal  antrte;  at  oomma las  dauz  frirw  da  notva hdroioa 
raTaimt  aoaompagn^,  aUe  m  vtt  pour  nn  inatant  au  milieu 
da'»  fiutniOa,  daiu  ki  bnu  d'un  p^  Tirtnenx.**— ri^  de 
Jjomm  dMrc] 

Thoa  hut  a  ebaiBMd  oap,  O  Taaam ' 

A  AmiM  ttM*  aMBtlM  U«ii, 
And  Menu  to  HA  thk  •arth-tKwn  frmrna 

Abow  mortality  I 
Awi^!  to  me— A  womao — bring 
SwMt  watart  from  afbetlon'a  •priag  • 

That  waa  b  joyous  day  in  Bheims  of  old, 
When  peal  on  peal  of  mighty  musio  roU'd 
Forth  from  her  throng'd  cathedral;  while  aionnd, 
A  mnltitadey  yihoae  billows  made  no  sound, 
Chain'd  to  a  hush  of  wonder,  though  elate 
With  Tiotocy,  llMen'd  at  their  temple's  gate. 
And  what  was  done  within  1    Within,  the  light, 

Through  the  rich  gloom  of  pictured  windows 
flowing, 
Tinged  with  soft  awfulness  a  stately  sight — 

The  chiyalxyof  France  theirproud  headsbowing 
In  martial  vaasalage  1    While  midst  that  ring; 
And  shadoVd  by  ancestral  tombs,  a  king 
Beoeiredhis  birth-right's  crown.  Forthis,  the  hymn 

Swell'd  out  like  rushing  waters,  and  the  day 
With  the  sweet  censer^s  misty  breath  grow  dim, 

Aa  through  long  aisles  it  floated  o'er  th'  array 
Of  anna  and  sweeping  stoles.    But  who,  alone 
And  unapproach'd,  beside  the  altazHstone,     • 
With  the  white  banner  forth  like  sunshine  stream- 
ing,  [jgleaming, 

And  the  gold  helm  through  clouds  of  fragrance 
Silent  and  radiant  stood  1    The  helm  was  raised. 
And  the  £Edr  face  reveal'd,  that  upward  gazed. 
Intensely  worshipping — a  still,  clear  &ce, 
Youthfiil,  but  brightly  solemn !    Woman's  cheek 
And  brow  were  there,  in  deep  devotion  meek, 
Yet  glorified,  with  inspiration's  trace 
On  its  pure  paleness ;  while,  enthroned  abovei, 
The  pictured  Virgin,  with  her  smile  of  love, 
Scem'd  bending  o'er  her  votaress.  That  slight  form! 
Was  that  the  leader  through  the  battle-storm  t 
Had  the  soft  light  in  that  adoring  eye 
Guided  the  warrior  where  the  swords  flash'd  high  ? 


'Twas  so,  even  so! — andthou,  the  shepherd'^  child* 
Joanne,  the  lowly  drsamer  of  the  wild  1 
Never  before,  and  never  since  that  hoor. 
Hath  woman,  mantled  with  victorious  power. 
Stood  forth  as  t&ou  beside  the  shrine  didst  stand. 
Holy  amidst  the  knighthood  of  the  land. 
And,  beautiful  with  joy  and  with  renown, 
USt  thy  white  banner  o'er  the  olden  crown, 
Ransom'd  for  France  by  thee ! 

The  rites  are  done. 
Now  let  the  dome  with  tztunpet-notes  be  shaken. 
And  bid  the  echoes  of  the  tomb  awaken. 

And  come  thou  forth,  that  heaven's  rejoicing  sun 
May  give  thee  ^welcome  from  thine  own  blue  skies. 

Daughter  of  victory  1    A  triumphant  strain, 
A  proud  rich  stream  of  warlike  melodies, 

Gush'd  through  the  portals  of  the  antique  feme. 
And  forth  she  came.    Then  rose  a  nation's  sound : 
Oh  t  what  a  power  to  bid  the  quick  heart  bound, 
The  wind  bears  onward  with  the  stormy  cheer 
Man  gives  to  glory  on  her  high  career ! 
Is  there  indeed  such  power) — far  deeper  dwells 
In  one  kind  household  voice,  to  reach  the  cells 
Whence  happiness  flows  forth  t  The  shouts  that 

fill'd 
The  hollow  heaven  tempestuously,  were  still'd 
One  moment ;  and  in  that  brief  pause,  the  tone. 
As  of  a  breeze  that  o'er  her  home  had  blown. 
Sank  on  the  bri^t  maid's  heart    "Joanne !" — 
Who  spoke  [grew 

Like  those  whoee  childhood  with  her  childhood 
Under  one  roofi  ''Joanne!" — thai  murmur  broke 

With  sounds  of  weeping  forth  1    She  tum'd — 
she  knew 
Beside  her,  mark'd  from  all  the  thousands  there, 
In  the  calm  beauty  of  his  silver  hair. 
The  stately  shepherd;  and  the  youth,  whose  joy. 
From  his  dark  eye  flash'd  proudly ;  and  the  boy. 
The  youngest  bom,  that  ever  loved  her  beat : — 
"  Father  1  and  ye,  my  brothers !"    On  the  breast 
Of  that  gray  sire  she  sank— and  swiftly  back, 
Even  in  an  instant,  to  their  native  track     [more 
Her  free  thoughts  flow'd.    She  saw  the  pomp  no 
The  plumes,  the  banners :  to  her  cabin-door. 
And  to  the  Fairy's  Fountain  in  the  glade,^ 
Where  her  young  aisters  by  her  side  had  play'd. 
And  to  her  hamlef  a  chapel,  where  it  rose 
Hallowing  the  forest  unto  deep  repose, 
Her  spirit  tum'd.    The  very  wood-note,  sung 

In  early  spring-time  by  the  bird,  which  dwelt 

>  A  beautfftil  fbuntahi,  near  Domreml,  b^eved  to  ba 
hauotad  by  fairies,  and  a  fiivourita  raiort  of  Jeanna  d'Arc  in 
her  childhood. 
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Where  o'er  her  father's  roof  the  beech  leayes  hung;. 
Was  in  her  heart ;  a  music  heard  and  felt^ 

Winning  her  back  to  nature.    She  unbound 
The  hehn  of  many  batUes  from  her  head* 

And,  with  her  bright  locks  bow'd  to  sweep  the 
g[roundy 
Lifting  her  Toice  up,  wept  for  joy  and  said^ 

"  Bless  me^  my  fiither  1  bless  me  1  and  with  thee, 

To  the  still  cabin  and  the  beechen  tree, 

Let  me  return  I" 

Oh  1  never  did  thine  eye 
Through  the  green  haunts  of  happy  in&ncy 
Wander  again,  Joanne  1    Too  much  of  fame 
Had  shed  its  radiance  on  thy  peasant  name ; 
And  bought  alone  by  gifts  beyond  all  price — 
The  trusting  heart's  repose,  the  paradise 
Of  home^  with  all  its  loves — doth  fiite  allow 
The  crown  of  glory  unto  woman's  brow. 


PALTJNE. 

Todi«forwlatw«lov«I    Oh!  thwatopow 
la  ths  torn  haait,  and  pride,  and  Jcqr,  fcr  thia : 
li  to  to  »▼•  withoaft  Um  vanlih'd  If^ 
TiMt  itraagUi  to  aMd«L 

*■  CM  InpMM  al  tmpMMT  d*BB  Oifomo 
ndDa  vita  moital  U  flon  •!  Tcrda." 


Along  the  starlit  Seine  went  music  swelling. 
Till  the  air  thrill'd  with  its  exulting  mirth ; 

Proudly  it  floated,  even  as  if  no  dwelling 
For  cares  or  stricken  hearts  were  found  on  earth ; 

And  a  glad  soimd  the  measure  lightly  beat, 

A  happy  chime  of  many  dancing  feet 

For  in  a  palace  of  the  land  that  night,       [bimg  ; 

Lamps,  and  fresh  roses,  and  green  leaves  were 
And  from  the  painted  walls,  a  stream  of  light 

On  flying  forms  beneath  soft  splendour  flung  ; 
But  loveliest  fikr  amidst  the  revel's  pride 
Was  one — ^the  lady  from  the  Danube  sidc^ 

Pauline,  the  meekly  bright !  though  now  no  more 
Her  clear  eye  flash'd  with  youth's  aU-tameless 
glee. 

Yet  something  holier  than  its  da3^ring  wore. 
There  in  soft  rest  lay  beautiful  to  see ; 

A  charm  with  graver,  tenderer,  sweetness  fraught — 

The  blending  of  deep  love  and  matron  thought 

Through  the  gay  throng  she  moved,  serenely  fiiir. 
And  such  calm  joy  as  fills  a  moonlight  sky 

^  The  Princess  Pauline  Schwartxenberg.    The  itoiy  of  her 
late  is  beautifullj  related  In  UAUcmagne,  voL  iiL  p.  336. 


Sat  on  her  brow  beneath  its  graoefiil  hair. 

As  her  young  daughter  in  the  dance  went  by, 
"V^^th  the  fleet  step  of  one  that  yet  hath  known 
Snules  and  kind  voices  in  this  world  aloneu 


Lurk'd  there  no  secret  boding  in  her  breast  t 
Did  no  £unt  whisper  warn  of  evU  nigh  I 

Such  oft  awake  when  most  the  heart  seems  blest 
Midst  the  light  laughter  of  festivity.         pmow 

Whence  come  those  tones?    Alas  I  enough  wa 

To  mingle  fear  with  all  triumphal  show  ! 

Who  spoke  of  evil  when  young  fbet  were  flying 
In  £ury  rings  around  the  echoing  hall  % 

Soft  airs  through  braided  locks  in  perfume  a§^un& 
Qlad  pulses  beating  unto  musLc*s  call  ? 

Silence! — ^theminstrelspanse — and  hark!  asoond, 

A  strange  quick  rustling  which  their  notes  had 
drown'dl 

And  lo  !  a  light  upon  the  danoeia  breaking — 
Not  such  their  dear  and  silvery  lamps  had  shed  f 

From  the  gay  dream  of  reveliy  awaking, 
One  moment  holds  them  still  in  breathleas  dread. 

The  wild  fleree lustre  grows :  thenbontsa  ccy — 

Firtl  through  the  hall  and  round  it  gathering — 
fly! 

And  forth  they  rush,  as  chased  by  sword  and  spear. 
To  the  green  coverts  of  the  garden  bowers — 

A  gorgeous  masque  of  pageantry  and  fear. 
Startling  the  birds  and  trampliog  down  the 
flowers : 

While  from  the  dome  behind,  red  sparkles  driven 

Pierce  the  dark  stillness  of  the  midnight  heaven. 

And  where  is  she — ^Pauline?  The  hurrying  thrcmf 
Have  swept  her  onward,  as  a  stormy  blast 

Might  sweep  some  fiEdnt  o'erwearied  bird  along — 
Till  now  the  threshold  of  that  death  is  past. 

And  free  she  stands  beneath  the  starry  skiee^ 

Calling  her  child — but  no  sweet  voice  replii 


"  Bertha !  where  art  thou!  Speak  I  oh !  speak,  my 
own!" 
Alas  !  unconscious  of  her  pangs  the  whil^ 
The  gentle  girl,  in  fear's  cold  grasp  alonei. 

Powerless  had  sunk  within  the  blazing  pile ; 
A  yoimg  bright  form,  deck'd  gloriously  for  death. 
With  flowers  all  shrinking  from  the  flame's  ficree 
breath  ! 

But  oh !  thy  strength,  deep  love  1    Thereisnopowtf 
To  stay  the  mother  from  that  rolling  gme^ 
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Though  fiist  on  high  the  fiery  yolumes  tower. 

And  forth  like  banners  firom  each  lattice,  wave : 
Backi  ha^k  she  rufihes  through  a  host  combined — 
Mighty  18  anguiah,  with  affection  twined  1 

And  what  bold  step  may  follow,  midst  the  roar 
Of  the  red  billows,  o*er  their  prey  that  rise  1 

None  1 — Courage  there  stood  still — and  never  more 
Did  those  fidr  forms  emerge  on  human  eyes  I 

Was  one  bright  meeting  theirs,  one  wildfisurewoll? 

And  died  they  heart  to  heart? — Oh !  who  can  telll 

Freshly  and  cloudlessly  the  morning  broke 
On  that  sad  palace,  midst  its  pleasure  shades ; 

Its  painted  roo&  had  sunk — ^yet  black  with  smoke 
And  lonely  stood  its  marble  colonnades : 

Butyeetereve  their  shafts  with  wreaths  werebound, 

Now  lay  the  scene  one  shrivelled  scroll  around  1 

And  bore  the  ruins  no  recording  trace 

Of  all  that  woman's  heart  had  dared  and  done  ? 

Tes !  there  were  gems  to  mark  its  mortal  place. 
That  forth  from  dust  and  ashes  dimly  shone  ! 

Those  had  the  mother,  on  her  gentle  breast, 

Worn  round  her  child's  fiiir  image,  there  at  rest. 

And  they  were  all ! — the  tender  and  the  true 
Left  this  alone  her  sacrifice  to  prove. 

Hallowing  tRe  spot  where  mirth  once  lightly  flew, 
Todeeplonechasten'd  thoughtsof  grief  andlovo. 

Oh  1  we  have  need  of  patient  fitith  below. 

To  dear  away  the  mysteries  of  such  woe  ! 


JUANA. 

(.Joaaa,  mothflrof  tha  Emperor  ChariMY.,  upon  <h«  death 
of  ber  hnriMUid,  Philip  the  Handnme  of  Anitria,  who  had 
traated  ber  with  uniform  neglect,  had  hit  bodj  hUd  upon  a 
1»ed  of  elate.  In  a  mafniflcent  draii ;  and  being  poaeMod  with 
the  idea  that  it  would  revive,  watched  it  for  a  kngth  of  time, 
IneeintiT  watting  for  the  moment  of  returning  UHk] 

It  li  bat  dnak  tboa  loorrt  vpOD.    This  lore. 
This  wOd  end  pMrional*  IdobUfy, 
What  dotli  It  iB  tha  ■badoir  of  the  gtanw  ? 
Oalter  tt  tack  wtthla  tbj  loMly  iMMt, 
80  BUMt  M  cfw  md  t  too  much  w«  glvB 
Veto  Ite  thlnfi  thetparlib. 

Thb  night-wind  shook  the  tapestry  round  an  an- 
cient palace  room. 

And  torches,  as  it  rose  and  fell,  waved  through  the 
gorgeous  gloom. 

And  o'er  a  shadowy  regal  couch  threw  fitful  gleams 
and  red. 


Where  a  woman  with  long  raven  hair  sat  watchins^ 
by  the  dead. 

Pale  shone  the  features  of  the  dead,  yet  glorious 

still  to  see. 
Like  a  hunter  or  a  chief  struck  down  while  his 

heart  and  step  wore  free : 
No  shroud  he  wore,  no  robe  of  death,  but  there 

migestic  lay. 
Proudly  and  sadly  glittering  in  royalty's  array. 

But  she  that  with  the  dark  hair  watch'd  by  the 
cold  slumberer's  side. 

On  Ker  wan  cheek  no  beauty  dwelt,  and  in  her 
garb  no  pride  ; 

Only  her  full  impassion'd  eyes  as  o'er  that  clay 
shebent^ 

A  wildness  and  a  tenderness  in  strange  resplen- 
dence blent. 

And  as  the  swift  thoughts  cross'd  her  soul,  like 
shadows  of  a  cloud,  [aloud ; 

Amidst  the  silent  room  of  death  thedreamer  spoke 

She  spoke  to  him  that  could  not  hear,  and  cried, 
"  Thou  yet  wilt  wake. 

And  learn  my  watchings  and  my  tears,  beloved 
one  !  for  thy  sake. 

"  They  told  me  this  was  death,  but  well  I  knew 

it  could  not  be ; 
Fairest  and  stateliest  of  the  earth !  who  spoke  of 

death  for  tku  f 
They  would  have  wrapp'd  the  funeral  shroud  thy 

gallant  form  around. 
But  I  forbade — and  there  thou  art,  a  monarch, 

robed  and  crown'd ! 

"  With  all  thy  bright  locks  gleaming  still,  their 

coronal  beneath. 
And  thy  brow  so  proudly  beautiful — ^who  said  that 

this  was  death } 
Silence  hath  been  upon  thy  lips,  and  stillness 

round  thee  long^ 
But  the  hopeful  spirit  in  my  breast  is  aU  undimm'd 

and  strong. 

''  I  know  thou  hast  not  loved  me  yet ;  I  am  not 
fur  like  thee. 

The  very  glance  of  whose  clear  eye  threw  round 
a  light  of  glee  1 

A  frail  and  drooping  form  is  mine — a  cold  un- 
smiling cheek — 

Oh  !  I  have  but  a  woman's  heart  wherewith  t&jr 
heart  to  seek. 


\ 


4o6 


RECORDS  OF  WOMAN. 


"  Bat  when  thou  vrakeBt,  my  prince,  my  lord !  and 

hear'st  how  I  have  kept 
A  lonely  vigil  by  thy  side,  and  o'er  thee  pray  d 

and  weptr— 
How  in  one  long  deep  dream  of  thae  my  nights 

and  days  have  past-* 
Surely  that  humble  patient  love  mutt  win  back 
.  love  at  last  1 

And  thou  wilt  smile — my  own,  my  own,  shall  be 

the  Bfaiinj  smile. 
Which  brightly  fell,  and  joyoosly,  on  all  hut  ma 

erewhile ! 
No  more  in  vain  a£Eection*s  thint  my  weary  sool 

shall  pine — 
Oh !  years  of  hope  deferred  were  paid  by  one  fond 

glance  of  thine ! 

"  Thoult  meet  me  with  that  radiant  look  when 

thou  comest  from  the  chase — 
For  me,  for  me,  in  festal  halls  it  shall  kindle  o'er 

thy  face! 
Tlioalt  reck  no  more  thou^  beaaiys  gift  aune 

aspect  may  not  bless ; 
In  thy  kind  eyes  this  deep,  deep  love  shall  give 

me  loveliness. 

*  But  wake  1  my  heart  within  me  bums;,  yet  once 

more  to  rejoice 
In  the  soimd  to  which  it  ever  leap'd,  the  music 

of  thy  voice. 
Awake  !  I  sit  in  solitude,  that  thy  first  look  and 

tone. 
And  the  gladness  of  thine  opening  eyes,  may  all 

be  mine  alone." 

In  the  still  chambers  of  the  dust,  thus  pour'd  forth 

day  by  day. 
The  passion  of  that  loving  dream  from  a  troubled 

soul  found  way. 
Until  the  shadows  of  the  grave  had  swept  o'er 

every  grace, 
Left  midst  the  awfulness  of  death  on  the  princely 

form  and  £bk». 

And  slowly  broke  the  fearful  truth  upon  the 

watcher's  breast. 
And  they  bore  away  the  royal  dead  with  requiems 

to  his  rest, 
With  banners  and  with  knightly  plumes  all  waving 

in  the  wind — 
But  a  woman's  broken  heart  was  left  in  its  lone 

despair  behind. 
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WnuLT  and  mounifully  tiia 

On  the  deep  hnshof  moonUg^tosBlB 
"Sing  us  a  death-song, for  thina  hour  la  ooma" — 

So  ^e  red  warriorB  to  their  (a|ytiTe  apoka. 
Still,  and  amidst  thoae  dusky  finos  alona^ 

A  youth,  a  fidr-hait^d  youth  of  England  atood. 
Like  a  king's  son;  though  from  his  che^  had 
flown 

The  mantling  crimson  of  the  ialaDd  blood. 
And  his  press'd  lips  look'd  marble.  FieroelyliiJi^ 
And  h^jb.  around  him  Uoaed  the  firea  of  o||^ 
Rocking  beneath  the  oedoia  to  and  fto, 
As  the  wind  passed,  and  with  a  iitfnl  f^ow 
Lighting  ifiB  victim's  face :  but  who  could  tall 
Of  what  within  his  secret  heart  befeD,     [thoqg^ 
Known  but  to  heaven  that  hoort    Perdiaaca  a 
Of  his  &r  home  then  so  intenaaly  wruught^ 
That  iia  full  image,  pktored  to  hia  ey« 
On  the  daik  ground  of  mortal  agony. 
Rose  clear  as  day !— and  ha  might  see  tha  hnd 
Of  his  young  sisters  wandering  hand  in  hand. 
Where  the  laburnums  droop'd;  or  haply  Unding 
The  jasmine  up  the  doom's  low  pillazB  winding; 
Or,  as  day  dosed  upon  their  gentle  kirth. 
Gathering,  with  braided  hair,  around  tha  baaith. 
Where  sat  their  mother ;  and  that  nxrthcf^  hem 
Its  grave  sweet  smile  yet  wearing  in  the  plaoe 
Where  so  it  ever  smiled  !    Perchance  the  prayer 
Leam'd  at  her  knee  came  back  on  his  detBptar ; 
The  blessing  from  hervoice,  the  very  tone  [gtme! 
Of  her  "  Good-night'*  mi^^t  breathe  frt>m  boyhood 
— He  started  and  look'd  up :  thick  cypreaa  bou^^ 

Full  of  strange  sound,  waved  o'er  him,  davkl^  zed 
In  the  broad  stormy  firelight ;  savage  browi^ 

With  tall  plumes  crested  and  wild  hi&ea  o'a> 
spread. 
Girt  him  like  feveridi  phantoms;  and  pale  alBS 
Look'd  through  the  branches  as  throu^  dungeon 

bars. 
Shedding  no  hope.    He  knew,  ha  £alt  his  doom— 
Oh  !  what  a  tale  to  shadow  with  its  gloom 
That  happy  hall  in  TCngiftnii     i^  fgur  | 

Wouldthe  winds  tell  it  1  Who  might  dream  or  hear 
The  secret  of  the  forests!    To  tha  atake    [akrote 

They  bound  him ;  and 
His  fiither's  spirit  in  his  breast  to 

Trusting  to  die  in  silence  I    Ha^  tha  ]o?e 
Of  many  hearts ! — ^the  fondly  reared— tiha  te; 
Gladdening  all  eyes  to  sec !    And  fettai^d  theva 


I 


COSTANZA. 


407 


He  stood  beside  liis  doath-pyrOy  and  the  brand 
Flamed  up  to  light  it  in  the  chieftain's  hand. 
He  thought  upon  his  GUkL    Hush !  hark  1  a  cry 
Breaks  on  the  stem  and  dread  solemnity — 
A  step  hath  pierced  the  ring !    Who  dares  intrude 
On  the  dark  hunters  in  their  Tengeful  moodi 
A  girl — a  young  aU^^t  girl — a  &wn4ike  child 
Of  green  savannas  and  the  leafy  wild. 
Springing  unmork'd  till  then,  as  some  lone  flower^ 
Happy  because  the  sunshine  is  its  dower ; 
Tet  one  that  knew  how  esily  tears  are  shed. 
For  hen  had  mouxn'd  a  playmaMxrother  dead. 

She  had  sat  gazing  on  1i»e  Tictim  long^ 
Until  the  pity  of  her  soul  grew  strong; 
And,  by  its  passion's  deepening  fervour  sway'd, 
Kven  to  the  stake  she  rush'd,  and  gently  laid 
ffia  bri|^  head  on  her  bosom,  and  around 
His  fi)rm  her  slender  arms  to  shield  it  wound 
Like  dose  Liaanes ;  then  raised  her  glittering  eye. 
And  deartonedToioe,  tMlit  said, ''Heshall not  die!" 
"  He  shall  not  die !"— the  gloomy  forest  thrill'd 

To  that  sweet  sound.    A  sudden  wonder  fell 
On  the  fierce  throng ;  and  heart  and  handwere  still'd, 

Struck  down  as  by  the  whisper  of  a  spell. 
Th^gasad:  their  darksoulsboVd  before  the  maid, 
She  of  the  dancing  step  in  wood  and  glade  I 
Andy  as  her  cheek  fluah'd  through  its  oliye  hue, 
Aa  her  blacSL  tresses  to  the  nigbt-wind  flew. 
Something  o'ermaater^d  them  fxom.  that  young 

mien- 
Something  of  heaven  in  silence  felt  and  seen ; 
And  ■eeming^  to  their  childlike  fidth,  a  token 
Thait  tiia  Great  Spirit  by  her  Toice  had  Q>oken. 

Th^  looaed  the  bonds  that  held  theor  captive's 

farsath; 
From  his  pale  lips  they  took  the  cup  of  death ; 
They  queneh'd  the  brand  beneath  the  cypress  tree : 
fAway,"  they  cried,  "youngstrsngerythouartfreer 


COSTANZA 

Art  Hum  tlMn  daKdate  ? 
QiMmM, <f  hay  ihf  ten  ?    OotMtonM! 
I  Mft  tUiM  own.    Ha?c  tnutod  bcarto  proTMl  aise  ? 
idM^vBdtliM?    WaodMvr.eomctosMi 
iMvcwtawMBa?    Kaow*ii thoa an 
I  noold  iMv*  boHM,  and  ealTd  It  Jogr  to  btar* 
Vtethyaka?    Xnowlrtthoa  that  tlqrvoiet  hath  po«w 


9r  «M  kind  lOBO  ?— to  SU  naino  ajw  wttk 
Ofyaarnl^  lo«»  ?    And  thoo— oh !  thoa  dldM  throw 
That  onakrd  aflbeUon  hack  afponny  hcwt 
T«i  anaa  to  BM  >— U  dtod  nat 

Shx  knelt  in  prayer.    A  stream  of  sunset  fell 
Tluough  the  stain'd  window  of  her  lonely  cell. 


And  with  its  rich,  deep,  melancholy  glow. 
Flushing  her  cheek  and  pale  Mn/inniift  brow. 
While  o'er  her  long  hair's  flowing  jet  it  throw 
Bright  waves  of  gold—the  autumn  forest's  hue-^ 
Seem'd  all  a  vision's  mist  of  glory,  spread 
By  painting's  touch  around  some  holy  head, 
y  iigin's  or  fairest  martyr's.    In  her  eye 
Which  glanoed  as  dark  dear  water  to  the  sky. 
What  solemn  fervour  lived !   And  yet  what  woe. 
Lay  like  some  buried  thing,  still  seen  below 
The  glassy  tide !    Oh  1  he  that  could  reveal 
What  life  had  taoght  that  ohasten'd  heart  to  feel. 
Might  speak  indeed  of  woman's  blighted  years, 
And  vrasted  love,  and  vainly  bitter  tears  i 
But  she  had  told  her  griefis  to  heaven  alone. 
And  of  the  gentle  saint  no  more  was  known, 
Thanthatshe  fled  the  world'soold  breath,  andmade 
A  temple  of  the  pine  and  chestnut  shade. 
Filling  its  depths  with  soul,  whene'er  her  hymn 
Rose  through  each  murmur  of  the  green,  and  dim, 
And  ancient  solitude ;  where  hidden  streams 
Went  moaning  through  the  grasG^  like  sounds  in 

dreams — 
Muoc  for  vreary  hearts  1    Midst  leaves  and  flowers 
She  dwelt,  and  knew  all  secrets  of  their  powers. 
All  nature's  balmsi,  wherewith  her  gliding  tread 
To  the  sick  peasant  on  his  lowly  bed  [birth 

Came  and  brought  hope !  while  scarce  of  mortal 
He  deem'd  the  pale  fftir  form  that  held  on  earth 
Communion  but  with  griet 

Ere  long,  a  cell, 
A  rock-hewn  chapel  rose,  a  cross  of  stone 
Oleam'd  through  thedariLtreeso'eraspaiklingweD; 
And  a  sweet  voice,  of  rich  yet  mournful  tone, 
Told  the  Calabrian  wilds  that  duly  there 
Costansa  lifted  her  sad  heart  in  prayer. 
And  now 'twas  prayer's  own  hour.  That  voice  again 
Through  the  dim  foliage  sent  its  heavenly  strain. 
That  made  the  cypress  quiver  vHiere  it  stood, 
In  day's  last  crimson  soaring  ttom  the  wood 
Like  spiiy  flame.    But  as  the  bright  sun  set, 
Other  and  wilder  sounds  in  tumult  met       [peal. 
The  floating  song.  Strangesounds ! — ^thetrumpet's 
Made  hollow  by  the  rocks ;  the  dash  of  steel ; 
The  rallying  war^ry.    In  the  mountam  pass 
There  had  been  combat ;  blood  was  on  the  grass, 
Banners  had  strewn  tiie  waters ;  ohiefii  lay  dying, 
And  the  pine  branches  crash'd  before  the  flying. 

And  all  vras  changed  within  the  still  retreat, 
Costanxa's  home :  there  entered  hnnying  jGset, 
Dork  looks  of  shame  and  sorrow — ^mail-dad  meiv 
Stem  fugitives  fix)m  that  wild  battle^n. 
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Scaring  the  ringdoves  from  the  porch  roof,  bore 
A  wounded  warrior  in.  The  rocky  floor 
Qave  back  deep  echoes  to  his  clanging  sword. 
As  there  they  laid  their  leader,  and  implored 
The  sweet  saint's  prayera  toheal  him :  then  for  flight, 
Through  the  wide  forest  and  the  mantling  nighty 
Sped  breathlessly  again.    They  paas'd ;  but  he. 
The  stateliest  of  a  host — alas  1  to  see 
What  mother's  eyes  hare  watch'd  in  rosy  sleep. 
Till  joy,  for  very  fulness,  tum'd  to  weep, 
Thus  changed! — a  fearful  thing !  His  golden  crest 
Was  shiver'd,  and  the  bright  scarf  on  his  breast — 
Some  costly  love-gift — ^rent :  but  what  of  these? 
There  were  the  clustering  raven  locks — the  breeze. 
As  it  came  in  through  lime  and  myrtle  flowers, 
Mightscarcely  lift  them;  steep'd  in  bloody  showers, 
So  heavily  upon  the  pallid  clay 
Of  the  damp  cheek  they  hung.   The  eyes*  dark  ray. 
Where  was  it?    And  the  lips ! — they  gasp'd  apart. 
With  their  light  curve,  as  from  the  chiseVs  art, 
Still  proudly  beautiful !   But  that  white  hue — 
Was  it  not  death's? — that  stillness — ^that  cold  dew 
On  the  scarr'd  forehead  ?    No !  his  spirit  broke 
From  its  deep  trance  ere  long,  yet  but  awoke 
To  wander  in  wild  dreams ;  and  there  ho  lay. 
By  the  fierce  fever  as  a  green  reed  shaken, 
The  haughty  chief  of  thousands — the  forsaken 
Of  all  save  one.    She  fled  not    Day  by  day — 
Such  hours  are  woman's  birthright — she,  unknown. 
Kept  watch  beside  him,  fearless  and  alone ; 
Binding  his  woimds,  and  oft  in  silence  laving 
His  brow  with  tears  that  moum'd  the  strong 

man's  raving. 
He  felt  them  not,  nor  mark'd  the  light  veil'd  form 
Still  hovering  nigh  !  yet  sometimes,  when  that 
storm 

Of  frenzy  sank,  her  voice,  in  tones  as  low 
As  a  young  mother^s  by  the  cradle  singing, 
Would  soothe  him  with  sweet  ava,  gently  bringing 

Moments  of  slumber,  when  the  fiery  glow 
Ebb'd  from,  his  hollow  cheek. 

At  last  fidnt  gleams 
Of  memory  dawn'd  upon  the  cloud  of  dreams; 
And  feebly  lifting,  as  a  child,  his  head. 
And  gazing  round  him  from  his  leafy  bed, 
Hcmurmur^dforth,  "Where  am  I)  Whatsoftstrain 
Pass'd  like  a  breeze  across  my  burning  brain? 
Back  from  my  youth  it  floated,  with  a  tone 
Of  life's  first  music,  and  a  thought  of  one — 
Where  is  she  now?  and  where  the  gauds  of  pride. 
Whose  hollow  splendour  lured  me  firom  her  side } 
All  lost ! — and  this  is  death  ! — ^I  ecmMt  die 
Without  foigiveness  firom  that  mournful  eye  ! 


Away  !  the  earth  hath  lost  her.    Was  aha  born 
To  brook  abandonment,  to  strive  with  aoon&l 
My  first,  my  holiest  love !— her  broken  heart 
Lies  low,  and  I— unpardon'd  I  depart** 

But  then  Costanza  raised  the  shadowy  TeQ 
From  her  dark  locks  and  features  brig^thr  pale^ 
And  stood  before  him  with  a  smile— oh  1  ne'er 
Did  aught  that  tmijltd  so  much  of  sadness  wear— 
And  said,  "Cesario !  look  on  me;  I  live 
To  say  my  heart  hath  bled,  and  can  forgive. 
I  loved  thee  with  such  worship,  such  deep  trast» 
As  should  be  heaven's  alone— and  heaven  ia  just ! 
I  bless  thee— be  at  peace !" 

But  o'er  his  frame 
Too  fiist  the  strong  tide  rush'd — the  sudden  shame, 
The  joy,  th*  amaze  \    He  boVd  his  bead— it  feQ 
On  tiie  wrongd  bosom  which  had  loved  ao  waD; 
And  love,  still  perfect^  gave  him  refuge  than — 
His  last  fiiint  breath  juslNraved  her  floating  hair. 


MADELINE. 


A  DOMBSnC  TALE. 


*'  Who  dMMU  U  bt  7—^ 
WlMa  w«  an  lUt,  whwt  can  w«  ten  Ibr  i 
Wlwn  wv  Mv  wrddMilf  wbcrt  can  wc  < 
And  wlimi  tht  world  fctoki  cold  and  maAf  9m  oa, 
Wbwo  can  w  go  to  nm»  >  wanmr  •y> 
With  M^  mrt  oonfldmcie  a*  to  a  moilMr  >**— JoAimA  B>nii» 

''Mr  child,  my  child,  thou  leavest  me  I  I  shall  hear 
The  gentle  voice  no  more  that  blest  mine  ear 
With  its  first  utterance :  I  shall  miss  the  aoond 
Of  thy  light  step  amidst  the  flowers  aroundy 
And  thy  soft-breathing  hymn  at  twilij^t'a  dose. 
And  thy  'Good-night'  at  parting  for  repoaa. 
Under  the  vine-leaves  I  shall  sit  alona» 
And  the  low  breeze  will  have  a  moumfiil  tone 
Amidst  their  tendrils,  while  I  think  of  thee^ 
My  child !  and  thou,  along  the  moon-li^t  sea* 
With  a  soft  sadness  haply  in  thy  glance, 
Shalt  watch  thine  own,  thy  pleasant  land  of  France, 
Fading  to  air.    Tet  blessings  witli  thee  go ! 
Love  guard  thee,  gentlest !  and  the  exile's  woe 
From  thy  young  heart  be  fiir !    And  aorrow  not 
For  me,  sweet  daughter !  in  my  lonely  lol^ 
God  shall  be  with  me.    Now,£ueweU !  fiuawdl! 
Thou  that  hast  been  what  words  may  nevar  teO 
Unto  thy  mother^s  bosom,  since  the  dija 
When  thou  wert  pillow'd  there,  and  wooi  to  niM 
In  sudden  laughter  thence  thy  loving  erja    [by-~ 
That  still  sought  mine:  these  ™o"fMmtB  art 
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Thou  too  must  go,  my  flower !  Yet  with  thee  dwell 
The  peace  of  Qod !  One,  one  more  gaze :  farewell ! " 

ThiB  was  a  mother^s  parting  with  her  child — 
A  young  meek  bride,  on  whom  foir  fortune  smiled, 
And  woo*d  her  with  a  voice  of  love  away 
From  childhood's  home :  yet  there,  with  fond  delay, 
She  lingei'd  on  the  threshold,  heard  the  note 
Of  her  caged  bird  through  trellis*d  rose-leaves  float, 
And  fell  upon  her  mother^s  neck  and  wept, 
Whilst  old  remembrances,  that  long  had  slept, 
Gush'd  o'er  her  soul,  and  many  a  vanish'd  day, 
Ab  in  one  picture  traced,  before  her  lay. 

But  the  fiurewell  was  said ;  and  on  the  deep, 
When  its  breast  heaved  in  sunsef  s  golden  sleep, 
With  a  calm'd  heart,  yT>ung  Madeline  ere  long 
Poured  forth  her  own  sweety  solemn  vesper-song, 
Breathing  of  home.  Through  stillness  heard  a&r. 
And  duly  rising  with  tho  first  pale  star. 
That  voice  was  on  the  waters;  till  at  last 
The  sounding  ocean  solitudes  were  pass'd. 
And  thebri^t  land  was  reach'd,  the  youthful  world 
That  glows  along  tho  West :  tho  sails  were  furl'd 
In  its  dear  sunshine,  and  the  gentle  bride 
Look'd  on  the  home  that  promised  hearts  untried 
A  bower  of  bliss  to  come.    Alas !  we  trace 

The  map  of  our  own  path%  and  long  ere  years 
WiththeirduUstepsthebrilliantlineeefhce,  [tears! 

On  sweeps  the  storm,  and  blots  them  out  with 
That  home  was  darken'd  soon :  the  summer  breeze 
Welcomed  with  death  the  wanderers  from  the  seas : 
Death  unto  one,  and  anguish — ^how  forlorn  ! 
To  her  that»  widow'd  in  her  marriage  mom. 
Sat  in  her  voiceless  dwelling,  whence  with  him. 

Her  bosom's  first  beloved,  her  friend  and  guide, 
Joy  had  gone  forth,  and  left  the  green  earth  dim, 

Ab  from  the  sun  shut  out  on  every  side 
By  the  dose  veil  of  misery.    Oh!  but  ill,     [heart 

Whenwithrich  hopeso'erfiraught,  theyounghigh 
Bean  its  first  blow !    It  knows  not  yet  the  part 
Which  life  will  teach — to  suffer  and  be  still. 
And  with  submissive  love  to  count  the  flowers 
Which  yet  are  spared,  and  through  thefiiture  hours 
To  send  no  busy  dream  !    SSkt  had  not  leam'd 
Of  sorrow  till  that  hour,  and  therefore  tum'd 
In  weariness  from  life.    Then  came  th'  unrest^ 
The  heartsick  yearning  of  the  exile's  breast> 
The  haunting  sounds  of  voices  fiur  away. 
And  household  steps :  until  at  last  she  lay 
On  her  lone  couch  of  sickness,  lost  in  dreams 
Of  the  gay  vineoprds  and  blue  rushing  streams 
In  her  own  sunny  land ;  and  murmuring  oft 
Vuniliar  namee»  in  accents  wild  yet  soft. 


To  strangers  round  that  bed,  who  knew  not  aught 
Of  the  deep  qpells  wherewith  each  word  was  fraught. 
To  strangers  1  Oh !  could  strangers  raise  the  head 
Qently  as  Ken  was  raised  1  Did  strangers  shed 
The  kindly  tears  which  bathed  that  feverish  brow 
And  wasted  cheek  with  half-unconscious  flow  ? 
Something  was  there  that,  through  the  lingering 

night, 
Outwatches  patiently  the  taper's  hght — 
Somethingthat  faints  not  through  the  day's  distress. 
That  fears  not  toil,  that  knows  not  weariness — 
Love,  true  and  perfect  love  !    Whence  came  that 

power, 
tJprearing  through  the  storm  the  drooping  flower? 
Whence  I — ^who  can  aski  The  wild  delirium  pass'd. 
And  from  her  eyes  the  spirit  look'd  at  last 
Into  her  motha't  &oe,  and  wakening  knew 
The  brow's  calm  grace,  the  hair^s  dear  silvery  hue. 
The  kind  sweet  smile  of  old  ! — and  had  she  come. 
Thus  in  life's  evening  from  her  distant  home. 
To  save  her  child  1    Even  so — nor  yet  in  vain ; 
In  that  young  heart  a  light  sprang  up  again. 
And  lovely  still,  with  so  much  love  to  give, 
Seem'd  this  fair  world,  though  fiided ;  still  to  live 
Was  not  to  pine  forsaken.    On  the  breast 
That  rock'd  her  childhood,  sinking^i  soft  rest, 
"  Sweet  mother !  gentlest  mother  !  can  it  bo  1" 
The  lorn  one  cried,  "and  do  I  look  on  theel 
Take  back  thy  wanderer  from  this  fatal  shore : 
Peace  shall  be  ours  beneath  our  vines  once  more." 


THE  QUEEN  OF  PRUSSIA'S  TOMB. 

[**  Thii  tomb  ta  in  th*  gardsn  of  ChariottMtMng,  near 
Berlin.  It  was  not  wfthoot  mrpriM  that  I  came  suddenly, 
among  trees,  upon  a  fidr  white  Doric  temple.  I  might  and 
should  have  deemed  it  a  mere  adornment  of  the  grounds, 
but  the  cypress  and  the  willow  dedare  it  a  habitation  of  tlia 
dead.  Upon  a  sarcophagus  of  white  marble  lay  a  sheet,  and 
the  outline  of  tiie  human  form  was  plainly  risible  beneath  its 
folds.  The  person  with  me  reverently  turned  it  back,  and 
displayed  the  statue  of  his  queen.  It  b  a  portrait  statue 
recumbent,  said  to  be  a  perfect  resembbtnoe— not  as  in  death, 
but  when  she  lived  to  Uees  and  be  blessed.  Nothing  can  be 
more  cahn  and  kind  than  the  oipnailon  of  her  features.  The 
hands  are  folded  on  the  boeom ;  the  limbe  are  sufBdently 
crossed  to  show  the  repoee  of  Ufe.  Hete  the  king  brings  her 
chOdren  annually,  to  offer  garkmds  at  her  grave.  These 
hang  In  withered  monmfkilness  above  this  living  fanage  of  their 
departed  mother.'*-«Rsasa's  Nota  and  Bt/keUont  during 
a  Ramble  in  (TerMony.] 


« 


In 


ipfidempoBllMllaaiH 
Umb  drooping  mat*  moA 
To  the  oold  eomlbrt  of  llMgmfe  dspertad.** 


Mruii 


It  stands  where  northern  willows  weep, 
A  temple  £ur  and  lone; 


A 


4IO 


RECORDS  OF  WOMAN, 


Sc^  shadows  o'er  ita  marblo  sweep 
From  cyiweHS  bruicheB  thrown; 
While  sUenily  around  it  q>ready 
Thou  feel'st  the  presenee  of  the  deftd. 

And  what  within  is  richly  shrinedt 
A  Bculptuved  woman's  fbmiy 

Lovely,  in  perfect  rest  reclined. 
As  one  b^ond  the  storm : 

Tet  not  of  death,  but  slumber,  fiea 

The  solemn  sweetness  on  those  eyes. 

The  folded  hands,  the  calm  pure  &oe, 

Tiie  mantle's  quiet  flow, 
Tlie  gentle  yet  majestic  grace 

Throned  on  the  matron  brow; 
These,  in  that  scene  of  tender  g^oom, 
"With  a  stin  gloiy  zx>be  the  tcnnbw 

There  stands  an  eag^e,  at  the  feet 

Of  the  fair  image  wrought ; 
A  Idn^y  emblem — nor  unmeet 

To  wake  yet  deeper  thought : 
She  whose  hi^^  heart  finds  rest  below. 
Was  royal  in  her  birth  and  woe. 

There  are  pale  garlands  hung  aboYC^ 

Of  dying  scent  and  hue ; 
She  was  a  mother — ^in  her  lore 

How  sorrowfully  true  ! 
Oh  !  hallow'd  long  be  every  leaf. 
The  record  of  her  children's  grief ! 

She  saw  their  birthright's  warrior-crown 

Of  olden  glory  spoil'd, 
The  standard  of  their  sires  'borne  down. 

The  shield's  bri^t  blazon  soll'd : 
She  met  the  tempest^  meekly  brave. 
Then  tum'd  o'erwearied  to  the  grav& 

She  slimiber'd :  but  it  came — ^it  came. 

Her  land's  redeeming  hour. 
With  the  glad  shout,  and  signal  flame 

Sent  on  fcoia  tower  to  tower ! 
Fast  through  the  realm  a  spirit  moved— 
'Twas  her^  the  lofty  and  the  loved. 

Then  was  her  name  a  note  that  rung 
To  rouse  bold  hearts  from  sleep ; 

Her  memory,  as  a  banner  flimg 
Forth  by  the  Baltic  deep ; 

Her  grief,  a  bitter  vial  poured 

To  sanctify  th'  avengerVsword 


And  the  crown'd  eagle  qyread  i^gpun 

His  pinion  to  the  sun; 
And  the  strong  laud  shook  off  its 

So  was  the  triumph  won  ! 
But  woe  for  earth,  where  sorrow'a  tona 
Still  blends  with  victory's  1— ^Sft« 


THE  MEMOBIAL  PILLAR 

[On  tlM  nad-fllde,  hULmm  Pianrifli  and  Apphby, 
small  pilkr,  wttb  this  iiiacxiftkm :— **Tliii  pOar  wi 
in  tlM  year  1656,  by  Ann,  CoontflM-Dowager  oi  Paate 
for  a  memorial  of  her  last  parting,  in  thJa place,  wiUi  Imti 
and  pkNtt  mother,  Margaret,  Coimte»-Doira«v  of  Omt 
land,  on  the  9d  April  IClflL"— See  note  to  the  Mmmmt 
Jfanery.] 

HoiHER  and  child  !  whose  hlfindhig  tears 

Have  sanctified  the  place. 
Where,  to  the  love  of  many  yeazv^ 

Was  given  one  last  embraoe — 
Oh  !  ye  have  shrined  a  qpdl  of  power 
De^  in  your  record  of  that  hoar  1 

A  spell  to  waken  Bolenm  tiiom^ii — 

A  still,  small  under  tonei, 
That  calls  back  days  of  childhood,  fiowi^t 

VfyjCti  many  a  treasure  g<me; 
And  smites,  perchance,  the  hidden  sonroe^ 
Though  long  untroubled — of  remone. 


For  who,  that  gazes  on  the  stone 
Which  marks  your  parting  spot^ 

Who  but  a  mother's  love  hath 
The  wie  love  changing  noti 

Alas  !  and  haply  leam'd  its  worth 

First  with  the  sound  of  "Earth  to 


But  thou,  high-hearted  daughter  !  thou. 
O'er  whose  bright  honoured  head 

Blessings  and  tears  of  holiest  flow 
E'en  here  were  fondly  shed — 

Thou  from  the  passion  of  thy  grieC 

In  its  full  bursty  couldst  draw  reliel 

For,  oh  1  though  painful  be  th'  excess^ 
The  might  wherewith  it  swells^ 

In  nature's  fount  no  bittemen 
Of  nature's  mingling  dwells ; 

And  thou  hadst  not,  by  wrong  or  pridi^ 

Poison'd  the  free  and  healthful  tide. 


But  didst  thou  meet  the  iJMe  no 
Which  thy  young  heart  fizvt  kaeirl 


THE  GRA  VE  OF  A  POETESS. 


Aril 


And  all — ^was  all  in  this  world  o'er 

With  ties  thus  close  and  tnie  1 
It  was !    On  earth  no  other  eye 
Could  give  thee  back  thine  in&ncy. 

Kg  other  Toice  could  pierce  the  maze 
Where,  deep  within  thy  breast. 

The  sounds  and  dreams  of  other  days 
With  memoiy  lay  at  rest ; 

No  other  anile  to  thee  ocold  bring 

A  gift/i<iAning,  like  the  breath  of  q>ring. 

Yet»  while  thy  place  of  weeping  stUl 

Its  lone  memorial  keeps, 
Wh0e  on  thy  naxne,  midst  wood  and  faiO, 

The  quiet  BooBhine  deeps, 
And  toadies,  in  each  graven  line. 
Of  rererentlBl  thought  a  sign ; 

Can  I.  while  yet  these  tokens  wear 

Hie  impress  of  the  dead, 
Think  of  ilie  love  embodied  there 

Ab  <tf  a  vision  fled  I 
A  perish'd  thing,  the  joy  and  flower 
And  glory  €i  one  eartiily  hour  1 

Not  ao  f— I  will  not  bow  me  bo 
To  thoog^tB  that  breathe  despair ! 

A  loftier  ftuth  we  need  below, 
life's  &rewell  words  to  bear. 

Kother  and  child ! — your  tears  are 

Surely  your  hearts  have  met  at  last 


THE  GRAVE  OF  A  POETESa* 

I  nwD  beside  thy  lowly  grave ; 

lancing  odoun  breatlied  anrand. 
And  muflip,  in  the  river  wave, 

PBflif  d  with  a  lulling  sound. 

AH  happy  things  that  love  the  sun 
In  the  bri^t  air  glanced  by. 

And  a  g^ad  murmur  Beem*d  to  nm 
ThrGOg^  the  soft  azure  sky. 

Frodi  leaves  were  on  the  ivy  bough 
That  fringed  the  ruBBB  near ; 

Young  voiees  were  abroad — ^but  thou 
Their  sweetness  couldst  not  hear. 


1  «• 


acklarfe  Ininvil  fan  kifllir  AttooiMd  to  tteflnsMMMry 
Kfltemiy,  on  aooount  of  ito  baTiag  bein 
of  tlM  author  of  PiiyeAe.    H«r  grav*  ii  on* 
In  ttM  dnrehiai^  of  As  vfltas*-    Tho  tItv  tubs 


And  mournful  grew  my  heart  for  thee  ! 

Thou  in  whose  woman's  mind 
The  zsy  that  brightens  earth  and  sea, 

The  Ug^t  of  song,  was  shrined. 

Mournful,  that  thou  wert  slumbering  low. 

With  a  dreed  curtain  drawn 
Between  thee  and  the  golden  glow 

Of  this  world's  vernal  dawn. 

Parted  from  all  the  song  and  bloom 
Thou  wouldst  have  loved  so  wdl. 

To  thee  the  sunshine  round  thy  tomb 
Was  but  a  broken  spelL 

The  bird,  the  insect  on  the  wing, 

In  their  bright  reckless  play. 
Might  feel  the  flush  and  life  of  spring — 

And  thou  wert  pass'd  away. 

But  then,  e'en  then,  a  nobler  thought 

0*er  my  vain  sadness  came ; 
Th'  immortal  spirit  woke,  and  wrought 

Within  my  thrilling  firame. 

Surely  on  lovelier  things,  I  said. 
Thou  must  have  look'd  ere  now. 

Than  all  that  roimd  our  pathway  shed 
Odours  and  hues  below. 

The  shadows  of  the  tomb  ore  here, 

Tet  beaotifhl  is  earth  1 
What  see'st  thou,  then,  where  no  dim  fear, 

No  haunting  dream  hatii  birth  I 

Here  a  vain  love  to  pasdng  flowers 
Thou  gavest ;  but  where  thou  art. 

The  sway  is  not  with  ohangefixl  hours — 
There  love  and  death  must  part 

Thou  hast  left  sorrow  in  thy  song, 

A  voice  not  loud  but  deep ! 
The  glorious  bowers  of  earth  among, 

How  often  didst  thou  weep  1 

Where  couldst  thou  fix  on  mortal  ground 
Thy  tender  though  and  high  T — 

Now  peace  the  woman's  heart  hath  found. 
And  joy  the  poet's  eye. 


smooth^  by.  The  mini  of  an  anctait  abb^y,  that  hate  been 
partially  ooatarted  into  a  ehnreh,  reverently  throw  their 
mantle  of  tender  ihadow  over  tt."— 3Wer  Sy  the  VHara 


S 


412 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS, 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


THE  HOMES  OF  ENGLAND. 


THE  SICILIAN  CAPTIVE. 


Whm'ftlte 
Toflfktlbr 


that  wooU  aot  du« 

» land  ?  **  MAXimw. 


The  stately  homes  of  England ! 

How  beautiful  they  stand. 
Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

0*er  all  the  pleasant  land ! 
The  deer  across  their  greensward  bound. 

Through  shade  and  sunny  gleam ; 
And  the  swan  ^des  past  them  with  the  sound 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream. 

The  merry  homes  of  England  ! 

Around  their  hearths  by  night, 
What  gladsome  looks  of  household  love 

Meet  in  the  ruddy  light  1 
There  woman^s  voice  flows  forth  in  song, 

Or  childhood's  tale  is  told, 
Or  lips  move  tunefully  along 

Some  glorious  page  of  old. 

The  blessed  homes  of  England ! 

How  softly  on  their  bowers 
Is  laid  the  holy  quietness 

That  breathes  from  Sabbath  hours  ! 
Solemn,  yet  sweet,  the  church-bell's  chime 

Floats  through  their  woods  at  mom ; 
All  other  sounds,  in  that  still  time, 

Of  breeze  and  leaf  are  bom. 

The  cottage  homes  of  England  ! 

By  thousands  on  her  plains, 
They  are  smiling  o'er  the  silvery  brooks, 

And  round  the  hamlet  fanes. 
Through  glowing  orchards  forth  they  peep, 

Each  from  its  nook  of  leaves; 
And  fearless  there  the  lowly  sleep. 

As  the  bird  beneath  their  eaves. 

The  free,  fair  homes  of  England  ! 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  hall. 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  rear'd 

To  guard  each  hallowed  wall ! 
And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves. 

And  bright  the  flowery  sod. 
Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  loves 

Its  country  and  its  God  ! 


"IllAf* 

A  captive  in  thj 


From  Um  t««tk  honN  of  tkr  yoang 
WhoM  imag*  onto  that  I*  a*  a 
Offlraandslaoghter;  lean* 
Sii^fbrtlqrnativvalr.'*  Ihl.L. 


The  champions  had  come  from  thdr  fields  o 
Over  the  crests  of  the  billows  &r ;  [si 

They  had  brought  back  the  spoils  of  a  hu 
Where  the  deep  had  foam'd  to  their 


They  sat  at  their  feast  round  the  None  ] 

board; 
By  the  glare  of  the  torch-li^t  the  mead  waspc 
The  hearth  was  heap'd  with  the  pine-boogfas 
And  it  flung  a  red  radiance  on  shields  throw 

The  Scalds  had  chanted  in  Bunic  rhyme 
Their  songs  of  the  sword  and  the  olden  time 
And  a  solemn  thrill,  as  the  harp-chords  lunj 
Had  breathed  from  the  walls  where  the  b 
spears  hung. 

But  the  swell  was  gone  from  the  quivering  st 
They  had  summon'd  a  softer  voice  to  sing ; 
And  a  captive  girl,  at  the  warriors'  call. 
Stood  forth  in  the  midst  of  that  frownixig  ha 

Lonely  she  stood, — in  her  mournful  eyes 
Lay  the  clear  midnight  of  southern  skies; 
And  the  drooping  fringe  of  their  lashes  low 
Half-veil'd  a  depth  of  unfathom'd  woe. 

Stately  she  stood — though  her  fragile  frame 
Seem'd  struck  with  the  blight  of  some  inward  f 
And  her  proud  pale  brow  had  a  shade  of  soo 
Under  the  waves  of  her  daric  hair  worn. 

And  a  deep  flush  pass'd,  like  a  crimson  huit, 
O'er  her  marble  cheek  by  the  pine-fire's  bias 
No  soft  hue  caught  from  the  south  wind's  br 
But  a  token  of  fever  at  strife  with  death. 

She  had  been  torn  from  her  home  away, 
With  her  long  locks  crown'd  for  her  bridaMt 
And  brought  to  die  of  the  burning  dreams 
That  haunt  the  exile  by  foreign 
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ber  sing  of  her  distant  land — 
1  lyre  with  a  trembling  hand, 
it  its  blue  skies  had  given  her  woke, 
^eam  of  her  voice  into  music  broke. 

ic  strain,  in  its  first  wild  flow — 
3  murmur,  and  sad  and  low ; 
d  into  deeper  power  ere  long; 
eze  that  swept  o'er  her  soul  grew 

ne  sing  of  thee,  mine  own,  my  sunny 

!  of  thee ! 

irted  firom  thy  shores  by  the  mourn- 

funding  sea! 

y  shadow  wrap  my  soul?    In  silence 

ic  die, 

388  dream  of  thy  silveiy  foimts,  and 

)ure,  deep  sapphire  sky : 

.  thy  lyre  give  hert  its  wealth  of  buried 

tneas  forth — 

Bummer^s  breathings  bom,  to  the  wild 

B  of  the  north  1 

it  shall  bo  onco,  once  more .'    My 

r  shall  awake, 

h  the  mists  of  death  shine  out^  my 

^,  for  thy  sake  ! 

make  thee  known,  with  ril  the  beauty 

ho  light, 

ry  never  more  to  bless  thy  daughter's 

ling  sight ! 

shall  whisper  in  my  song,  thy  bright 

[US  warble  by, 

►w  o'er  my  lips  again — ^yet  once,  my 

'! 

blue  heavens— far  hence,  far  hence  ! 

>h !  their  glorious  blue  I 

;ht  is  beautiful  with  the  hyacinth's 

hue! 

my  own  fisdr  land,  and  round  my 

ing  home, 

;  o'er  my  vintage  hills,  they  hang  their 

Jess  dome ; 

all  the  waves  as  gems,  that  melt  along 

bore, 

g  happy  hearts  in  joy — that  now  is 

no  more. 

are  haunts  in  that  green  land — oh ! 

may  dream  or  tell 

laded  loveliness  it  hides  in  grot  and 


By  fountains  flinging  rainbow-spray  on  daik  and 
glossy  leaves. 

And  bowers  wherein  the  forestnlove  her  nest 
untroubled  weaves ; 

The  myrtle  dwells  there,  sending  round  the  rich- 
ness of  its  breath. 

And  the  violets  gleam  like  amethysts  finom  the 
dewy  moss  beneath. 

"And  there  are  floating  sounds  that  fill  the  skies 

through  night  and  day — 
Sweet  sounds !  the  botiI  to  hear  thorn  faints  in 

dreams  of  hpaven  away ; 
They  wander  through  the  olive  woods,  and  o*cr 

the  shining  seas — 
They  mingle  with  the  orange  scents  that  load  the 

sleepy  breeze; 
Lute,  voice,,  and  bird  are  blending  there, — it 

were  a  bliss  to  die. 
As  dies  a  leaf,  thy  groves  among,  my  flowery  Sicily ! 

"  /  may  not  thus  depart — ^fitf^well !    Yet  no^  my 

country  1  no! 
Is  not  love  stronger  than  the  grave!    I  feel  it 

must  be  so! 
My  fleeting  spirit  shall  o'ersweep  the  mountains 

and  the  main, 
And  in  thy  tender  starlight  rove,  and  through 

thy  woods  again. 
Its  passion  deepens — it  prevails ! — I  break  my 

chain — ^I  come 
To  dwell  a  viewless  thing,  yet  blest — in  thy  sweet 

air,  my  home !" 

And  her  pale  arms  dropp'd  the  ringing  lyre — 
There  came  a  mist  o'er  her  eye*s  wild  fire — 
And  her  dark  rich  tresses  iH  many  a  fold. 
Loosed  from  their  braids,  down  her  bosom  roll'd. 
9 

For  her  head  sank  back  on  the  rugged  wall — 
A  silence  fell  o'er  the  warriors'  hall ; 
She  had  pour'douther  soul  with  her  song's  last  tone : 
The  lyre  was  broken,  the  minstrel  gone  ! 


IVAN  THE  CZAR. 

["  IvBO  1«  Terrible,  ^tant  dejil  dereno  rleox,  aail^ait  Nor- 
gorod.  Lee  Bojirde,  le  voTant  affoibll,  kd  dfoiandtoent 
I'il  ne  voolait  pae  donner  le  commandeinient  de  riiwnt  k  ton 
fib.  Sa  fureur  ftit  si  grande  k  oette  proposition,  que  rien  ne 
pdt  Tappaiier ;  eon  fib  le  prostema  k  lei  pieds;  U le repouna 
avec  un  coop  d*Une  teDe  Tiolenee,  que  deox  Joort  aprte  le 
malheureuz  en  nxnirut.    Le  ptee,  alon  aa  diiiBpoir,  derint 
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•diffififtat  k  ki  goMTt  eonunt  an  poovoir,  tl  vm 
ptn  de  mois  k  ion  fik."— Dir  Annia  d'ExU, 

•'GiebdiMmTodtOTmirhanns.    XchmMi 
Ibn  wtodcr  habm !       .... 


par  Madams 


Die  nicM  cAnaaal  hi  Oimlwr  IhMB  arm 

Tcrlaiiflvm,  cine  ktaliM 

Mtt  MMMhMktaB  nkM  ««ita 


He  sat  in  silenoe  on  the  ground. 

The  old  and  haughty  Czar, 
Lonely,  though  princes  girt  him  round. 

And  leaders  of  the  war; 
He  had  cast  his  jewell*d  sabre. 

That  many  a  field  had  won. 
To  the  earth  beside  his  yoathftd  dettd — 

His  &ir  and  first-born  son. 

With  a  robe  of  ermine  for  its  bed 

Was  laid  that  form  of  clay. 
Where  the  light  a  stormy  sunset  shed 

Through  the  rich  tent  made  way; 
And  a  sad  and  solemn  beauty 

On  the  pallid  fiMe  came  down. 
Which  the  lord  of  nations  mutely  watch'd, 

In  the  dust,  with  his  renown. 

Low  tones  at  last,  of  woe  and  fear. 

From  his  fiill  bosom  broke — 
A  mournful  thing  it  was  to  hear 

How  then  the  proud  man  spoke  ! 
The  voice  that  through  the  combat 

Had  shouted  &r  and  high. 
Came  forth  in  strange,  dull,  hollow  tones, 

Burdened  with  agony. 

"  There  is  no  crimson  on  thy  cheek. 

And  on  thy  lip  no  breath ; 
I  call  thee,  and  thou  dost  not  speak — 

They  tell  me  this  is  death  ! 
And  fearful  things  are  whispering 

That  I  the  deed  have  done — 
For  the  honour  of  thy  iather*s  name. 

Look  up,  look  up,  my  son  ! 

"  Well  might  I  know  death's  hue  and  mien- 

But  on  thine  aspect,  boy  ! 
Wliat,  till  this  moment,  have  I  seen 

Save  pride  and  tameless  joy ) 
Swiftest  thou  wert  to  battle, 

And  bravest  there  of  all — 
How  could  I  think  a  warrior's  frame 

Thus  like  a  flower  should  fall  1 

**  I  will  not  bear  that  still  cold  look— 
Biae  up,  thou  fierce  and  free ! 


Wake  as  the  stonn  wakss !    I  wxU  brook 
All,  save  this  eahn,  from  tfaee ! 

lift  bri^^itiiy  up,  and  proadly, 
Onoe  mora  thy  kindling  syss  I 

Hath  my  word  lost  its  power  on  earth  t 
I  say  to  thee^  aziae ! 


"Didst  thou  not  know  I  lofed  the* 

Thou  didst  not !  and  art  gone^ 
In  bitterness  of  soul,  to  dwell 

Where  man  must  dwell  alone. 
Come  back,  young  fiery  spirit ! 

If  but  one  hour,  to  leam 
The  secrets  of  the  folded  heart 

That  seem'd  to  thee  so 


! 


efaild 


"  Thou  wert  the  first,  the  first, 

That  in  mine  arms  I  pr«aa*d : 
Thou  wert  the  bright  one,  that 

Like  snmmftr  on  my  breast ! 
I  reared  thee  as  an  eagle. 

To  the  chase  thy  steps  I  led, 
I  bore  thee  on  my  battle-hoxM^ 

I  look  upon  thee — dead  ! 


**  Lay  down  my  warlike  bamierB  hsn^ 

Never  again  to  wave. 
And  bury  my  red  sword  and  qpear, 

Chiefib  i  in  my  first-bom'a  grave ! 
And  leave  mo  ! — I  have  conquered, 

I  have  slain :  my  work  is  done  1 
Whom  have  I  slain  t    Te  answer  not — 

I%ou  too  art  mute,  my  son  I  ** 

And  thus  his  wild  lament  was  pour*d 

Through  the  dark  resounding  ni^it. 
And  the  battle  knew  no  more  his  sword. 

Nor  the  foaming  steed  his  might. 
He  heard  strange  voices  moaning 

In  every  wind  that  sigh'd ; 
From  the  searching  stars  of  heaven  he  ahnuok 

Himibly  the  conqueror  died. 


CAKOLAJTS  PROPHECY. 

[**  It  U  somewhat  remarkable  that  Carofaui,  tht  IiU  be 
even  in  bb  gayeet  raoodp  never  coidd  ptwuiioei  a  plnsly  ft 
BfiM  Brett,  hi  t&e  county  of  Sligo,  vriMM*  trthwli  hocMe 
frequented,  and  where  he  always  met  with  a  r»ce|iUua  dm 
hto  exquisite  taste  and  mental  endowmantiL  Oam  d^r*  *< 
an  unsuccessful  attempt  to  compose  somelhinf  in  a  wprif^ 
strain  for  this  huly,  he  threw  aside  bb  Ikaip  wlik  a  Biitai 
rage  and  grief ;  and  addressing  fafaoidf  in IzMi  to  hvBHh 
'  Madam,'  said  he,  *  I  have  often,  from  loy 
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7«w  tedlbr.  attoptod  a  ploBzty  Ib  ovdtr  to  ethbttlt  Toor 
duightv*!  peitelioiis,  but  to  no  porpoaa.  Soim  ovil  gtnioi 
hoffwn  onr  mo ;  tbwt  is  not  a  itring  in  my  harp  that  do« 
not  Tibtato  a  mtlandiolj  aoond  when  I  aot  about  this  task. 
I  fMT  dio  it  Bol  dooBMd  to  rmafn  long  among  as;  nay,* 
Mid  bo  ompfaatieftny,  '  >ho  wiU  not  rarriTo  twolvo  months.* 
Tbo  ovont  Twiflod  tbo  pradiction,  and  tbo  yoong  lady  died 
within  tbo  period  limited  by  the  onoonadooa^  inopfaetic 
bard.**— Pcvty  Anndoki.'] 


Thj  «hMk  too  awlftlr  ftuhM,  o'er  thtaM  •][• 
Tht  Hgiiia  end  thadowt  com*  end  go  too  ftsi  1 
Th7  ftMM  |D*  tilth  too  «Mi,  and  la  thy  vote* 

r«rp«otoa  MMtht  oh!  thOTdbr*. ehlld  of  MNif  I 


A  BOUiTD  of  mQiri<v  from  amidrt  the  hilk. 
Game  suddenly,  anfl  died ;  a  fitftil  soond 
OfiiiirtliftooiiloBim^vBiL    Again  it  roee^ 
And  tank  in  monmfalneaB.    There  eat  a  bard 
'Bj  a  Une  stream  of  Erin,  where  it  swept 
Flaahingthroog^  ro<^  and  wood :  the  sunset's  lig^t 
Was  on  his  wavj,  silTergleaming  hair. 
And  the  wind's  whisper  in  the  mountain  ash, 
Whoeeehistersdroop'daboYe.  Hishesdwasbow^d, 
Wm  hand  was  on  his  haip,  yet  thence  its  touch 
Had  drawn  but  broken  strains ;  and  many  stood 
Waiting  aroond,  in  sQent  earnestness^ 
Th'  unchaining  of  his  soul,  the  gush  of  song- 
Many  and  graoefbl  forms !— yet  one  alone 
Seem*d  present  to  his  dream ;  and  she,  indeed, 
Vn&.  her  pale  fiigin  brow,  and  changeftil  cheek. 
And  the  dear  starlight  of  her  serious  eyes, 
Lofvely  amidst  the  flowing  of  dark  lodes 
And  pallid  braiding  flowers,  was  beautiful, 
Ren  painlblly  t — a  creature  to  behold 
With  tumbling  midst  our  joy,  lest  aught  unseen 
Should  waft  the  vision  from  us,  leaving  earth 
Too  dim  without  its  brightness !    Did  sudi  fear 
Overshadow  in  that  hour  the  gifted  one, 
Bjy  his  own  rushing  stream  f    Once  more  he  gazed 
Upon  the  radiant  girl,  and  yet  once  more      [out 
FVom  the  deep  chords  his  wandering  hand  brought 
A  few  short  festive  notes,  an  opening  strain 
Of  bridal  mdody,  soon  dash'd  with  grief — 
As  if  some  wailing  spirit  in  the  strings 
Met  and  o'ermaster^d  him ;  but  yielding  then 
To  the  strong  prophet  impulse,  mournfully, 
like  moaning  waters  o'er  the  harp  he  poured 
The  trouble  of  his  haunted  soul,  and 


"  Voioe  of  the  grave  ! 

I  hear  thy  thrilling  call ; 
It  comes  in  the  dash  of  the  foaming  wave. 

In  the  sere  leafs  trembling  fiUl  I 
In  the  shiver  of  the  tree, 

I  hear  thee,  0  thou  voice  ! 


And  I  would  thy  warning  were  but  for  me^ 
That  my  spirit  might  ngoioe. 

"But  thou  art  sent 

For  the  sad  earth's  young  and  fiaor. 
For  the  graceftil  heads  that  have  not  bent 

To  the  wintry  hand  of  care  t 
They  hear  the  wind's  low  sigh. 

And  the  river  sweeping  free^ 
And  the  green  reeds  murmuring  heavily. 

And  the  woods — ^but  they  hear  not  thee ! 

''Long  have  I  striven 

With  my  deep-foreboding  soul. 
But  the  fbll  tide  now  its  bounds  hath  rivon. 

And  darkly  on  must  rolL 
There's  *  young  brow  smiling  near. 

With  a  bridal  white-rose  wreath— 
Unto  me  it  smiles  from  a  flowery  bier, 

Tonch'd  solemnly  by  death  1 

"  Fair  art  thou,  Moma  I 

The  sadness  of  thine  eye 
Is  beautiful  as  silvery  clouds 

On  the  dark-blue  summer  sky  ! 
And  thy  voice  comes  like  the  sound 

Of  a  sweet  end  hidden  rill. 
That  makes  the  dim  woods  tuneful  round — 

But  soon  it  must  be  still  1 

"  Silence  and  dust 

On  thy  sunny  lips  must  lie — 
Make  not  the  strength  of  love  thy  trusty 

A  stronger  yet  is  nigh  1 
Ko  strain  of  festal  flow 

That  my  hand  for  thee  bath  tried. 
But  into  dixge-notes  wUd  snd  low 

Its  ringing  tones  have  died. 

''Toung  art  thou,  Momal 

Tet  on  thy  gentle  head, 
Like  heavy  dew  on  the  lily's  leaves, 

A  spirit  hath  been  shed  I 
And  the  g^bnce  is  thine  which  sees 

Through  nature's  awfbl  heart — 
But  bri^t  things  go  with  the  summer  breeae, 

And  thou  too  must  depart  I 

"Tet,  shall  I  weep  1 

I  know  that  in  thy  breast 
There  swells  a  fount  of  song  too  deep. 

Too  powerful  for  thy  rest  \ 
And  the  bittemeai  I  know. 

And  the  chill  of  this  worid's  breath^ 
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Go — all  undimm'd  in  thy  gloxy,  go ! 
Young  and  crown*d  bride  of  death ! 

"  Take  hence  to  heaven 

Thy  holy  thoughts  and  bright^ 
And  soaring  hopes,  that  were  not  giren 

For  the  touch  of  mortal  blight  1 
Mig^t  we  follow  in  thy  track. 

This  parting  should  not  be  I 
But  the  spring  shall  give  us  violets  back. 

And  every  flower  but  thee  1" 

There  was  a  burst  of  tears  around  the  bard : 
All  wept  but  one — and  she  serenely  stood. 
With  her  dear  brow  and  dark  religious  eye 
Baised  to  the  first  fiiint  star  above  the  hills^ 
And  cloudless;  though  it  might  be  that  her  cheek 
Was  paler  than  before.    So  Moma  heard 
The  minstrel's  prophecy. 

And  spring  retum'd. 
Bringing  the  earth  her  lovely  things  again — 
All,  save  the  loveliest  fiur  1    A  voice,  a  smile, 
A  young  sweet  spirit  gone. 


THE  LADY  OF  THE  CASTLE. 

FROM  TBS  *'  rORTRAIT  GALLKRY,**  AM  UNFIltlSHSD  POSM. 

If  there  be  but  one  «poC  on  Uiij  name. 

One  rje  ihoa  ter'it  to  meet,  ooebomnn  rolee 

WhoM  tones  tboa  ehriQk^t  from— Woman !  tcU  tlijr  flue. 

And  bow  thy  head— nnd  die ! 

Thou  see'st  her  pictured  with  her  shining  hair, 

(Famed  were  those  tresses  in  Provencal  song,) 
Half  braided,  half  o'er  cheek  and  bosom  £ur 

Let  loose,  and  pouring  sunny  waves  along 
Her  gorgeous  vest   A  child's  light  hand  is  roving 
Midst  the  rich  curU;  and,  oh!  how  meekly  loving 
Its  earnest  looks  are  lifted  to  the  &ce 
Which  bends  to  meet  its  lip  in  laughing  grace  ! 
Yet  that  bright  lady's  eye,  methinks,  hath  lees 
Of  deep,  and  still,  and  pensive  tenderness, 
Than  might  beseem  a  mother's ;  on  her  brow 

Something  too  much  there  sits  of  native  scorn. 
And  her  smile  kindles  with  a  conscious  glow 

As  from  the  thought  of  sovereign  beauty  bom. 
These  may  be  dreams — ^but  how  shall  woman  tell 
Of  woman's  shame,  and  not  with  tears  ?    She  fell ! 
That  mother  left  that  child  ! — went  hurrying  by 
Its  cradle — ^haply  not  without  a  sigh. 
Haply  one  moment  o'er  its  rest  serene 
She  hung.    But  no !  it  could  not  thus  have  been. 


For  Ae  toen<  on/ — forsook  her  home^  ber  heartli 
All  purs  aflfection,  aU  sweet  household  mirtfa. 
To  live  a  gaudy  and  dishonoured  thing. 
Sharing  in  guilt  the  splendours  of  a  king. 

Her  lord,  in  very  weariness  of  iife, 
Qirt  on  his  sword  for  scenes  of  distant  strife. 
He  reck'd  no  more  of  glory :  grief  and  shame 
Crush'd  out  his  fieiy  nature,  and  his  name 
Died  silently.    A  shadow  o'er  his  haUs 
Crept  year  by  year :  the  minstrri  paas'd  their  waOs 
The  warder'shomhung  mute.  Meantime  the €tSk 
On  whose  first  flowering  thou^ts  no  parent  smiled 
A  gentle  girl,  and  yet  deep-hearted,  grew 
Into  sad  youth ;  for  well,  too  weD,  she  knew 
Her  mother's  tale  1    Its  memory  made  the  sky 
Seem  all  too  joyous  for  her  shrinking  eye ; 
Check'd  on  her  lip  the  flow  of  song,  which  fiuA 
Would  there  havelinger'd;  fiush'dhercfaedLtopain 
If  met  by  sudden  glance ;  and  gsve  a  tone 
Of  sorrow,  as  for  something  lovely  gone^ 
E'en  to  the  springes  glad  voice.    Her  own  was  kya 
And  plaintive.    Oh !  there  lie  sudi  depths  ol  woe 
In  a  yowng  blighted  spirit  I    Manhood  rears 
A  haughty  brow,  and  age  has  done  with  tcan; 
But  youth  bows  down  to  misery,  in  aina» 
At  the  dark  doud  o'ermantling  its  freah  days,^ 
And  thus  it  was  with  her.    A  mournful  m^ 

In  one  so  fidr — ^for  she  indeed  was  &ir ; 
Not  with  her  mother's  dantling  eyes  of  light— 

Hen  were  more  shadowy,  full  of  thought  iDd 
prayer. 
And  with  long  lashes  o'er  a  white-rose  cheek 
Drooping  in  gloom,  yet  tender  still  and  meek, 
Still  that  fond  child's— and  oh  1  the  brow  aboTC 
So  pale  and  pure  !  so  form'd  for  holy  love 
To  gaze  upon  in  silence  !    But  she  felt 
Thatlove  wasnot  for  her,  though  heartswouldn^ 
Where'er  she  moved,  and  reverence  mutely  givca 
Went  with  her ;  and  low  prayers,  that  oall'd  oa 

heaven 
To  bless  the  young  Isaure. 

One  sunny  mom 
With  alms  before  her  casUe-gate  ahe  stoo^ 
Midst  peasant  groups  :  when,  breathless  end  o'tf- 
worn. 
And  shrouded  in  long  weeds  of  widowhood, 
A  stranger  through  them  broke.  Theorphanmaitif 
With  her  sweet  voice  and  profier''d  hand  of  akii 
Tum'd  to  give  welcome ;  but  a  wild  sad  lode 
Met  hers — a  gaze  that  all  her  sfurit  shook ; 
And  that  pale  woman,  suddenly  subdued 
By  some  strong  passion,  in  its  gushing  mood, 
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KneH  at  her  feet,  and  bathed  them  with  soeh  tears 
Aa  nin  the  hoarded  agooiea  of  years  [preaa'd 
fVom  the  heartTa  urn ;  and  with  her  white  lipa 
The  ground  they  trod ;  then,  burying  in  her  vest 
Htf  brow'a  deep  fltiah,  aobb'd  oat — ^"0  nndefiledl 
I  am  thy  mother--fipum  me  not,  my  child  !" 

laaure  had  pray'd  for  that  lost  mother ;  wept 
O^ev  her  atain'd  memoiy,  while  the  happy  slept 
In  the  huah'd  midnight;  stood  with  moomfiilgaze 
Before  yon  picture's  smile  of  other  days. 
But  never  breathed  in  human  ear  the  name 
Which  weigh'd  her  being  to  the  earth  with  shame. 
What  manrel  if  the  anguish,  the  suiprise. 
The  daik  remembrances,  the  altered  gnise^ 
Awluleo'eipower^dherl  FVom  the  weepei's  touch 
She  shrank — ^'twaa  but  a  moment — ^yet  too  much 
For  that  all-humbled  one ;  ito  mortal  stn^ 
Came  down  like  lightning,  and  her  full  heart  broke 
At  once  in  sUence.    Heavily  and  prone 
She  aank,  while  o*er  her  castle's  threshold  stone. 
Those  long  &ir  trocoos — ihey  still  brightly  wore 
Their  early  pride,  though  bound  with  pearls  no 

more 
Banting  their  fillet,  in  sad  beauty  roll'd. 
And  swept  the  dust  with  coils  of  wavy  gold. 

Her  child  bent  o'er  her— call'dher :  'twas  too  late — 
Bead  lay  the  wanderer  at  her  own  proud  gate  ! 
Ihe  j<^  of  courts,  the  star  of  knight  and  bard — 
How  didst  thou  fiaJl,  0  bright-haired  Ermengarde ! 


THE  MOURNER  FOR  THE  BARHECIDES. 


'Ofloedold 
artnoi 


!  how  ««D  la  IhM  i^pMvt 
httIm  of  tiMaBliqv*  world  ! 
kr  tbt  MUoB  ortbM  llBiM.*' 

▲s  Tov  LnCB  It. 


Fallen  was  the  house  of  Qiafiir ;  and  its  name. 
The  hig^  romantic  name  of  Barmecide, 
A  sound  forbidden  on  its  own  bright  shores. 
By  the  swift  Tigris'  wave.   Stem  Haroun's  wrath, 
Sweeping  the  mighty  with  their  fiune  away. 
Had  so  passed  sentence :  but  man's  chainlees  heart 
Hidea  that  within  its  depths  which  never  yet 
Th'  oppressoi's  thought  could  reach. 

T^was  desolate 
Where  Qia&r's  halls,  beneath  the  burning  sun, 
Spread  out  in  ruin  lay.    The  songs  had  ceased ; 
The  lights,  the  perfumes,  and  the  genii  tales 


Had  ceased ;  the  guests  were  gone.    Yet  still  one 
voice  [courts. 

Was  there — ^the  fountain's;  through  those  Easterv 
Over  the  broken  marble  and  the  grass, 
Its  low  dear  music  shedding  moumfolly. 

And  still  another  voice  t    An  sged  man, 
Tet  with  a  dark  and  fervent  eye  beneath 
His  silvery  hair,  came  day  by  day,  and  sate 
On  a  white  column'a  fragment ;  and  drew  forth. 
From  the  forsaken  walls  and  dim  arcades, 
A  tone  that  shook  them  with  its  answering  thrill. 
To  his  deep  accents.    Many  a  glorious  tale 
He  told  that  sad  yet  stately  solitude, 
Pouring  his  memory's  fulness  o'er  its  gloom. 
Like  waters  in  the  waste ;  and  calling  up. 
By  song  or  high  recital  of  their  deeds^ 
Bright  solemn  shadows  of  its  vanish'd  race 
To  people  their  own  halls :  with  these  alone. 
In  all  this  rich  and  breathing  world,  his  thoughts 
Held  still  unbroken  converse.    He  had  been 
Reared  in  this  lordly  dwelling,  and  was  now 
The  ivy  of  its  ruins,  unto  which 
His  &ding  life  seem'd  bound.   Day  roll'd  on  day. 
And  from  that  scene  the  loneliness  was  fled; 
For  crowds  around  the  gray-haired  chronicler 
Met  as  men  meet,  within  whose  anxious  hearts 
Fear  with  deep  feeling  strives ;  till,  as  a  breeze 
Wanders  through  forest  branches,  and  is  met 
By  one  quick  sound  and  shiver  of  the  leaves. 
The  spirit  of  his  passionate  lament, 
As  through  their  stricken  souls  it  pass'd,  awoke 
One  echoing  murmur.    But  this  might  not  be 
Under  a  despot's  rule,  and,  summoned  thence. 
The  dreamer  stood  beforo  the  Caliph's  throne : 
Sentenced  to  death  he  stood,  and  deeply  pale. 
And  with  his  white  lips  rigidly  compress'd ; 
Till,  in  submissive  tones,  he  ask'd  to  speak 
Once  more,  ere  thrust  firom  earth's  £Edr  sunshine 

forth. 
Was  it  to  sue  for  grace  \    His  burning  heart 
Sprang,  with  a  sudden  lightning,  to  his  eye. 
And  he  was  changed  ! — and  thus,  in  rapid  words, 
Th'  o'ermastering  thoughts,  more  strong  than 

death,  found  way : — 

"And  shall  I  not  rejoice  to  go,  when  the  noble 

and  the  brave. 
With  the  glory  on  their  brows,  are  gone  before  me 

to  the  grave  ] 
What  is  there  left  to  look  on  now,  whatbrightneia 

in  the  landl 
I  hold  in  scorn  the  £Mled  world,  that  wants  their 

princely  band  I 
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^'Myohie&l  n^oftiieAil  die  old  naa  coomb  tibtt 

in  your  halls  was  nursed — 
That  followed  you  to  nuny  a  Hg^t,  wharo  flMli'd 

your  nfcraa  iini — 
That  bora  your  children  in  hia  amiBy  your  name 

upon  his  heart : — 
Oh!  must  the  ivoaio  of  that  name  with  kim  from 

earth  depart  1 

"  It  ahidl  not  be !   A  thousand  tongiMfl^  tfaoa|^ 

human  Yoioe  were  Btin, 
With  that  hagli  sound  tiie  living  air  triumpiuartly 

ahallfUl; 
The  wind*s  free  flSg^  ahaU  bear  it  on  ae  wandering 

aeeds  are  sown. 
And  the  stany  nudnight  whisper  it  with  a  deep 

and  thfiDing  tone. 

"  For  it  is  not  as  a  flower  whoee  soent  with  the 

dropping  leaves  expiresy 
And  it  is  not  as  a  household  lamp,  that  a  breath 

should  quench  its  fires; 
It  is  written  on  our  batde^lelds  with  the  writing 

of  the  sword. 
It  hath  left  upon  our  deserteands  a  lig^  inUeaa- 

ings  pom^d. 

"  The  founts,  the  many  gushing  fSoonts  which  to 

the  vnld  ye  gave. 
Of  you,  my  chiefr !  shall  sing  aloud,  as  they  pour 

a  joyoiis  wave; 
And  the  groTes,  with  whoee  deep  lovely  gloom  ye 

hung  the  pilgrim's  way. 
Shall  send  from  all  their  sighing  leaves  your  praises 

on  the  day. 

''  The  very  walls  your  bounty  reared  lor  the  stran- 
ger's homeless  head,  [nous  dead ! 

Shan  find  a  murmur  to  record  your  tale,  my  glo- 

Though  the  grass  be  where  ye  feasted  once;,  where 
hite  and  dttem  rung; 

And  the  serpent  in  your  palaces  lie  coiTd  amidst 
its  young. 

"  It  is  enough !  Mine  eye  no  more  of  joy  or  splen- 
dour sees — 

I  leave  your  name  in  lofty  fidth  to  the  skies  and 
to  the  breeze ! 

I  go,  innoe  earth  her  flower  hath  lost,  to  join  the 
bright  and  fiiir. 

And  call  the  grave  a  kingly  house,  for  ye^  my 
chiefr !  are  there.'* 

But  while  the  old  man  sang,  a  mist  of  tears 


aer  Hanmn's  eyes  had  gathered,  and  a  tboii|^ 
Oh  I  many  a  aodden  and  ramoraelbl  thoegthfr- 
Of  hia  yoQth'a  oaoe-Ioved  friends,  tiie  nvl; 

O'erikyw'd  his  softenhig  heart  "live  t  Ilea  f 
"  Thou  fidllifal  unto  daatiil  LtveoDyavdati 
Speak  of  thy  lord»— they  wen  a  princely  band 


THE  SPAIOSH  CHAPEL.^ 


b»  ilB  ttraw  a  ««a  9^  Ihs  qfSrtn 
Or  Mvtk  taA  BBoiMMi  nkMt  ia»  kMm  Ikr  tlM 


I  lura  a  mountain  broolL  my  guide 
Through  a  wild  Spanish  i^en. 

And  wander*d  on  its  grassy  sid^ 
Far  from  the  homes  of  men. 

It  lured  me  with  a  singing  tone. 

And  many  a  sunny  glance. 
To  a  green  spot  of  beauty  lone, 

A  haunt  fi>r  old  romance. 

A  dim  and  deeply  bosom'd  grove 

Of  many  an  aged  tree. 
Such  as  the  shadowy  violets  love. 

The  &wn  and  forest  bee. 

The  darkness  of  the  chestnut-bough 

There  on  the  waters  lay. 
The  bright  stream  reverently  below 

Check*d  its  exulting  play; 

And  bore  a  music  aE  subdued. 

And  led  a  silvery  sheen 
On  through  the  breathing  solitude 

Of  that  rich  leafy  scene. 

For  something  viewlessly  around 

Of  solemn  influence  dwelt. 
In  the  soft  gloom  and  whispery  sound. 

Not  to  be  told,  but  feft  ; 


While,  sending  finih  a  quiet  glc 
Across  the  wood's  repoee, 

And  o'er  the  twilight  of  the  stream, 
A  lowly  chapel  rose. 


^  SnggesCed  by  a  toeiiA  beaatiftil|y 
kctiom  qfOu  Pniinntto. 
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A  pathwi^  to  that  still  retvest 
Through  maaj  a  mjrtle  vound. 

And  there  a  sight — how  Etrangely  sweet ! 
My  stqis  in  wdader  boniuL 

For  on  a  brilliant  bed  of  flowen^ 

Ken  at  the  threshcdd  made, 
As  if  to  sleep  through  snltrj  bouxs^ 

A  young  &ir  child  wia  lakL 


To  sleep) — oh !  ne*er,  om  childhood's  eye 

And  silken  lashes  prese'd. 
Did  the  warm  Uviiag  slumber  lie 

With  such  a  weight  of  rest  I 

Tet  still  a  tender  crimson  g^w 
Its  cheekB*  pure  marble  djedr— 

Twas  but  the  light's  fidnt  streaming  flow 
Through  roses  heap'd  bosidoL 


I  stoop'd — the  smooth  round  arm  was  chill, 

The  soft  lips'  breath  waa  fied» 
And  the  bri^^  rim^eto  hung  so  still— 

The  loTely  child  was  deadl 

"Alasr  I  cried,  "hirM/A  thing  1 

Thou  hast  wrung  bitter  teara^ 
And  thou  hast  left  a  woe,  to  cling 

Bound  yearning  hearts  for  years!" 

But  thm  a  voice  came  sweet  and  low — 

I  tum'dy  and  near  me  sate 
A  woman  with  a  moumer^s  brow> 

Pale,  yet  not  desolate. 

And  in  her  still,  dear,  matron  fiace. 

All  soleinnly  serene, 
A  shadow'd  image  I  could  trace 

Of  that  young  slumberer's  mien. 

"  Stranger !  thou  pitiest  me,"  she  said 

With  lips  that  &intly  smiled, 
"As  here  I  watch  besida  my  dead^ 

My  fail  and  precious  child. 

"But  know,  the  time-worn  heart  may  be 

By  pangs  in  this  worid  riven. 
Keener  than  theirs  who  yield,  like  me. 

An  angel  thus  to  heaven !" 


THE  KAISER'S  FEAST. 

[Looit,  Bmiwror  of  Gennany,  hjiying  pot  hii  brothcTt  Ui* 
PaliSiavt  &«dolphi»»  mOm  tka  tea  of  the  «mplw  fa  the 
twelfth  oentiuyi  that  nnfhrtniMita  pcbkoe  fled  t»  Oitland, 
where  he  died  in  nedect  and  pover^.  **  After  hie  daoeaM, 
hie  mother  Bfatilda  priyately  invited  hie  children  to  retom  to 
Germany;  and,  by  her  medtiitlDn,  during  a  leeeon  of  faeti- 
vity,  when  Louie  kept  wunB  in  the  eaelle  ef  HaOelberg,  the 
fsunily  of  hlf  brotho-  yieeentml  themeilfee  befors  hJka  in  the 
garb  of  wippllante,  imploring  p^y  and  torgiTeneMi  To  this 
appeal  the  victor  eoftned."— ifitf  B«itger'$  Memoin  </  the 
Queen  qf  Bohemia.} 

The  Kaiser  feaabed  in  his  hall— 

The  red  wine  laantlnd  hif^; 
Banners  were  trasoUing  on  the  wall 

To  the  peals  of  minstrelqr  - 
And  many  a  i^Leam  and  spariLle  came 

From  the  axmoar  hung  acouod. 
As  it  caught  the  glance  of  the  tordi's  flame. 

Or  the  hearth  with  pine^xmc^  crown'd. 

Why  fell  there  silence  on  the  dund 

Beneath  the  harper's  hand) 
And  suddenly  from  that  rich  board. 

Why  rose  the  wassail  bandl 
The  strings  were  hush'd — the  knightamade  way 

For  the  queexdy  mother's  tread. 
As  up  the  hall,  in  dark  azraj. 

Two  fidr-hair^d  boys  she  led. 

She  led  them  e'en  to  the  Kais^ 's  place, 

And  still  before  him  stood; 
Till,  with  strange  wonder,  o'er  hia  fluse 

Flush'd  the  proud  warrior-blood : 
And  "Speak,  my  motherl  speakl"  he  cried, 

"  Wherefore  this  mourning  vest  f 
And  the  clinging  children  by  thy  side, 

In  weeds  of  sadness  drestf 

"  Well  may  a  mourning  vest  be  mine. 

And  theirs,  my  son,  my  son  ! 
Look  on  the  features  of  thy  line 

In  each  fair  little  (me ! 
Though  grief  awhile  within  their  eyes 

Hath  tamed  the  dancing  glee, 
Tet  there  thine  own  quick  qurit  lies — 

Thy  brother's  children  see ! 

"  And  where  is  he^  thy  brother — ^where  1 

He  in  thy  home  that  grew. 
And  smiling,  with  hia  sunny  hair, 

Ever  to  greet  thea  flewl 
How  would  his  anna  thy  neck  entwine. 

His  fond  hps  pieai  thy  brow  1 


A 
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My  son !  oh,  call  these  orphans  thine ! — 

As  thence  the  voice  of  childhood  roes 

Thou  hast  no  brother  now ! 

To  the  high  vineyards  round. 

'^  Whatf  from  their  gentle  ^es  doth  naught 

But  still  and  thoughtful  at  her  knee 

Speak  of  thy  childhood's  hoon^ 

Her  children  stood  that  houi^ 

And  snute  thee  with  a  tender  thought 

Their  bursts  of  song  and  dancing  (^ee 

Of  thy  dead  fiithei^s  towers  1 

Hush'd  as  by  words  of  power. 

Kind  was  thy  boyish  heart  and  trae. 

With  bright  flx'd  wondering  eyes,  that  gaic 

When  rear'd  together  there. 

Up  to  their  mother^s  fiM», 

Through  the  old  woods  like  finwns  ye  flew — 

With  brows  through  parted  ringlets  raised. 

Where  is  thy  brother— where  1 

They  stood  in  silent  grace. 

**  Well  didst  thou  love  him  then,  and  he 

W  hile  she — ^yet  something  o'er  her  lodL 

Still  at  thy  side  was  seen  ! 

Of  moumfulness  was  spread — 

How  is  it  that  such  tkings  can  be 

Forth  from  a  poet's  magic  book 

As  though  they  ne*er  had  been ! 

The  glorious  numbers  read ; 

Evil  was  this  world's  breath,  which  came 

The  proud  undying  lay,  which  poor  d 

Between  the  good  and  brave  ! 

Its  light  on  evil  years ; 

Kow  must  the  tears  of  grief  and  shame 

BU  of  the  gifted  pen  and  sword,^ 

Be  ofier'd  to  the  grave. 

The  triumph,  and  the  tears. 

**  And  let  them,  let  them  there  be  pour'd  ! 

She  read  of  fisdr  Erminia's  flight, 

Though  all  unfelt  below — 

Which  Venice  once  might  hear 

Thine  own  wrung  heart,  to  love  restored. 

Sung  on  her  glittering  seas  at  night 

Shall  soften  as  they  flow. 

By  many  a  gondolier : 

Oh  !  death  is  mighty  to  make  peace ; 

Of  him  she  read,  who  broke  the  chann 

Now  bid  his  work  be  done  ! 

That  wrapt  the  myrtle  grove ; 

So  many  an  inward  strife  shall  cease — 

Of  Godfrey's  deeds,  of  Tancred's  arm. 

Take,  take  tiiese  babes,  my  son  !" 

That  slew  his  Paynim  love. 

His  eye  was  dimm'd — ^the  strong  man  shook 

Toung  cheeks  around  that  bright  page  g^of 

With  feelings  long  supprosR'd ; 

Young  holy  hearts  were  stirr'd ; 

Up  in  his  arms  the  boys  he  took. 

And  the  meek  tears  of  woman  flow'd 

And  strain'd  them  to  his  breast 

Fast  o'er  each  burning  word. 

And  a  shout  from  all  in  the  royal  hall 

And  sounds  of  breeze,  and  fount,  and  leaf, 

Burst  forth  to  hail  the  sight ; 

Came  sweet,  each  pause  between, 

And  eyes  were  wet  midst  tiie  brave  that  met 

A(\  hen  a  strange  voice  of  sudden  grief 

At  the  Kaiser's  feast  that  night 

Burst  on  the  gentle  scene. 

The  mother  tum'd — a  way-worn  man. 

In  pilgrim  garb,  stood  nigh. 

Of  stately  mien,  yet  wild  and  wan. 

TASSO  AND  HIS  SISTER 

Of  proud  yet  mournful  eye. 

But  drops  whidi  would  not  stay  for  pride 

*'  Devant  vous  eat  SorrenU ;  \m  demraroit  \m.  mbut  d«  Tmm,  qnand 

From  that  dark  eye  gush'd  free. 

g  Tint  en  pd€rind«wMmd«->e*tl>olwu>e  into  an  a*jl«  ooolra  I'fai- 

As  pressing  his  pale  brow,  be  cried. 

ta«M  dw  princM.— 8«s  loa«iiM  dootoon  avmiffit  praaqoa  igai«  aa 

£1    T^                          J.A                    ■              •                  %_              Al_                     « 

ralflon;  U  ne  lai  rMtoit  plus  que  aons«nte.'*—Co«n(»B. 

"  Foigotten  !  e  en  by  thee  ! 

She  sat,  where  on  each  wind  that  sigh'd 

"  Am  I  so  changed  ?— and  yet  we  two 

The  citron's  breath  went  by, 

Ofl  hand  in  hand  have  play'd  ; 

While  the  red  gold  of  eventide 

This  brow  hath  been  all  bathed  in  dew 

Bum'd  in  the  Italian  sky. 

From  wreaths  which  thou  hast  made ; 

ficr  bower  was  one  where  daylight's  close 

1  It  is  icarcdy  oeeemry  to  recall  the  win4ED0«a  ItftBMi 

Full  oft  sweet  laughter  found. 

iiig»  that  Tmk>,  with  hisfwordandptn,  WMa«p«iortoaB  1 
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We  haye  knelt  down  and  said  one  prayer. 

And  sung  one  vesper  straia ; 
Hy  soul  is  dim  with  clouds  of  care — 

Tell  me  those  words  again  I 

'life  hath  been  heavy  on  my  head — 

I  come  a  stricken  deer. 
Bearing  the  heart,  midst  crowds  that  bled. 

To  bleed  in  stillness  here.** 
Sie  gazed,  till  thoughts  that  long  had  slept 

Shook  aU  her  tTirilKng  frame — 
She  fell  upon  his  neck  and  wept» 

Muxmnring  her  brother's  name. 

Her  htn^her^B  name  !— and  who  was  he. 

The  weaiy  one,  th'  imknown. 
That  came,  the  bitter  world  to  floe, 

A  stranger  to  his  own  1 
He  was  the  bard  of  gifts  divine 

To  sway  tiie  souls  of  men ; 
He  of  the  song  for  Salem's  shrine. 

He  of  the  sword  and  pen  ! 


ULLA ;  OR,  THE  ADJURATION. 

"Tat^aidcleaMi    I  hav«  oatwateh'd  th«  ttan, 
I  ote  biawn  In  vain,  in  nnrch  of  thee. 
;  to  BM  i    I  haf*  wnnderM  o'er  the  earth, 
>ft«ndth7likeDeflk    SpMkloinel 


"  ItaoffBT  gone  ! — ^thouH  slumbering  low, 
l^th  the  sounding  seas  above  thee : 
It  18  but  a  restless  woe. 

But  a  haunting  dream  to  love  thee  ! 
Thrice  the  glad  swan  has  sung 

To  greet  the  spring-time' hours, 
Snoe  thine  oar  at  parting  flung 
The  white  spray  up  in  showers. 
ThanTa  a  shadow  of  the  grave  on  thy  hearth  and 

itmnd  thy  home ; 
Come  to  me  fix>m  the  ocean's  dead ! — thou'rt 
etoely  of  them — oome  ! " 


inia'a  voice  I    Alone  she  stood 
la  the  Iceland  summer  night, 
Ytr  gaang  o*er  a  glassy  flood 

VmoL  a  dark  rock's  beetling  height. 

*"  I  know  ihoa  hast  thy  bed 

Wbere  the  Bea>weed's  coil  hath  bound  thee ; 
The  itona  sweeps  o'er  thy  head. 

But  the  depths  are  hush'd  around  thee. 


What  wind  shall  point  the  way 

To  the  chambers  where  thou'rt  lying  \ 
Ck>me  to  me  thence,  and  say 
If  tiiou  thoughfst  on  me  in  dying  ) 
I  will  not  shrink  to  see  thee  with  a  bloodless  lip 

and  cheek. 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead! — thou'rt  surely 
of  them — speak  ! " 

She  listen'd — ^^iwas  the  wind's  low  moan, 

'Twas  the  ripple  of  the  wave, 
Twas  the  wakening  ospre/s  cry  alone 

As  it  startled  from  its  cave. 

"  I  know  each  fearful  spell 
Of  the  ancient  Runic  lay. 
Whose  mutter'd  words  compel 

The  tempest  to  obey. 
But  I  acyure  not  iket 

By  magic  sign  or  song; 
My  voice  shall  stir  the  sea 
By  love — the  deep,  the  strong  1 
By  the  might  of  woman's  teais^  by  the  passion  of 

her  sighs, 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead ! — by  the  vows 
we  pledged,  arise  T 

Again  she  gazed  with  an  eager  glance. 
Wandering  and  wildly  bright ; — 

She  saw  but  the  sparkling  waters  dance 
To  the  arrowy  northern-light. 

"  By  the  slow  and  struggling  death 
Of  hope  that  loathed  to  part. 
By  the  fierce  and  withering  breath 

Of  despair  on  youth's  high  heart — 
By  the  weight  of  gloom  which  clings 

To  the  mantle  of  the  night. 
By  the  heavy  dawn  which  brings 
Naught  lovely  to  the  sight — 
By  all  that  from  my  weary  soul  thou  hast  wrung 

of  grief  and  fear, 
Come  to  me  from  the  ocean's  dead!  Awake,  arisen 
appear  1" 

Was  it  her  yearning  spirit's  dream  1 

Or  did  a  pale  form  rise. 
And  o'er  the  hush'd  wave  glide  and  gleam,. 

With  bright,  still,  mournful  eyes? 

"  Have  the  depths  heard  1    They  have  I 
My  voice  prevails :  thou'rt  there^ 
Dim  from  thy  watery  grave — 
0  thou  that  wert  so  faax ! 
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Yet  take  me  to  thy  rest ! 

Then  dweUa  no  ter  with  lore ; 
Let  me  slumber  on  thy  breast^ 
WhUe  the  billow  ioUb  above  I 
When  the  long^lott  ihmgB  lie  hidy  wbere  the 

bright  ones  have  their  home^ 
We  will  sleep  among  the  ooean%  dead.    Stay  for 
me,  stay  I — ^I  come !" 


There  was  a  snlleo  plunge  below, 

A  flashing  on  the  main ; 
^d  the  wave  idiut  o'er  that  wild  heart's 

Shut,  and  grew  «till  again. 


TO  WORDSWORTH. 

Thine  is  a  strain  to  read  among  the  hlDfl, 
The  old  and  full  of  voioee, — ^by  the  source  [fills 

Of  some  firee  stream,  whose  gladdening  presence 
The  solitude  with  sound;  for  in  its  course 

Even  such  is  thy  deep  song,  that  seems  a  part 

Of  those  high  scenes,  a  fountain  from  their  heart 

Or  its  calm  spirit  fitly  may  be  taken 
To  the  still  breast  in  sunny  garden  bowers, 

Where  venial  winds  each  tree's  low  tones  awaken. 
And  bud  and  bell  with  changes  mark  the  hours. 

There  let  thy  thoughts  be  with  me,  while  the  day 

Sinks  with  a  golden  and  serene  decay. 

Or  by  some  hearth  where  happy  foces  meet. 
When  night  hath  hush'd  the  woods  with  all  their 
birds, 

There,  from  some  gentle  voice,  that  lay  were  sweet 
As  antique  music,  linVd  with  household  words ; 

While  in  pleased  murmurs  woman's  lip  might  move, 

And  the  raised  eye  of  childhood  shine  in  love. 

Or  where  the  shadows  of  dark  solemn  yews 
Brood  silently  o'er  some  lone  burial-ground. 

Thy  verse  hath  power  that  brightly  might  diffuse 
A  breath,  a  kindling,  as  of  spring,  around ; 

From  its  own  glow  of  hope  and  courage  high. 

And  steadfast  fidth's  victorious  constancy. 

True  bard  and  holy  ! — ^thou  art  e'en  as  one 
Who,  by  some  secret  gift  of  soul  or  eye. 

In  every  spot  beneath  the  smiling  sun. 
Sees  where  the  springs  of  living  waters  Ke : 

Unseen  awhile  they  sleep— till,  touoh'd  by  thee, 

Bright  hoalthfiil  waves  flow  forth,  to  each  glad 
wanderer  free. 


[TtasM  vmM,  addi«Md  **  To  tiM  Aatter  «r  tk» 
and  Um  LTikd  BaDadtt**  flak  appMNd  fa&  tlw  JUla«nrJi%h 
net  for  April  182&-a  ctorar  and  taMtal  p«iodleaI  at  tfatt 
time  oondnctod  by  Mr  Abrle  ▲.  Wstto-^who  amismltd  to  ft 
the  following  oompUinHtaBy  «dltorid  BOla  >— 


'*  We  hare  much  pleaaure  in  preifmting  to  oar 
ezqnlaito  addrawtotbepoetWiuidwwiiL,  WW 
been  kindlj&Toarad  by  Itt  illrtngwiJwid  ■nttwr. 
are  icgnelnrod  with  Mr  W.li  wxttiaf^  wil  nad^j 
i^pcedate  the  troth  and  beauty  of  the  tribntei** 


thk 


TheanM  Itttto 
Hemani  in  one  of  her  letters  to 
attached  friend,  Mies  JeweborT— at  wboee 
the  wriUngs  of  the  great  poet  of  the 
earnert  study  with  oar  author, 
oonqioeitione  subeeqnent  to  this  time 
the  letter  retered  to,  Mn  Hemans 
obUgatione. 


h9  Mn 


**  Ibe  indoeed  Unei,"  the  nye— <« « 
■incere  admirafion — ^wiD  gireyoa  tome  idea  of  ttM•^)oyml■t, 


IthM 

I 


and  I  hope  I  may  ay  advantage,  wfakfa  yoa  have 
means  of  imparting,  by  eo  ldnd)y  fttttwUng  mm 
predons  copy  of  Wordswwthli  MisesBaiMC 
opened  to  mesuchatxaasoreof  tlioi^btaiid 
shall  always  associate  your  name  with  aom 
reooDections,  as  having  introduced  me  to  fbm  kaowle^VB  of 
what  I  can  only  regret  should  have  been  so  loaig  a  *  Tanov 
nnvisited.'  I  would  not  write  to  yon  sooner,  becauae  I  wt*si 
to  ten  yon  tlwt  I  had  really  stedied  these  immbis,  a^  flker 
have  been  the  daHy  food  of  mj  mind  efver  abice  I 
them.  There  is  hardly  any  scene  of  a  happy, 
domestic  life,  or  any  mood  of  a  reflective  mind,  vritfa  tfaeipirik 
of  which  some  one  or  other  of  them  doee  not  beaotiftaQj  bsr- 
monise.  This  author  little  true  poet  of  hooia,  and  of  al  the 
lofty  feelings  which  have  their  root  in  the  aofl  of  hone  aftr- 
Uon&  His  fine  sonnets  to  Liberty,  and  indeed  lA  his  pisw 
which  have  any  rsfanance  to  poUtioal  iatereet,  nsaliid  mi  of 
the  spirit  hi  which  SchiOer  has  conceived  the  *■!■*■■*■*-  of 
William  TeO-^  cafan,  sfaiglo^earted  hnri— aa  of  tke  lAi. 
breaking  forth  into  flaty  and  indignaat  eloqnenoe  wImb  the 
sanctity  of  his  hearth  is  invaded.  Then  vdiat  power  Wordi- 
worth  condenses  into  single  Hues,  Bke  Lord  Byron^  'cani- 
ling  a  long  life  into  one  hoar !  * 


*  Hm  itlll,  Mul  mule  ofhmniiUf*"- 

'  TlM  rifvr  gUdeth  at  bis  own  tivwi  will'— 

'  Or«r  hit  own  vnmi  Toioe  Um  slocfc-dowi 


iMliag.aBVI 


and  a  tiionsand  othen,  which  we  anat  soma  tina  (and  I 
not  a  very  distant  one)  talk  over  topither.    Maayof 
lines  quite  haunt  me :  and  I  have  a  stiaa 
must  have  Icnown  them  in  my  childhood ;  tbcyeome 
so  Uke  old  melodies.    I  can  hardly  q)eak  of  fswiornea 
so  many  things  that  ddight  me ;  but  I  think  *  Ibe 
Glen,' the  '  Liaes  on  Corra  Linn,' the  *  8Qi«  for  tfaa 
Brougham  Castle.' «  Yarrow  Tidted,*  and  *  Tke 
among  those  which  take  hold  of  hnaginatkm  the 
recur  most  frequently  to  memory. 


*'  I  know  not  how  I  can  have  ae  long 
the  Eedetiasiical  8Mdm,  which  I  have  read, 
stantly  read,  with  deep  Interest  Their  beaaty 
you,  and  develops  as  you  study  ft,  Bke  ttat  of  iki 
by  the  Italian  masters.  *^ 


J 
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THE  RELEASE  OF  TASSa 

Thbwb  otme  a  bard  to  Boma;  ha  brouc^t  a 

lyre 
Of  soondi  to  peal  through  Bome'a  triumphant 

Bky, 
To  mourn  a  hero  on  his  funeral  pyre, 
Or  greet  a  conqueror  with  its  vsr^otes  hi^ ; 
For  on  each  chord  had  fiUlen  the  gift  of  fir^ 
The  living  breath  of  Power  and  Victory, — 
Tet  he,  its  lord,  the  sovereign  city's  gnest^ 
Sillied  but  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest. 

He  bffought  a  spirit  whose  ethereal  birth 

Waa  of  the  loftiest,  and  whose  haunts  had 

been 
Amidst  the  marvels  snd  the  pomps  of  earth, 
Wilcl  &iry  bowers^  and   grores   of  deathless 

green. 
And  fields  where  mail-clad  bosoms  proye  their 

worth. 
Whan  flsshing   swords  light   up  the   stormy 

scene: 
He  brought  a  weary  heart,  a  wsated  ftame, — 
The  Child  of  Visions  from  a  dungeon  came. 

On  the  blue  waters,  as  in  joy  they  sweeps 
With  starlight  floating  o'er  their  swella  and 

On  the  blue  waters  of  the  Adrian  deep 
His  numbers  had  been  sung ;  and  in  the  halls, 
Where,  through  rich  foliage  if  a  sunbeam  peep, 
It  seems  Heaven's  wakening  to  the  sculptUr'd 

walls^ 
Had  princes  listened  to  those  lofty  strains. 
While  the  high  soul  they  burst  from  pined  in 

And  in  the  sununer  gardens,  where  the  spray 
Of  founts,  fkr  glancing  frt>m  their  marble  bed. 
Bains  on  the  flowering  myrtles  in  its  play. 
And  the  sweet  limes,  and  gjUtasy  leaves  that 

spread 
Round  the  deep  golden  citrons,  o'er  his  lay 
Dark  eyes,  dark  soft  Italian  eyes,  had  shed 
Warm  tears,  fiist  glittering  in  thai  sun  whose 

light 
WsB  a  forbidden  glory  to  his  sight. 

Oh  !  if  it  bo  that  wiaard  sign,  and  q)eU, 
And  talisman,  had  power  of  old  to  bind. 
In  the  dark  chambers  of  some  cavern-cell* 
Or  knotted  oak,  the  spirits  of  the  wind. 


Things  of  the  lightning-pinion,  wont  to  dwell 
High  o*er  the  reach  of  esg^es^  and  to  find 
Joy  in  the  rush  of  storms, — even  such  a  doooi 
Was  that  high  minstrel's  in  hia  dungeon-gloom. 


But  he  was  free  at  last  1 — the  glorious  laud 
Of  the  white  Alps  and  pine-crown*d  Apennines, 
Along  whose  shore  the  sqpphire  sess  expand. 
And  the  wastes  teem  with  myrtle,  and  tho 

shrines 
Of  long- forgotten  Gods  from  Nature's  hand 
Receive  bright  offerings  still — with  all  its  vines. 
And  rocks,  and  ruins,  clear  before  him  lay ; — 
The  seal  was  taken  frxmi  the  founts  of  day. 

The  winds  came  o*er  his  cheek — the  soft  winds, 

blending 
All  summer-sounds  and  odours  in  their  sigh ; 
The  orange-groves  waved  round ;  the  hills  were 

sending 
Their  bright  streams  down ;  the  free  birds  dai-ting 

by. 

And  the  blue  fiestai  heavans  sbove  him  bending. 
As  if  to  fold  a  worid  where  none  could  die. 
And  who  was  he  that  looked  upon  these  things  ? 
— If  but  of  earth,  yet  one  whose  thoughts  were 
wings 

To  bear  him  o'er  creation ;  and  whose  mind 
Was  an  air  harp,  awakening  to  the  sway 
Of  sunny  Nature's  breathings  unconfined. 
With  all  the  mystic  harmonies  that  lay 
Far  in  the  slumber  of  its  chords  enshrined. 
Till  the  light  breeae  went  thrilling  on  its  way. 
— There  was  no  soimd  that  wandered  through 

the  sky. 
But  told  him  secrets  in  its  melody. 

Was  the  deep  forest  lonely  unto  him. 

With  all  its  whispering  leaves  I     Each  dcU  and 

glade 
Teemed  with  such  forma  as  on  the  moss-clad 

brim 
Of  fountains,  in  their  sparry  gp^ottoes,  played. 
Seen  by  the  Greek  of  yore  through  twilight 

dim. 
Or  misty  noontide  in  the  laurel  shade. 
— There  is  no  solitude  on  earth  so  deep 
As  that  where  man  decrees  that  man  should 

weep  ! 

But,  oh  I  the  life  in  Nature's  green  domains. 
The  breathing  sense  of  joy  I  where  flowers  are 
springing 


\ 
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By  starry  thoosandB  on  the  slopes  and  plains, 
And  the  grey  rocks— and  all  the  arched  woods 

ringing, 
And  the  young  branches  trembling  to  the  strains 
Of  wild-bom  creatures,  through  the  sunshine 

winging 
Their  fearless  flight,— and  sylvan  echoes  round. 
Mingling  all  tones  to  one  iEolian  sound. 

And  the  glad  voice,  the  laughing  yoioe  of  streams, 

And  the  low  cadence  of  the  ailveiy  sea. 

And  rood-notes  fix>m  the  mountains,  and  the 

beams 
Of  the  warm  sun~-all  these  are  for  the  free  ! 
And  they  were  his  once  more,  the  bard  whose 

dreams 
Their  spirit  still  had  haunted.    Could  it  be 
That  he  had  borne  the  chain  t    Oh  1  who  shall 

dare 
To  say  how  much  Man's  heart  unorushed  may 

bear] 

So  deep  a  root  hath  hope  I  but  woe  for  this 

Our  frail  mortality,  that  aught  so  bright^ 

So  almost  burthened  with  excess  of  bliss, 

As  the  rich  hour  which  back  to  sunmei^s  light 

Calls  the  worn  captive,  with  the  gentle  kiss 

Of  winds,  and  gush  of  waters,  and  the  sight 

Of  the  green  earth,  must  so  be  bought  with 

years 
Of  the  heart's  fever,  parching  up  its  tears, 

And  feeding,  a  slow  fire,  on  all  its  powers. 
Until  the  boon  for  which  we  gasp  in  vain. 
If  hardly  won  at  length,  too  late  made  ours. 
When  the  sours  wing  is  broken,  comes  like  rain 
Withheld  till  evening,  on  the  stately  flowers 
Which  withered  in  the  noontide,  ne'er  again 
To  lift  their  heads  in  glory.    So  doth  Earth 
Breathe  on  her  gifts,  and  melt  away  their  worth. 

The  swlor  dies  m  sight  of  that  green  shore. 
Whose  fields,  in  slumbering  beauty,  seemed  to  lie 
On  the  deep*s  foam,  amidst  its  hollow  roar 
Called  up  to  sunlight  by  his  fimtasy. 
And  when  the  shining  desert-mists  that  wore 

Thelake*8brightsemblance,havebeenallpa8s'dby, 
The  pilgrim  sinks  beside  the  fountain  wave. 
Which  dashes  from  its  rock,  too  late  to  save. 

Or  if  we  live,  if  that  too  dearly  bought, 
And  made  too  precious  by  long  hopes  and  fears. 
Remain  our  own — love,  darkened  and  o'er  wrought 
By  memory  of  privation — love,  which  wears 


And  casts  o'er  life  a  troubled  hue  of  thought^ 
Becomes  the  shadow  of  our  okwing  years, 
Making  it  almost  miseiy  to  posaoos 
Aught  watched  with  such  unquiet  ttndemesL 

Such  unto  him,  the  Bard,  the  worn  and  wild, 
And  sick  with  hope  defe]Ted,.from  wbinn  the  sky 
With  all  its  douds  in  baining  g^oiy  piled. 
Had  been  abut  out  by  long  cqpitivity. 
Such  freedom  was  to  Tasso.    As  %  ehild 
Is  to  tiie  mother,  whose  foreboding  eye 
In  its  too  radiant  glanoe  from  d^r  to  day. 
Reads  that  which  calls  the  brig^itest  fimt  away. 

And  he  became  a  wanderer — ^in  wboae  breast 

Wild  fear  which,  e'en  when  eveiy  sense  doth  sleeps 

Clings  to  the  burning  heart,  a  wakeful  guest. 

Sat  brooding  as  a  spirit,  raised  to  keep 

Its  gloomy  vigil  of  intense  unrest 

O'er  treasures  burthening  life,  and  buried  deep 

In  cavern-tomb,  and  sought  through  shades  uid 

stealth, 
^y  some  pale  mortal,  tremUing  at  his  wealth. 


But  woe  for  those  who  trample  o'er  a  mind  1 
A  deathless  thing  I   They  kzu>w  not  what  they  do^ 
Nor  what  they  deal  with.    Man  perchance  may 

bind 
The  flower  his  step  hath  bruised ;  or  light  anew 
The  torch  he  quenches ;  or  to  musio  wind 
Again  the  lyre-string  from  his  touch  that  flew,^— 
But  for  th^  soul  I — oh  I  tremble,  and  beware 
To  lay  rude  hands  upon  God's  mysteries  that! 

For  blindness  wraps  that  world—our  tooeh  may 

turn 
Some  balance  fearfully  and  darkly  hung ; 
Or  put  out  some  bright  spark  whose  ray  should 

bum 
To  point  the  way  a  thousand  rodn  among ; 
Or  break  some  subtle  chain  which  none  disoera, 
Though  binding  down  the  terrible,  the  stioi^ 
Th'  o'ersweeping  passions,  which  to  loose  on  lilb 
Is  to  set  fr«e  the  elements  for  strife. 

Who  then  to  power  and  glory  shall  restore 

That  which  our  evil  rashness  hath  undone  t 

Who  unto  mystic  harmony  once  more 

Attune  those  viewless  chords)—  There  is  but  One ! 

He  that  through  dust  the  stream  of 

The  Mighty  and  the  Merciful  alone. 

— Tet  oft  His  paths  have  midnight  for  thei 

shade — 
He  leaves  to  Man  the  ruin  Man  hath  made. 
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A  MONABCSrS  DEATH-BED. 

[Tbe  Emperor  ABmvI  of  Hiprinaf^  who  wit  winifiil 
by  his  Dflplww,  afWrwaidi  caUtd  John  tho  Furiddt,  wm 
lift  to  die  Iqr  the  wejiide,  and  only  eopported  in  hii  Jaat 
momenti  Iqr  a  teale  peonntt  who  hintpened  to  be  paaaing.] 

A  MOKABCH  <m  his  deathbed  \Kf — 

Did  censers -waft  peifumAp 
And  soft  lamps  pour  their  silveiy  ray. 

Through  his  proud  diambsi^s  g^oom  ? 
He  laj  upon  a  greensward  bed. 

Beneath  m  daT^mmig  sky — 
A  lone  tree  waving  o*er  his  head, 

A  swift  stream  rolling  by. 

Had  he  then  iSdlen  as  wsnidis  Call, 

Where  spear  strikes  firs  with  speart 
Was  there  a  banner  for  his  pall, 

A  buddsr  for  hk  bierl 
Not  so-— nor  doTon  shields  nor  helms 

Had  strewn  the  bloody  sod. 
Where  he,  the  helpless  lord  of  realmc^ 

Tiekbd  his  soul  to  God. 


Wero  flfesre  not  fiseods  with  words  of  dieer, 

And  princely  ▼ssbbTh  ni^  1 
And  piiestSy  the  crucifix  to  rear 

Before  the  glazing  eye  1 
A  peasant  girl  that  royal  head 

Upon  her  bosom  laid. 
And,  shrinking  not  for  woman's  dread, 

The  fiMe  of  death  survey'd. 

Akne  she  sat :  finom  hill  and  wood 
Bed  ssok  the  moumftd  sua ; 

IM  gnsh'd  the  fount  of  noble  blood- 
Treason  its  worst  had  done. 

With  her  long  hair  she  yainly  proas'd 
Hie  "woonda^  to  stench  their  tide— 

ITikknown,  on  that  meek  humble  breast. 
Imperial  Albert  died  I 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  HEBER. 


u 


UmO*  In  taate  gloria."— Prbabcb. 


^  b  H  be  sad  to  speak  of  treasures  gone, 
'  -^.adnted  geniiis  oall'd  too  soon  away, 
^^  fntDL  this  world  taken,  while  it  shone 
..^rfiiet  kindliBg  onward  to  the  perfect  dsy-- 
JSr  flfagii  our  grie(  if  moumfiil  these  things  be, 
[  low  forth,  0  tiioa  of  many  gifts !  for  thee  1 

y — — — 


Hath  not  thy  Toiee  been  here  amongst  us  heard 
And  that  deep  soul  of  gentWneasimd  power. 

Have  we  not  felt  its  breath  in  eveiy  word 
Want  firom  thy  lip  bb  Hermon's  dew  to  shower  1 

Tea !  in  our  hearts  thy  fervent  thot^ts  have 
bum'd — 

Of  heayen  they  were,  and  thither  have  retuxn'd. 

How  shall  we  mourn  thee )    With  a  loftg^  trust, 
Our  life's  immortal  birthright  from  above  ! 

With  a  1^  faith»  whose  eye,  to  track  the  ju8t> 
Through  shades  and  mysteries  lifts  a  glance  of 
love^ 

And  yet  can  weep ! — for  nature  thus  deplores 

The  Mend  that  learesQS,  though  forhi^pier  shores. 

And  one  high  tone  of  triumph  o'er  thy  bier. 
One  strain  of  solemn  laptureb  be  aUow'd  1 

Thou,  that  rcgokuig  on  thy  mid  career^ 
Not  to  deoay,  but  onto  death  hast  bow'd. 

In  those  brij^  regiom  of  the  rising  sun. 

Where  viotory  ne'er  a  orown  like  thins  had  won. 

Praise !  for  yet  one  more  name  with  power  endowed 
To  cheer  and  guide  us,  onward  as  wo  press ; 

Yet  one  more  image  on  the  heart  bestow'd 
To  dwell  tbere^  beautifol  in  holiness  1 

Tbine^  Heber,  thine  1  iriiosememaryftom  the  dead 

Shines  «i  the  star  which  to  the  8amur  led  I 


THE  ADOPTED  CHILD. 


it 


Wht  wodldst  thou  leave  me,  0  gentle  duldl 
Thy  hoBne  on  the  mountain  is  bleak  and  wild, 
A  straw-roof  d  cabix^  with  lowly  wall — 
Mine  is  a  fiiir  and  a  pillared  hall. 
Where  many  an  image  of  marble  gleams. 
And  the  sunshine  of  picture  for  ever  streams." 

"  Oh  f  green  is  the  turf  where  my  brothers  play. 
Through  the  long  brij^t  hours  of  the  sumxner  day; 
They  find  the  red  cvp-moai  where  they  climb, 
And  they  chase  the  bee  o'er  the  scented  thyme, 
And  the  rocks  idiere  the  heath-flower  blooms  they 

know — 
Lady,  kind  lady  f  oh,  let  me  go  T 

"  Content  thee^  boy  1  in  my  bower  to  dwell — 
Here  are  sweet  sounds  which  thou  lovest  well ; 
Flutes  on  the  air  in  the  stilly  noon, 
Harps  which  the  wandering  bneaes  tuiie. 
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And  the  nlyeiy  wood-note  of  many  a  bird 
Whoee  yoice  wbb  ne'^  in  thy  mountains  heard.' 


ff 


Oh  I  my  mother  singa,  at  the  twilight's  &I1, 
A  song  of  the  hills  fiur  more  sweet  than  all ; 
She  sings  it  under  our  own  green  tree 
To  the  babe  half  slnmbering  on  her  knee : 
I  dreamt  last  night  of  that  mnido  low — 
Lady,  kind  lady  1  oh,  let  me  go!" 


"  Thy  mother  is  gone^  from  her  cares  to 
She  hath  taken  the  babe  on  her  qoiet  breast ; 
Thou  wouldst  meet  her  footstep,  my  b(yy !  no  more, 
Nor  hear  the  song  at  the  cabin  door. 
Come  thou  with  me  to  the  Tineyards  nigh. 
And  well  pluck  the  grapes  of  the  richest  dye." 

"  Is  my  mother  gone  from  her  home  away? 
But  I  know  that  my  brothers  are  there  at  play — 
I  know  they  are  gathering  the  foxg^OTe's  bell. 
Or  the  long  fezn-leayes  by  the  qiarkling  well ; 
Orthey  launch  theirboatswhere  the  bri^t  streams 

flow-^ 
Lady,  kind  lady !  oh,  let  me  go !" 

^'Fair  child!  thy  brothers  are  wanderers  now. 
They  sport  no  more  on  the  mountain's  brow ; 
They  have  left  the  fern  by  the  springes  green  ade. 
And  the  streams  where  tiie  fiiiiy  baiks  were  tried. 
Be  thou  at  peace  in  thy  brighter  lot. 
For  thy  cabin  home  is  a  lonely  spot." 

"  Are  they  gone,  all  gone  from  the  sunny  hill  I — 
But  the  bird  and  the  blue-fly  rove  o'er  it  still ; 
And  the  red-deer  bound  in  their  gladness  free. 
And  the  heath  is  bent  by  the  singing  bee. 
And  the  waters  leap,  and  the  fresh  winds  blow — 
Lady,  kind  lady !  oh,  let  me  go  !* 


INVOCATION. 


««Imn'don 
Thtttwblehlavrird 


{  oiM^Jnred 


m. 


Akswkb  me»  burning  stars  of  night ! 

Where  is  the  spirit  gone, 
That  past  the  reach  of  human  sight 

As  a  swift  breeze  hath  flown  t 
And  the  stars  answered  me — ^"  We  roll 

In  light  and  power  on  high ; 
But,  of  the  never-dying  soul. 

Ask  that  which  cannot  die." 


0  many-toned  and  chainless  wind ! 

Thou  art  a  wanderer  free; 
Tell  me  if  thou  its  place  canst  find, 

Fu*  over  mount  and  sea) 
And  the  wind  murmured  in  reply — 

"The  blue  deep  I  have  crose^d. 
And  met  its  barks  and  billows  high. 

But  not  what  thou  hast  lost" 

Te  donds  that  gorgeously  repoae 

Around  the  setting  sun. 
Answer !  have  ye  a  home  for  thoee 

Whose  earthly  race  is  mnl 
The  bright  clouds  answered — **  We  depart^ 

We  vanish  from  the  sky ; 
Ask  what  is  deathleas  in  thy  hearty 

For  that  whidi  cannot  die." 

Speak  then,  thou  voice  of  God  within^ 

Thou  of  the  deep  low  tone ! 
Answer  me,  through  life's  restless  din — 

Wh^e  is  the  spirit  flown) 
And  the  voice  answered — "  Be  thou  still  f 

Enough  to  know  is  given : 
Clouds,  winds,  and  stars  ikdr  part  fblfil — 

Thiint  is,  to  trust  in  Heaven." 


EORNER  AND  HIS  SISTER 

[**  Chariei  Theodore  KOrner,  the  oelebnted  joaaf  OftBHi 
poet  and  soldier,  wm  killed  in  %  ddnniih  with  a 
of  Frendi  troops  on  tlie  20th  of  Aqgntt  1813,  a  fnr  1 
after  the  oompoeition  of  lUi  pqpnlar  piece,  21W< 
He  was  buried  at  the  Tillage  of  WObbelin  in  Metkleulmg, 
under  a  beantiftil  oak,  m  a  reoeet  of  which  be  had  fimiaeB^j 
deposited  tereee  compoeed  by  liim  wiiile  campaignliv  in  ill 
vicinity.  The  monoment  erected  to  hk  wmaapf  ie  W  eat- 
inm  ;  and  the  iqiper  part  ii  wrought  Into  a  lyre  and  awotd,! 
fiftTOorite  emblem  of  KOmcrli,  from  idildi  one  of  hie  w«ai 
had  been  entitled.  Near  the  grave  of  the  poet  is  that  of  Ui 
only  tieter,  who  died  of  gritf  for  hii  loa,  ttavins  ool7 mi  \\\\A 
hfan  long  enou^  to  complete  his  portrait  and  a  JUawlag  d 
hb  burial-pboeL  Over  the  gate  of  the  cemetery  it  aapavad 
one  of  hie  own  Unee : — 


*T«fglHdl« 

(Foffct  not  Um  fltfttlbl 

—  See  RicHAiUMOif's  TranAaHom  tif 
Works,  and  Dowjcb's  LdtenAom  MecUaAmy. 


KOmer's  U/k  mmd 


.] 


Qreen  v^vo  the  oak  for  ever  o*er  thy  rcst^ 
Thou  that  beneath  its  crowning  foli^e  aleflpe/^ 

Andy  in  the  stillness  of  thy  oountry'a  fareaal^ 
Thy  place  of  memory  as  an  altar  ho&p&A; 

Brightly  thy  spirit  o'er  her  hilla  was  pcfofd. 
Thou  of  the  Lyre  and  Swofd ! 


Rest,  bard !  rest,  soldier !    By  the  father's  hand 
Here  shall  the  child  of  after  years  be  led, 

With  his  wreath-offering  silently  to  stand 
In  the  hnsh'd  presence  of  the  glorious  dead — 

Soldier  and  bazd  I  for  thou  thy  path  hast  trod 
With  freedom  and  with  Qod. 

The  oak  waved  proudly  o'er  thy  burial  rite. 
On  thy  crown'd  bier  to  slumber  warriors  bore 
thee, 
And  with  true  hearts  thy  brethren  of  the  fight 
Wept  as  they  veil'd  their  drooping  banners  o'er 
thee; 
And  the  deep  guns  with  rolling  peal  gave  token 
That  Lyre  and  Sword  were  broken. 

l%ou  hast  a  hero's  tomb :  a  lowlier  bed 
Is  hers,  the  gentle  girl  beside  thee  lying — 

The  gentle  girl  that  boVd  her  fiur  young  head 
When  thou  wert  gone,  in  silent  sorrow  dying. 

Brother,  true  friend  1  the  tender  and  the  brave ! — 
She  pined  to  share  thy  grave. 

Fame  was  thy  gift  from  others  ;~but  for  her, 
To  whom  the  wide  world  held  that  only  spot, 

Ske  loved  thee  1 — ^lovely  in  your  lives  ye  were. 
And  in  your  early  deaths  divided  not. 

Thou  hast  thine  oak,  thy  trophy, — what  hath  she  1 
Her  own  bless'd  place  by  thee ! 

It  was  thy  spirit^  brother !  whidi  had  made 
The  bright  earth  glorious  to  her  youthful  eye. 

Since  first  in  childhood  midst  the  vines  ye  play'd, 
And  sent  glad  singing  through  the  free  blue  sky. 

Te  were  but  two — and  when  that  spirit  pass'd. 
Woe  to  the  one,  the  last ! 

Woe,  yet  not  long !    She  lingered  but  to  trace 
Thine  image  from  the  image  in  her  breast — 

Onoe^  onoe  again  to  see  that  buried  fStce 
But  smile  upon  her,  ere  she  went  to  rest. 

Too  sad  a  smile  !  its  living  light  was  o'er — 
It  answer'd  hers  no  more. 

The  earth  grew  silent  when  thy  voice  departed. 
The  home  too  lonely  whence  thy  step  had  fled; 

^TlM  fiilkming  Unet,  addreaaed  to  tht  aathor  of  the 
above,  by  the  venerable  fkther  of  KOrner,  who,  with  the 
mothtf,  lorTlved  the  **  Lyre,  Sword,  and  Ftower,"  here 
comrnemoffated,  may  not  be  nnintereiUng  to  the  Gemuui 
reader: — 


M  dw  r«nM  von  frvaadUdMii  LnfUa  g— w^^m, 
ff|  timrtthuH  mil  Uadanidcr  KnA  rich  in  dm  Tmnnrndan  Ohr, 
MaiM  tfn  •riktbandcn  Olantwn  nn  loMier  Mtlen  TarwudaehiiAf 
2Ht  Inm  THBpel  41*  bnul  nnr  Air  das  Wnrdle* 


What  then  was  left  for  her  the  £uthful-heartedt 
Death,  death,  to  still  the  yeaning  for  the  dead  1 
Softly  she  perish'd :  be  the  flower  deplored 
Here  with  the  Lyre  and  Sword  ! 

Have  ye  not  met  ere  nowl — so  let  those  trust 

That  meet  for  moments  but  to  part  for  years — 
That  weep,  watch,  pray,  to  hold  back  dust  from 
dust — 
That  love,  where  love  is  but  a  fount  of  tears. 
Brother  !  sweet  sister !  peace  around  ye  dwell : 
Lyre,  Sword,  and  Flower,  ferewell !  * 


THE  DEATHDAT  OF  KORNER." 

A  BONO  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave — 

A  song  of  pride  1 
The  youth  went  down  to  a  hero's  grave. 

With  the  sword,  his  bride.' 

He  went,  with  his  noble  heart  unworn. 

And  pure,  and  high — 
An  eagle  stooping  from  clouds  of  mom. 

Only  to  die. 

He  went  with  the  lyre,  whose  lofty  tone 

Beneath  his  hand 
Had  thrill'd  to  the  name  of  his  God  alone 

And  his  fatherland. 

And  with  all  his  glorious  feelings  yet 

In  their  first  glow. 
Like  a  southern  stream  that  no  frost  hath  met 

To  chain  its  flow. 

A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave — 

A  song  of  pride ! 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  grave. 

With  the  sword,  his  bride. 

He  hath  left  a  voice  in  his  trumpet  lays 

To  turn  the  flight, 
And  a  guiding  spirit  for  after  days. 

Like  a  watch-flre's  light. 


Ann 


Ubv 


lend*  in  d«n  deh  aUts  der 
(■AibHi  wlfd  ilm  da 

Vdlw,««Bnllim 
tUh 


JODfllog 

Lohn. 

D«vtoBlMBkl!dfr«aid  Mf 
dtoHnnd.* 

^  Vathb. 


*  On  reading  part  of  a  letter  from  KOmer'i  &tlier,  ad- 
dreaed  to  Mr  RIchardeon,  the  tranilator  of  hU  works,  in 
which  he  ipealcs  of  "  Ibe  Death-day  of  hto  son." 

•  See  Hke  Awrd  Aiy,  eompoaed  on  the  Diominffof  his  death. 
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And  a  grief  in  his  frther'B  bo«1  to  rest. 

Midst  an  high  ihonc^t; 
And  a  memory  nnto  his  mother's  brast. 

With  heeling  fisoght 

And  a  nsme  and  &me  abore  the  bHght 

Of  earthly  breath, 
Beantifdl — beaatifid  and  bright 

In  life  and  death  ! 

A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  brnTe — 

A  song  of  pride  f 
For  him  that  went  to  a  hero's  grave, 

With  the  sword,  his  bride  ! 

[As  tlMgrwtGcnaaDwritffaftft  this  ttiM,  and 
wards,  exoted  a  grtftt  infinenoe  oTor  the  mind  of  Mn  HenuuM, 
h  may  pleaie  the  reader  to  know,  on  the  authority  of  her 
lister,  the  degreee  cf  eeHmttion  fa  wWoh  the  bdd  aoae  of 
these.    We  quote  from  the  Memoir ^  p,  64-S. 

**  She  in  general  ynkntA  the  wzitings  of  Scfafllar  to  thoee 
of  Goethe,  and  oonld  fbr  ever  find  fredi  beautiss  in  WaUtn- 
tiein,  with  wfaidi  she  was  eqtialty  fionOIar  in  its  doqnent  ori- 
ginal, and  in  Coleridge's  magnificent  translation,  or,  as  it 
maj  truly  bt  called,  tmwflwhm.  TIkmb  moet  oonwsMit 
with  her  literuy  tastes,  will  mnenber  her  atanoet  actual 
relation-like  lore  for  the  chaneterscf  Max  and  Thekla,  wliom. 
Eke  many  other '  beings  of  the  mind,' she  had  learned  to  con- 
rider  as  friends ;  and  her  constant  qnotstkms  of  certain  pas- 
sages from  this  noble  tragedy,  which  peculiariy  accorded  with 
her  own  riews  and  feelhigs  In  the  Otiwamm  der  VoBur  In 
Liedfr  of  Herder,  she  found  a  rich  store  of  thoc^ts  and  sug- 
gestions ;  and  it  was  this  work  which  inspired  her  with  the 
idea  of  her  own  *  Lats  of  Many  Lands,'  most  of  which 
appeared  originaDy  in  the  Sew  M<mMp  Bl0giuiney  then  edited 
by  Mr  CampbelL  Sbe  also  took  great  delight  in  the  dreamy 
beauties  of  NovaUs  and  Tieck,  and  in  what  has  been  graoeftaUy 
characterised  by  Mr  Choiley,  as  the  *  moonlight  tenderness  ' 
of  OehlenschUger.  Of  the  woiks  of  the  latter,  her  especial 
£sToarite  was  Corvpffio  /  and  of  TIedc,  ^tmhaUrs  Wande- 
rungeHf  which  she  often  made  her  oot-of-doon  companion. 
It  was  always  an  eq;)ecial  mark  of  her  love  for  a  book,  and  of 
her  considering  it  troe  to  nature,  and  to  the  best  wisdom  of 
the  heart,^  when  she  promoted  it  to  the  list  of  those  inth 
which  she  would  *  take  sweet  counsel  *  amidst  the  woods  and 
fields. 

**  But,  amongst  all  these  naases  of  power,  none  awakened 
a  more  lirely  interest  in  her  mind,  than  that  of  the  noble- 
hearted  KOmo*,  the  young  soldier-bard,  who,  in  the  words 
of  Professor  Bouterwek, '  would  have  become  a  distinguished 
tragic  poet,  had  he  not  met  with  the  stfll  more  glorioas  fate  of 
fsUing  on  the  field  of  battle,  wiiile  fighting  for  the  deUvennoe 
of  Germany.'  The  stirring  events  of  his  Uiis,  the  heroism  of 
his  early  death,  and  the  beautiful  tie  whicb  subsisted  between 
him  and  his  only  sister,  whose  fate  was  so  touchingly  bound 
up  with  his  own,  formed  a  romance  of  real  life  which  could 
not  fea  to  excite  feelings  of  the  warmest  enthusiasm  in  a 
bosom  so  ready  as  hers  to  reqwnd  to  a9  things  high  and 
holy.  The  lyric  of  •  The  Grave  of  Kflmer,*  is,  perhaps,  one 
of  the  most  impressive  Mrs  Ilemans  ever  wrote.  Her  whole 
heart  was  in  a  sutject  which  so  pecuUa^  oombined  the 


^•« 


1  *'OiMor  oor  pQHa  «^  with  «q«al  tnitk  and  taraly,  *11m 
Is  wiw.*    W«  ■boaU  ht  set  onljr  tepplOT  bat  fecMw  If  w  aklMded 


tender. 

Wbslott»oa«,aw] 

"  Thai  mouniftd  adio—*  They  wen  tat  two,' 
todrtnahli  aaoBlrtton,  aanaeeUd  to 
and  for  dillorinf  hndbm  aad  sister*  eaDed  tolo  rrlrteiine  by 
the  magic  pen  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  The  MtttdOag  sjacnla- 
tfon,  '  There  are  but  two  of  us !  *  so  often  repeated  by  the 
haplesi  Ctoa  M  owbnj  to  ft  RmtamTt  WtB,  was  ftvqosot^ 
qaoted  hgr  Hm  Henaos  as  an  faelaace  of  tlN  deepeal  pilhoa 
The  Ijric  to  qnestkm  was,  it  is  bdieved,  aa»  of  the 
first  trihotas  which  appealed  to  &«land  to  the 
the  author  of  '  The  Ijre  and  Sword,*  thoo^  hie 
stooe  become  *  fiunOlar  to  oar  ean  as  bmaAtM 
A  translation  of  the  *  Life  of  KOraer,*  with 
hie  fosn,  fee^  mepabUAad  to  ltt7,  bar  O.  F. 
Esq.,  whose  polHuuses  to  pneeattog  a  oopj  cf  the 
Mn  Hemans,  inscribed  with  a  dedicatory  sonnet,  lad  to  aa 
toterehange  of  letters  with  that  gentleman,  aad  waa  tethsr 
the  means  of  proemtagfor  her  ttie  high  gmlllleallBa  of  a 
directum  mm,  toHof 
thevsaMablefether  ef  tiie 
to  bar  a  poetical  tribate  from  n«9dor  fAnerV  JF<aflhcr  [sM  p. 
42S.]  Her  pleasnre  to  receiving  this  genidne  oOsriaf  was 
thus  mpnaeed  to  Kr  RSdardaoo,  who  had  hasn  ttm  wmSitm 
through  whkh  it  rsaohed  lar.  '  Vmdar  E9nm^  Ytder! 
—it  Is,  todeed,  a  title  beantifoUy  expresstog  aO  the  Mr 
prkle  which  the  memoty  of  <«e  IrvMia  IWCa*  miat  iaqka; 
and  awakening  every  good  and  Ugh  feeUng  to  tts  waaaiL  I 
shaO  priae  the  ttnee  as  a  raBe.  WDIyoobaklDd 
assn%  M.  KOmer,  wMh  my  gniefU  respeel^  of 
which  win  bt  attached  to  than,  a  ^ 
by  tbefr  being  to  his  own  hand.  Tbay  are  rmj  heaatlMI,  I 
think,  in  their  somewhat  antique  and  tmkenig*  sfaspGd^. 
and  worthy  to  have  proceeded  fitm  Tkeodtr  Eermer's 
Voter. 

«*Thefoik>wtagataM)atllterritnualatlomof  those  BMh 
given  by  W.  &  Chorley,  Eeq.,  to  Us  toSsnetlBf  little' 

*  The  lorre  and  Sword,'  published  to  1834:— 

*  6«stty  a  voice  flram  afcr  1«  bora*  to  Ite  «ar  oTUm  i 
Mildly  11  MmaaHk.  y«*  ■«*««>  Sr«ar  !■  Ill*  knoB  «e  I 
Btrom  Ib«Iw  MU-ahMrii«  fiOth.^  iMrti 
In  whoM  depth*  all  thing*  hoi/  and  nobl*  art 
From  that  land  once  deartjr  beloved  by  our  brave  < 
Moaminf  Went  with  bright  ftune-cooMth  a  wraalli  Air  hb 
HaU  to  thee,  England  the  ft«e !  thoa  aM'at  In  the  Qenaam  w 
Cm-  the  earth  and  the  tea*.  Ma'd  be  beOi  1m«s  Wart  aad  ^ai  T 

"There  was  nothing  Which  ddlghted  Mrs  Hcammmenis 
German  Utcratare,  than  the  cotdlal  feeBi«  of  fcralheitaei, 
so  conipcQOus  aaaoBget  its  most  emiBeat  aotlMita,  and  fMr 
freedom  from  all  the  petty  rivalriee  aad  mawaawes  oa  wUih 
she  herself  kxriced  down  with  as  much  of  wonder  ae  of  cootHipL 
In  a  letter,  to  which  die  speaks  of  tiieUttemeas,  and  Jealoaqr, 
and  strife,  pervading  the  tone  of  many  of  oar  own  Revieat. 
she  adds,  tumiag  to  a  briglilsr  pictore  with  a  CnltoK  of  srikt 
like  tiiat  of  one  emerging  from  the  heated  «*t"  n  ii*  ■  i  ef  a 
dty  to  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  the  moontalns  : — ^  How  veiy 
diflerentseMnsthespiritoftiterary  men  to  Germany!    Ian 

just  readtog  a  work  of  ISeck's,  which  la  dodlcatod  to  BehlVl; 

and  I  am  delifl^ited  with  the  beantifo]  sfanpllcity  of  tbam  ^ 

to  the  dedication  :^Et  war  Htte  tehftm  ZtU 

olsichdkhunddeinenBruderFriedHekgwra 

eine  noch  tchonere  alt  teir  und  NovaUs/^r  Kwut  wnd  1 

Khqfl  fftnbtiffi  kbitHt  mmI  «n»ln ' 


moflv  to  He 

•TheSdlhfal 


s 


.L».l 


I 
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gen  tegegneUiu  JetMiikUum^ku 8M4:k$aitekimatU9klm 
JahrengetrtnnL  1th  luam  nur  in  Oti$t  mnd  im  dcr  Srinne- 
runff  mit  dir  Uben,^  Is  not  that  union  of  bright  mindi,>1tr 
KunH  und  iniwiMdkc(/l,  a  picture  on  whldi  it  It  daligfatftil 
torapoae?'"] 


AN  HOUR  OP  ROMANCR 


Ml 


And  both,  and  fragnot  flowtr,  and  hiUjr  path* 

And  Uqnny  monnd  Vbmk  fltesi  ante  tte  ^rkida 

Ite  aaenikv  laeaaM,  to  aoj  Mand.*^— <Bab»v  CaainrAiA. 


There  were  thidi  ka^eB  above  me  and  around. 
And  low  sweet  sighs  like  thoee  of  childhood's 
sleep, 
Amidst  their  dimness,  and  a  fitful  sound 

As  of  soft  showetB  on  water ;  dark  and  deep 
Lay  the  oak  shadows  o'er  the  turf,  so  still 
They  seem'd  but  piotmed  glooms ;  a  hidden  rill 
Made  music,  such  as  haunts  us  in  a  dream, 
Under  the  fern-tufts ;  and  a  tender  g^eam 
Of  soft  green  light,  as  by  the  glow-worm  shed. 
Came  pouring  through  the  woven  beech-boughs 
down. 
And  steep'd  the  magic  page  wherein  I  read 

Of  royal  ohivaky  and  old  renown, 
A  tale  of  Palestine.*    Meanwhile  the  bee 
Swept  past  me  with  a  tone  of  summer  hours — 
A  drowsy  bugle,  wafting  thoughts  of  flowers. 
Blue  skies,  and  amber  sunshine :  brightly  firee, 
On  filmy  wings,  the  purple  dragon-fly 
Shot  glandng  like  a  £ury  javelin  by ; 
And  a  sweet  voice  of  sorrow  told  the  dell 
Where  sat  the  lone  wood-pigeon. 

But  ere  long, 
All  sense  of  these  things  fiuled,  as  the  spell 
Breathing  fhmi  that  high  gorgeous  tale  grew 
strong 
Onmydiain'dsoul.   'TwasnottheleavesI heard: — 
A  Syrian  wind  the  lion4)anner  stirr'd,        [brook 
Through  its  proud  floating  folds.    'Twas  not  the 
Singing  in  secret  through  its  graasy  glen  ;~- 
A  wild  shrill  trumpet  of  the  Saracen 
Peal'd  from  the  desert's  lonely  heart,  and  shook 
The  burning  air.  Like  clouds  when  winds  are  high. 
O'er  glittering  sands  flew  steeds  of  Araby, 
And  tents  rose  up,  and  sudden  laaoe  and  spear 
Flash'd  where  a  fountain's  diamond  wave  lay  dear, 
Shadow'd  by  graoeftd  palnbtreee.  Then  tiie  shout 

^  "  That  was  a  bright  «ra  in  my  life  when  I  first  liam«d  to 
know  yon  and  yoor  broiliar  Frederick;  a  stfll  brighter, 
wfatn  ire  and  Nondis  Uted  milted  for  art  and  knowledge, 
and  «mn]at«d  ont  anoHMr  in  varloai  eorapetitioBi.  JPato 
haa  dnet,  for  many  y«n,  dMdod  Ui    I  can  now  live  with 


Of  merry  England's  joy  swell'd  freely  out, 
Sent  through  an  Eastern  heaven,  whoeeglorioushue 
Mode  shields  dari^  mirrors  to  ite  d^»ths  of  blue : 
And  harps  were  there— I  heard  their  sounding 

strings, 
As  the  waste  echo'd  to  the  mirth  of  kings. 
The  bright  mask  fkded.    Unto  life's  worn  track. 
What  eall'd  me  from  ite  flood  of  glory  back  t 
A  voice  of  happy  childhood  ! — and  they  pass'd. 
Banner,  iand  harp,  and  Faynim\i  trumpet's  blast 
Yet  might  I  eoaroe  bewail  the  splendours  gone. 
My  heart  so  leap'd  to  that  sweet  laughter's  tone.^ 


A  VOTAGEB'S  DBEAM  OF  LAND. 


••Hto^wylNartallilnl 
TofaaaaAaatankik 
VpoB  tha  ibipli  taU  rida  lia  aUnda 

Wlta  TnlOlU  pi  Olliplart 


•d 


Far  diatant,  anehaa  lia  wmild  dla  to  ted : 

Ba  Mda  tham  headkmg,  a&d  la  laaa  no  raota.** 

Oowvca. 

The  hollow  dash  of  waves  ! — ^the  ceaseless  roar  ! — 
Silence,  ye  billows  1 — ^vex  my  soul  no  more. 
There's  a  spring  in  the  woods  by  my  sunny  home, 
Afiir  from  the  dark  sea's  tossing  foam ; 
Oh  I  the  fiill  of  that  fountain  is  sweet  to  hear. 
As  a  song  flrom  the  shore  to  the  sailor's  ear  ! 
And  the  sparkle  whidi  up  to  the  sun  it  throws 
Through  the  feathery  fsm  and  the  olive  boughs. 
And  the  gleam  on  its  path  as  it  steals  away 
Into  deeper  shades  from  the  sultry  day. 
And  the  large  water-lilies  that  o'er  ite  bed 
Their  pearly  leaves  to  the  soft  light  spread. 
They  haunt  me  !  I  dream  of  that  bright  spring's 

flow, 
I  thirst  for  ite  rills  like  a  wounded  roe  ! 

Be  still,  thou  sea-bird,  with  thy  clanging  cry  ! 
My  spirit  flidcens  as  thy  wing  sweeps  by. 

Know  yo  my  home,  with  the  lulling  sound 
Of  leaves  from  the  lime  and  the  chestnut  round 
Know  ye  it,  brethren  !  where  bower'd  it  lies 
Under  the  purple  of  southem  skies  1 
With  the  streamy  gold  of  the  sun  that  shines 
In  through  the  doud  of  ite  clustering  vines, 
And  the  summer  breath  of  the  myrtle  flowers. 
Borne  from  the  mountain  in  dewy  hours, 

you  only  in  spirit  and  in  memory." 

s  The  Talitman^TaktqfVf  Cnuaden, 

s  See  Annotation  en  **  Bnunatie  Seena  between  BronwylCi 
and  IUi>lk>n,'*  p.  38ft. 
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And  the  fire-fly's  glanoe  through  the  darkftning 

shadefly 
Like  shootmg  stazB  in  the  forest  c^adaB^ 
And  the  scent  of  the  dtron  at  eve's  dim  ftU — 
Speak  !  have  ye  known,  have  ye  felt  them  all  ^ 

The  heavy-rdlliog  saigo  !  the  rooking  mast  I — 
Hush !  give  my  dream's  deepmusic  wiqt,  thoublast! 

Oh,  the  glad  sounds  of  the  joyous  earth ! 
The  notes  of  the  singing  cicala's  mirth. 
The  murmurs  that  live  in  the  mountain  pines, 
The  sighing  of  reeds  as  the  day  declines, 
The  wings  flitting  home  through  the  crimson  glow 
That  steeps  the  wood  when  the  sun  is  low. 
The  voice  of  the  night-bird  that  sends  a  thrill 
Totheheartof  theleaveswhenthe  winds  are  still — 
I  hear  them  ! — around  me  they  rise,  they  swell. 
They  call  back  my  spirit  with  Hope  to  dwell — 
They  come  with  abreoth  firom  the  ft^esh  spring-time. 
And  waken  my  youth  in  its  hour  of  prime. 

The  white  foam  dashes  high — away,  away  1 
Shroudmygreenlandnomore^thoablindingspray! 

It  is  there  1 — down  the  mountains  I  see  the  sweep 
Of  the  chestnut  forests,  the  rich  and  deep. 
With  the  burdenand  glory  of  flowers  that  they  bear 
Floating  upborne  on  the  blue  summer  air. 
And  the  light  pouring  through  them  in  tender 

gleams, 
And  the  flashing  forth  of  a  thousand  streams  ! 
Hold  me  not,  brethren  !  I  go,  I  go 
To  the  hills  of  my  youth,  where  the  myrtles  blow, 
Tothedepthsof  the  woods,  where  the  shadowsrest. 
Massy  and  still,  on  the  greeusward's  breast, 
To  the  rocks  that  resound  with  the  water^s  play — 
I  hear  the  sweet  laugh  of  my  fount — give  way  ! 

Give  way ! — the  booming  su]:ge,the  tempest's  roar. 
The  searbird's  wail  shall  vex  my  soul  no  more. 


THE  EFFIGIES. 

'  Bcr  raaelM  Kampf  vartwlci  aliMn  Jfann : 
Er  fldle  |^d(A,  w  pntni  Um  daa  LM. 
jIIWb  4ia  Thmaca,  dla  uBWidbehwi 
I>er  aberbllebocDy  d«r ' 
Zahlt  kdM  Nachwdt."       Gc 


Warriob  !  whoee  image  on  thy  tomb. 
With  shield  and  crested  head. 

Sleeps  proudly  in  the  puxple  gloom 
By  the  stain'd  window  shed ; 


The  records  of  thy  name  and  race 

Have  fiided  firom  the  stone;, 
Tet^  through  a  doud  of  years,  I  tnoe 

What  thou  hast  been  and  done. 

A  banner,  fix>m  its  flashing  spear. 

Flung  out  o'er  many  a  fight ; 
A  war^ay  ringing  far  and  dear. 

And  strong  to  turn  the  fli^^; 
An  arm  that  bravely  bore  the  lance 

On  for  the  holy  shrine ; 
A  haughty  heart  and  a  kingly  glanoe — 

Chief !  were  not  theee  things  thine  ) 

A  lofty  place  where  leaders  sate 

Around  the  coundl  board ; 
In  festive  halls  a  chair  of  state 

When  the  bloodnred  wine  was  pour  d  ; 
A  name  that  drew  a  prouder  tone 

From  herald,  harp,  and  bard : 
Surely  these  things  were  aU  thine  own — 

So  hadst  thou  thy  reward. 

Woman  !  whose  sculptured  form  at  rest 

By  the  arm'd  knight  is  laid. 
With  meek  hands  folded  o'er  a  breast 

In  matron  robes  array'd ; 
What  was  iky  talel — O  gentle  mat« 

Of  him,  the  bold  and  freei. 
Bound  unto  his  victorious  &te^ 

What  bard  hath  sung  otikut 


Ht  woo'd  a  bright  and  burning 

Thine  was  the  void,  the  gloom. 
The  straining  eye  that  follow'd  fax 

His  fiut-receding  pl\mie ; 
The  heartHsick  listening  while  his  steed 

Sent  echoes  on  the  breeze ; 
The  pang — but  when  did  Fame  take  heed 

Of  griefs  obscure  as  these  ) 

Thy  silent  and  secluded  hours 

Through  many  a  lonely  day 
While  bending  o'er  thy  broider'd  flowery 

With  spirits  fiir  away ; 
Thy  weeping  midni^t  prayers  for  him 

Who  fought  on  Syrian  plains^, 
Thy  watchings  tiU  the  torch  grew  dim-^ 

These  fill  no  minstrel  strains. 

A  still,  sad  life  was  thine  ! — long  years 
With  tasks  unguerdon'd  fraught — 

Deep,  quiet  love,  submiasiTe  tears, 
Vigils  of  anxious  thought ; 
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Prayer  at  the  oroes  in  fervour  pour*d. 
Alms  to  the  pUgrim  giren — 

Oh!   happy,  happier  than  thy  lord, 
In  that  lone  path  to  heaven  1 


THE  LANDING  OF  THE  PILGRIM  FATHERS 
IN  NEW  ENGLAND. 


t    Anotkv  nee  hM  flnv 
TboM  p<(piikNu  bonten^-wide  th*  wood  reeodM, 
Aad  tafvnui  Aool  «p,  and  ftrtlk  raalnw  ar*  ttllVI  j 

;  to  ftin  ofbaifii  aad  kmmi  lOMids.'*      Bbtaxt. 


Thx  breeldng  waves  dash'd  high 
On  a  stem  and  rock-boond  coast. 

And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky 
Their  giant  branches  t06s*d ; 

And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  waters  o'er. 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moor*d  their  bark 

On  the  wild  New  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They,  the  trueliearted,  came ; 
Not  with  the  roll  of  the  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  &me ; 

Not  as  the  flying  come, 

In  silence  and  in  fear; — 
Tb^  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 

ft 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang; 

And  the  stars  heard  and  the  sea ; 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods  rang 

To  the  anthem  of  the  free  ! 

The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam ; 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared — 

This  was  their  welcome  home  * 


Hiere  were  men  with  hoaiy  hair 
Amidst  that  pilgrim  band; — 

Why  had  ihey  come  to  wither  there, 
Awity  from  their  childhood's  landt 


woman's  fearless  eye, 
lit  by  her  deep  love's  truth ; 
There  was  manhood's  brow  serenely  high, 
And  the  fiery  heart  of  youth. 


What  sought  they  thus  a£Eur? — 

Bri^t  jewels  of  the  mine  ? 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  q>oils  of  wart— 

They  sought  a  fitdth's  pure  shrine ! 

Ay,  call  it  holy  ground. 
The  soil  where  first  they  trode. 

They  have  left  unstain'd  what  there  they  found- 
Freedom  to  worsBip  God. 


THE  SPIRITS  MYSTERIES. 

'*  And  lUglil,  wttlMd,  BMj  be  tte  Udufi  which  bring 
BMk  on  tbi  hMrt  the  waisht  virioh  tt  woald  fling 

▲iido  tat  •««;— It  majr  bo  a  «Nind— > 
▲  Un»  ofmnrio   ■nmmcrt  bnath,  at  apriof— 

A  flaww    •  ^mt  ♦ht  oomhd— whldi  maj  wound— 
SWUbc  th*  «lMferie  ohain  wterawUh  wo  ai«  dulLl7  boond." 

CiniAB  Habolo. 

The  power  that  dwelleth  in  sweet  sounds  to  waken 
Vague  yeanlings,  like  the  Bailor's  for  the  shore. 

And  dim  remembrances,  whose  hue  seems  taken 
From  some  bright  former  state,  our  own  no 
more; 

Isnotthisallamysteiyl  Who  shall  say      [way? 

Whence  are  those  thoughts,andwhithertends  their 

The  sudden  images  of  vanish'd  things. 
That  o'er  the  spirit  flash,  we  know  not  why ; 

Tones  firom  some  broken  harp's  deserted  strings, 
Warm  sunset  hues  of  summers  long  gone  by ; 

A  rippling  wave — the  dashing  of  an  oar — 

A  flower«cent  floatihg  past  our  parents'  door ; 

A  word — scarce  noted  in  its  hour  perchance, 
Tet  back  returning  with  a  plaintive  tone ; 

A  smile — a  sunny  or  a  mournful  glance,  [flown ; 
Full  of  sweet  meanings  now  from  this  world 

Are  not  these  mysteries  when  to  life  they  start. 

And  press  vain  tears  in  gushes  from  the  heartl 

And  the  fiir  wanderings  of  the  soul  in  dreams. 
Calling  up  shrouded  fiices  from  the  dead. 

And  with  them  bringing  soft  or  solemn  gleams, 
Familiar  objects  brightly  to  o'erspread ; 

And  wakening  buried  love,  or  joy,  or  fear —  [doarl 

These  are  night's  mysteries — ^who  ahall  make  them 

And  the  strange  inborn  sense  of  coming  ill, 
That  ofttimes  wluspeni  to  the  haunted  breast. 

In  a  low  tone  which  naught  can  drown  or  still, 
Midst  feasts  and  melodies  a  secret  guest ; 

Whence  doth  that  mnimur  wake,  that  shadow  fiiU ) 

Why  shakes  the  spirit  thus  1  'Tis  mysteiy  all  1 
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DaiUy  we  move — w^  prasi  upon  tha  Inink 
Haply  of  viewleflB  worlds  ttd  know  it  nofc ; 

Yes !  H  maj  be^  tiiat  Beaiwr  tiim  we  think 
Aie  those  wiiom  death  has  ptitedtem  oar  lot ! 

Fearfully,  wondroiisly,  our  souls  are  made — 

Let  us  walk  humbly  od,  hoi  imdiBnuqr'd  I 

Humbly — fast  knowledga  sUiwain  tain  to  feel 
Her  way  amidst  thceo  marreh  of  tiba  nund; 

Yet  undiszuay'd — ^for  do  they  not  reveal 
Th'  immortal  being  with  our  dust  entwin'dt — 

So  let  us  deem  1  and  e'en  the  tears  they  wake 

Shall  then  be  blest^  for  that  high  nature's  sake. 


THE  DEPABXED. 


with  ptttrtorelM 


*■  Tboa  dialt  B*  down 
oTtha  faUha*  worM— with 

ofacwput. 


Ajn>  shrink  ya  from  the  wqr 

To  the  spirit's  distant  shore  ? — 
Earth's  mightiest  men,  in  ann'd  array,. 

Are  thither  gone  befbvei 

The  warriorkingBy  whose  banner 

Flew  fiir  as  eagles  fly. 
They  are  gone  where  swords  avail  them  noty 

From  the  feast  of  victoiy. 

And  the  seers  who  sat  of  yore 

By  Orient  palm  or  wave, 
They  have  pass'd  with  all  their  stany  lore — 

Can  ye  stOl  liear  the  gravel 

We  fear  I  we  fear !  The  sunshine 

Is  joyous  to  behold. 
And  we  reek  not  of  the  buried  kings. 

Nor  the  awful  seers  of  old. 

Yo  shrink  I    The  bards  whose  fa^ 
Ebtve  made  your  deep  hearts  bum. 

They  have  left  the  sun,  and  the  voice  of  praise. 
For  the  land  whence  none  return. 

And  the  beautiful,  whose  record 

Is  the  verse  that  cannot  die. 
They  too  are  gone,  with  their  glorious  bloom, 

From  tiie  love  of  human  eye. 

Would  ye  not  join  that  throng 
Of  the  earth's  departed  flowers^ 


And  the  mnatnni  of  the  mif^bi^ 
In  their  fer  and  failuli—  bowspil 

Those  songs  are  hig^  and  holy. 
But  they  vanquish  not  our  fear : 

Not  from  otir  path  those  flowers  are  gone— 
We  Cain  would  linger  here  ! 

linger  tiben  yet  swliile^ 

As  the  last  leaves  on  the  booi^ ! — 
Ye  have  loved  the  li^t  of  many  a  smUe 

That  is  taken  from  yon  now. 

There  have  been  sweet  singing  voaeaft 
In  your  walks,  that  now  are  stiU ; 

There  are  seats  kft  void  in  year  earthly  heme 
Which  none  again  may  filL 

Soft  eyes  are  seen  no  mere^ 

That  made  spring-time  in  your  heart; 
Kindred  and  fiiendi  are  gone  beHoce— 

And  ye  still  fiear  to  part  t 

We  fear  not  now,  we  lisar  not  f 

Though  the  way  through  darimees  bends ; 
Our  souls  are  stroQg  to  IbUow  Clan, 

Our  own  familiar  friends ! 


THE  PALM-TRERi 

It  waved  not  through  an  eastern  sky. 
Beside  a  fount  of  Anby ; 
It  was  not  fieum'd  by  southern  breeze 
In  some  green  isle  of  Indian  aeas ; 
Nor  did  its  gracefid  shadow  aleep 
O'er  stream  of  Afrii^  lone  and  deepu 

But  fair  the  exiled  palm-tree  grew 
Midst  foliage  of  no  kindred  hoe ; 
Through  ^e  laburnum's  dropping  gold 
Rose  the  light  shaft  of  orient  mould. 
And  Eureka  violate,  fiantly  sweety 
Purpled  the  moss-'oeds  at  its  feet. 

Strange  look'd  it  there !    The  willow  stream' 
Where  silveiy  waters  near  it  g^eam'd  ; 
The  limobough  lured  the  honey-bee 
To  miirmur  by  the  desert's  tree. 
And  showen  of  snowy  roaei 
A  lustre  in  its  frn-hke  shade. 


1  This  incMent  is,  I  CUnk, 
po«m  of  Le$  Jarditu, 


iveoHBd  by  D»  Lille,  ia  h 
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There  oame  en  eve  of  festel  hoiii»— 
Rich  muflio  fill'd  that  gardeu'e  bowen ; 
Lunpe,  thai  from  flowering  bnmchee  hung;, 
On  sparks  of  dew  soft  colour  flung; 
And  bright  forms  glanced — a  fidiy  show — 
Under  the  bloaeoma  to  and  flro. 

But  one,  a  lone  one,  midei  the  throngs 
Seem'd  redden  all  of  danoe  or  eong : 
He  was  a  youth  of  duaky  mien. 
Whereon  the  Indian  Eun  had  been. 
Of  crested  brow  and  long  black  hair — 
A  BtfMQigBr,  like  the  pelmrtreeiy  there. 

And  dowly,  sadly,  xnored  hia  phunee^ 
Glittering  athwart  the  leafy  glooma. 
He  pasa'd  the  palet;reen  oliyea  by. 
Nor  won  the  phestaut  flowers  his  eye ; 
But  when  to  that  sole  palm  he  came. 
Then  shot  a  rapture  through  his  frame  ! 

To  him,  to  hxm  its  rustling  q>oke — 
The  silence  of  hk  Boul  it  broke  I 
It  whiiper^d  of  his  own  bnght  isle. 
That  lit  the  ocean  with  a  smile; 
Ay,  to  hia  ear  that  natiTe  tone 
Had  something  of  the  sea-wave  s  moan  ? 

His  mothar^a  oshin-home,  that  lay 
Where  feathery  cocoas  fringed  the  bay ; 
Hie  daahing  of  his  brethren's  oar — 
The  conch-note  heard  along  the  shore ; 
All  throu^  his  wakening  bosom  swept— 
He  dasp'd  his  country's  tiee»  and  wept ! 

Oh !  scorn  him  not !    The  strength  whereby 
The  patriot  girds  himself  to  die, 
Th'  unconquerable  power  which  fills 
The  freeman  battling  on  hia  hills^ 
These  have  one  fountain  deep  and  clear — 
The  same  whence  gush'd  that  childlike  tear ! 


THE  CHILD'S  LAST  SLEEP. 

SUOOEaTED  BT  A  MONUMENT  OF  CHANTBXT'S. 

]*Hou  deepest— but  when  wilt  than  wake,  fair 

childl 
Vhen  the  fiiwn  awakes  in  the  fonst  wild? 
¥hen  the  laiVs  wing  mounts  with  the  breese  of 

moml 
Mentha  fin*  rich  breath  of  the  rose  ia  bom  1 — 


Lovely  thou  sleepeat  i  yet  something  lies 
Too  deep  and  still  on  thy  8oft-aeal*d  eyes; 
Mournful,  though  sweety  is  thy  rest  to  see — 
When  will  the  hour  of  thy  rising  bet 

Kot  when  the  &wn  wakee— not  when  the  lark 
On  the  crimson  doud  of  the  mom  floats  dark. 
Qrief  with  vain  passionate  tears  hath  wet 

The  hair,  shedding  (fleams  from  thy  pale  brow  yet; 
Love,  with  sad  kisses  unfelt^  hath  press'd 

Thy  meek-dropt  eyelids  and  quiet  breast ; 
And  thaglad  £^Mring,  calling  out  bird  and  bee. 
Shall  oolonr  all  bloflsoms,  fiur  ddld !  but  thee. 

Thou'rt  gone  from  us,  bright  one! — that  thou 

shouldat  die. 
And  life  be  IsA  to  the  butterfly  1^ 
Thou'rt  gone  as  a  dewdropis  sweptfrom  the  bough : 
Oh  1  for  the  world  where  thy  home  is  now  I 
How  may  we  love  but  in  doubt  and  fear, 
How  may  we  anchor  our  fond  hearts  here ; 
How  should  e'en  joy  but  a  trembler  be. 
Beautiful  dust  1  when  we  look  on  thee  1 


THE  SUNBEAM. 

Thou  art  no  lingerer  in  monarch's  hall — 
A  joy  thou  art^  and  a  wealth  to  alll 
A  bearer  of  hope  unto  land  andsea — 
Sonbeami  what  gift  hath  the  worid  like  thee  1 

Thou  art  walkingthe  biUows^  and  ooean  smiles; 
Thou  hast  touch'd  with  glory  his  thousand  isles; 
Thou  hast  lit  up  the  ships  and  the  feathery  foam. 
And  gladden'd  the  sailor  like  words  from  home. 

To  the  solemn  depths  of  the  fbieet-ehades. 
Thou  art  streaming  on  throughtheir  green  arcades; 
And  the  quivering  leaves  that  have  caught  thyglow 
like  fixe*flies  glance  to  the  pools  below. 

I  look'd  on  the  mountains— a  vapour  lay 
Folding  their  heic^ita  in  its  dark  arrey : 
Thou  biakest  forth,  and  the  mist  became 
A  crown  and  a  mantle  of  living  flame. 

I  look'd  on  the  peasant's  lowly  cot — 
Something  of  sadness  had  wrapt  the  spot ; 
But  a  gleam  of  ihm  on  ita  lattice  fall. 
And  it  laugh'd  into  beauty  at  that  bright  spelL 

^  A  bpttarfly,  m  tf  i  ■!  Im  oa  a  flowtr,  ti  ieulptur>d  on  tlw 
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To  the  earth  8  wild  places  a  gueet  thou  art» 
Fliuhiiig  the  waste  like  the  roae's  heart ; 
And  thou  scomeBt  not  from  thy  pomp  to  shed 
A  tender  smile  on  the  rain's  head. 

Thoa  tak'st  through  the  dim  chordi-aiBle  thy  way. 
And  its  piDars  from  twili^t  flash  forth  to  day. 
And  its  high,  pale  tomhe,  with  their  tn^hies  old, 
Are  hathed  in  a  flood  as  of  molten  gold. 

And  thou  tamest  not  from  the  humblest  gniTe, 
Where  a  flower  to  the  sighing  winds  mi^  ware; 
Thoa  scatter^st  its  ^oom  like  the  dreams  of  rest, 
Thou  sleepest  in  love  on  its  grassy  breast 

Sunbeam  of  summer !  oh,  what  is  like  thee? 
Hope  of  the  wilderness,  joy  of  the  sea ! — 
0%t  thing  is  like  thee  to  mortals  given. 
The  frdth  touching  all  things  with  hues  of  heaven ! 


BREATHINGS  OF  SPRING. 


Tht  low  ttal  I  tevt  kMk ! 


What  wakest  thou,  Springl    Sweet  voices  in  the 
woods. 
And  reed-like  echoes,  that  have  long  been  mute : 
Thou  bringest  back,  to  fill  the  solitudes, 

The  lark's  clear  pipe,  the  cuckoo's  viewless  flute. 
Whose  tone  seems  breathing  moumfulness  or  glee, 
Ken  as  our  hearts  may  be. 

And  the  leaves  greet  thee.  Spring ! — the  joyous 
leaves,  [glade. 

Whose  tremblings  gladden  many  a  copse  and 
Where  each  young  spray  a  rosy  flush  receives, 
When  thy  south  wind  hath  pierced  the  whispery 
shade. 
And  happy  murmurs,  running  through  the  grass. 
Tell  that  thy  footsteps  pass. 

And  the  bright  waters — ^they  too  hear  thy  call. 
Spring,  the  awakener!  thou  hast  burst  their 
sleep! 
Amidst  the  hollows  of  the  rocks  their  fall 
Makes  melody,  and  in  the  forests  deep. 
Where  sudden  sparkles  and  blue  gleams  betray 
Their  windings  to  the  day. 

And  flowers — the  fiuiy-peopled  world  of  flowers ! 
Thou  from  the  dust  hast  set  that  gloiy  free, 


Colouring  the  oowslip  with  the  sonny  hoon^ 

And  penciling  the  wood  anemoiiB : 
Silent  they  seem— yet  each  to  thonghtfiil  cjs 
Glows  with  mate  poesy. 

But  what  awakest  thoa  in  the  ilsoH;  O  spring! 

The  human  heart,  with  all  its  dreams  and  rii^ 
Thou  that  givest  back  so  many  a  baiied  thingp 

Restorer  of  forgotten  harmonisB!  [art- 

Fresh  songs  and  scents  break  forth  where'er  tho 
What  wakest  thoa  in  the  heart! 

Too  much,  oh !  there  too  much!  We  know  noiwc 
Wherefore  it  should  be  thus,  yet  rooaed  by  the 
What  fond,  strange  yearnings  from  the  eool'sdet 
cell. 
Gush  for  the  frees  we  no  more  may  see ! 
How  are  we  haunted,  in  the  wind*a  low  tone. 
By  voices  that  are  gone ! 

Looks  of  fioniliar  love,  that  never  more. 
Never  on  earth,  oar  adiing  eyes  diaU  meet. 

Fast  words  of  welcome  to  oar  hooaebold  door. 
And  vanish'd  smilei^  and  soands  of  parted  foet- 

Spring!  midst  the  murmurs  of  thy  flowering  tree 
Why,  why  revivest  thoa  these  1 

Vain  longings  for  the  dead ! — ^why  oome  they  bat 
With  thy  young  birds,  and  leavei^  and  livii 
blooms! 
Oh  !  is  it  not,  that  from  thine  earthly  trade 

Hope  to  thy  world  may  look  beyond  the  tomb 
Yes,  gentle  Spring  !  no  sorrow  dims  thine  air. 
Breathed  by  our  loved  ones  then! 


THE  ILLUMINATED  CITT. 

The  hills  all  glow'd  with  a  festive  light. 
For  the  royal  city  rejoiced  by  night : 
There  were  lamps  hung  forth  upon  tower  and  trc 
Banners  were  lifted  and  streaming  free ; 
Every  tall  pillar  was  wreath'd  with  fire ; 
Like  a  shooting  meteor  was  evezy  ^ire ; 
And  the  outline  of  many  a  dome  on  hig^ 
Was  traced,  as  in  stars,  on  the  clear  dark  sky. 

I  pass'd  through  the  streets.  There  were  throA 

on  throngs — 
Like  sounds  of  the  deep  were  their  twii^^xl  song 
There  was  music  forth  from  each  palaoi 
A  peal  of  the  cymbal,  the  harp,  and  horn ; 
The  forests'  heard  it,  the  mountains  xan^ 
The  hamlets  woke  to  its  haughty  ding; 
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Bich  and  victorious  was  every  tone, 
TeUing  the  land  of  her  foes  o'erthrown. 

Didst  thou  meet  not  a  mourner  for  all  the  slain  ? 
Thousands  lie  dead  on  their  battle-plain  ! 
Gallant  and  true  were  the  hearts  that  fell — 
Grief  in  the  homes  they  have  left  must  dwell : 
Grief  o'er  the  aspect  of  childhood  spread. 
And  bowing  the  beauty  of  woman's  head !    [moan 
Didst  thou  hear,  midst  the  Bong^  not  one  tender 
For  the  many  brave  to  their  slumbers  gone  1 

I  saw  not  the  fac%  of  a  weeper  there — 
Too  strong  perdianoe,  was  the  bright  lamps*  glare ! 
I  heard  not  a  wail  midst  the  joyous  crowd — 
The  music  of  victory  was  all  too  loud  1 
Hig^ity  it  roll'd  on  the  winds  afiir. 
Shaking  the  streets  like  a  conqueror^s  car — 
Through  torches  and  streamers  its  flood  swept  by : 
How  could  I  listen  for  moan  or  sigh  1 

Turn  then  away  from  life's  pageants — ^tum. 
If  its  deep  story  thy  heart  would  leam  1 
Ever  too  bright  is  that  outward  show, 
Daxsling  the  eyes  till  they  see  not  woe.        [view 
But  lift  the  proud  mantle  which  hides  from  thy 
The  things  thou  shouldst  gaze  on,  the  sad  and 

true; 
Nor  fear  to  survey  what  its  folds  conceal : — 
So  must  thy  spirit  be  taught  to  foel  I 


THE  SPELLS  OF  HOME. 

"  ThOT«  Mmd  tlM  tlM  ttiAt  (ticngtheo 
Oar  hMrti  Id  boon  of  frtef* 
Tte  illffr  MBka  tteft  kngthm 
Joj*!  Tirito  whni  hmmI  McC" 

Bhwamo  BAmTcnr. 

Bt  the  soft  green  light  in  the  woody  glade. 
On  the  banks  of  moss  where  thy  childhood  play'd, 
By  the  household  tree  through  which  thine  eye 
First  look'd  in  love  to  the  summer  sky. 
By  the  dewy  gleam,  by  the  very  breath 
Of  the  primrose-tufts  in  the  grass  beneath. 
Upon  thy  heart  there  is  laid  a  spell. 
Holy  and  precious — oh,  guard  it  well ! 

By  the  sleepy  ripple  of  the  stream, 
Which  hath  lulled  thee  into  many  a  dream. 
By  the  shiver  of  the  ivy  leaves 
To  the  wind  of  mom  at  thy  casement  eaves, 
By  the  bee's  deep  murmur  in  the  limes, 
By  the  music  of  the  Sabbath  chimes, 


By  every  sound  of  thy  native  shade. 
Stronger  and  dearer  the  sp^  is  made. 

By  the  gathering  round  the  winter  heartlv 
When  twilight  call'd  unto  household  mirth. 
By  the  fisdry  tale  or  the  legend  old 
In  that  ring  of  happy  fhoes  told. 
By  the  quiet  hour  when  hearts  unite 
In  the  parting  prayer  and  the  kind  "  Good-night  V* 
By  the  smiling  eye,  and  the  loving  tone^ 
Over  thy  life  has  the  spell  been  thrown. 

And  bless  that  gift  t — it  hath  gentle  might, 
A  guardian  power  and  a  guiding  light. 
It  hath  led  the  fireeman  forth  to  stand 
In  the  mountain-battles  of  his  land ; 
It  hath  brought  the  wanderer  o'er  the  seas 
To  die  on  the  hills  of  his  own  fresh  breeze ; 
And  back  to  the  gates  of  his  &ther^s  hall 
It  hath  led  the  weeping  prodigaL 

Yes  !  when  thy  hearty  in  its  pride»  would  stray 
From  the  pure  first-loves  of  its  youth  away — 
When  the  sullying  breath  of  the  world  would  come 
O'er^the  flowers  it  brought  from  its  childhood's 

home — 
Think  thou  again  of  the  woody  glade, 
And  the  sound  by  the  rustling  ivy  made — 
Think  of  the  tree  at  thy  other's  door. 
And  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  once  more  1 


ROMAN  GIRL'S  SONG. 


Bomft! 


IfoBapUoaai 

Rome,  Rome  !  thou  art  no  more 

As  thou  hast  been  ) 
On  thy  seven  hills  of  yore 

Thou  sat'st  a  queen. 

Thou  hadst  thy  triumphs  then 

Purpling  the  street, 
Leaders  and  sceptred  men 

Bow'd  at  thy  feet. 

They  that  thy  mantle  wore, 

As  gods  were  seen — 
Rome,  Rome !  thou  art  no  moro 

As  thou  hast  been ! 

Rome  !  thine  imperial  brow 
Never  shall  rise : 
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What  hast  th<m  left  thee  noiwT->              * 

Look  round  tiiee  !    0^  the  dnmbenng  diS] 

Thoa  hart  thy  akiee  f 

A  solemn  g^osy  btoods ; 

A  fire  hath  touched  the  beaoon-skeep. 

Blue,  deeply  blue,  they  are. 

And  all  the  golden  woods; 

Qlorioaaly  bright  r 

A  thooMDd  goigeooa  ekxids  on  fai|^ 

Veiling  thy  waatea  aftr 

^zm  with  the  amber  light  !— 

With  coloured  li^^t 

What  speQ  from  ths*  ridi  pageaiitiy 

ChahiB  down  i^  gaaiBg  ij^t 

Thoa  hast  the  acmaef  s  glow. 

Rome  1  for  thy  dower, 

A  Boftemng  thoog^  <rflramaii  earas. 

Fluahing  tall  cypreea-bough. 

A  feeling  hnk'd  to  earth  t 

Temple  and  tower  I 

Is  not  yon  speck  a  bark  which  bears 

The  loved  of  many  a  hearth  t 

And  an  sweet  sounds  are  thine. 

Oh  !  do  not  Hope,  and  Orie^  and  Fenr, 

LoYely  to  hear. 

Crowd  her  frail  world  even  nofw. 

While  nigfat,  o*er  tomb  and  shrine, 

And  manhood's  prayer  and  womanV  tear 

Bests  daikly  dear. 

Follow  her  Tentuioos  prowl 

Many  a  solemn  hymn. 

• 

Bright  are  the  floating  ckmds  above. 

By  stariight  song^ 

The  glittering  seas  bdow ; 

Sweeps  through  the  arches  dim. 

But  we  are  bound  by  cords  of  love 

Thy  wradu  among. 

To  kindred  weal  and  vroe. 

Therefore,  amidst  this  vride  may 

Many  a  flute's  low  swell. 

Of  glorious  things  and  feir. 

On  thy  soft  air 

If  y  soul  is  on  t^at  bazk'a  lone  way — 

Lingers  and  loves  to  dwell 

For  hmnan  hearts  aro  there. 

With  summer  there. 

Thou  hast  the  soath's  rich  gifl 

Of  sadden  song — 
A  charm'd  fountain,  swift, 

THE  BIRDS  OF  PASSAGE. 

Joyous  and  strong. 

Birds,  joyous  birds  of  the  wandering  wing ! 

Whence  is  it  ye  come  with  the  flowers  ot  sprin 

Thou  hi»t  &ir  forms  that  move 

"  We  come  from  the  shores  of  the  green  old  Xi 

1                    With  queenly  tread ; 

From  the  land  where  the  roses  of  Sharon  smile 

Thou  hast  proud  fimes  above 

From  the  palms  that  wave  through  the  Indian  && 

Thy  mighty  dead. 

From  the  myrrh-trees  of  glowing  ArsbT. 

Yet  wears  thy  Tiber's  shore 

"We  have  swept  o*er  dties  in  song  renown'd— 

A  mournful  mien  : — 

Silent  they  lie  with  the  deserts  roond  !        [rol 

Rome,  Rome  !  thou  art  no  more 

We  have  crossed  proud  nvers,  whose  tide  ha 

As  thou  hast  been  ! 

All  dark  with  the  warrior-blood  of  old ; 

And  each  worn  wing  hath  regam'd  its  borne. 

Under  peasant's  roof-trees  or  monardi's  dome." 

THE  DISTANT  SHIP. 

And  what  hare  ye  found  in  the  monardi%  don 

The  sea-bird  s  wing  o'er  ocean's  breast 

Since  last  ye  traversed  the  blue  8ea*s  foam  1 — 

Shoots  like  a  glancing  star. 

"We  have  found  a  change,  we  have  found  a  pa 

While  the  red  radiance  of  the  west 

And  a  gloom  o'erdiadowing  the  banquets  ball 

Spreads  kindling  &st  and  &r ; 

And  a  mark  on  the  floor  as  of  lifo-drops  qnh — 

And  yet  that  splendour  wins  thee  not — 

Naught  looks  the  same,  save  the  neat  we  bozh 

Thy  still  and  thoughtful  eye 

DweUs  but  on  one  dark  distant  spot 

0  joyous  birds !  it  hath  still  been  so ; 

Of  all  the  main  and  sky. 

Through  the  halls  of  kings  doth  the  teoqiest  go 
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Bat  the  hute  of  the  hamlet  lie  still  and  deep. 
And  the  hills  o'er  their  quiet  a  Tigil  keep : 
Saj  what  ha^e  ye  found  in  the  peasanf a  cot, 
Since  last  ye  parted  from  that  sweet  spotl — 

"  A  change  we  have  found  there — and  many  a 

change! 
Faces  and  footsteps,  and  all  things  strange  ! 
Gone  are  the  heads  of  the  silreiy  hair. 
And  the  young  that  were  have  a  brow  of  care, 
And  the  place  is  hush'd  where  thechildrenplay'd — 
Naught  looks  the  same,  save  the  nest  we  made !" 

Sad  is  your  tale  of  the  beautiful  earth. 
Birds  that  o*ersweep  it  in  power  and  mirth  ! 
Tet  through  the  wastes  of  the  trackless  air 
Te  have  a  guide,  and  shall  im  despair  1 
Ye  over  desert  and  deep  have  pass'd — 
So  may  ve  reach  our  bright  home  at  last ! 


THE  GRAVES  OF  A  HOUSEHOLD. 

Thit  grew  in  beauty  side  by  side, 
They  fiU'd  one  home  with  glee ; — 

Their  graves  are  sever'd  &r  and  wide. 
By  mount,  and  stream,  and  sea. 

The  same  fcmd  mother  bent  at  night 

0*er  each  &ir  sleeping  brow : 
She  had  each  folded  flower  in  sight — 

Where  are  those  dreamers  now? 

One,  midst  the  forest  of  the  West, 

By  a  dark  stream  is  laid — 
The  Indian  knows  his  place  of  rest, 

Far  in  the  cedar-shade. 

The  sea,  the  blue  lone  sea,  hath  one — 
He  lies  where  pearls  lie  deep ; 

He  was  the  loved  of  all,  yet  none 
0*er  his  low  bed  may  weep. 

One  sleeps  where  southern  vines  are  drest 

Above  the  noble  slain  : 
He  wrapt  his  colours  round  his  breast 

On  a  blood-red  field  of  Spain. 

And  one — o'er  her  the  myrtle  showers 
Its  leaves,  by  soft  winds  fimn'd; 

She  foded 'midst  Italian  flowers — 
The  iMt  of  that  bright  band. 


And  parted  thus  they  rest,  who  play'd 
Beneath  the  same  green  tree; 

Whose  voices  mingied  as  they  pcay'd 
Around  one  parent  knee ! 

Tbey  that  with  smiles  lit  np  the  hall. 
And  cheer'd  with  song  the  hearth  !- 

Alas,  for  love  !  if  Iktm  wert  all. 
And  naught  beyond,  O  Earth  f 


MOZARTS  REQUIEM. 

[A  short  tima  btfora  the  daath  of  Moxart,  a  alnuigar  of 
remarkable  appearanc*,  and  dxeaod  in  dmp  monnxing,  called 
at  hb  house,  and  requested  him  to  prepare.a  requiem,  in  his 
best  style,  for  the  Ibaend  of  a  distfngnislied  penon.  The 
sensitive  tmaginatton  of  the  compeaer  taunediatsly  sdzed 
upon  the  droomstanoe  as  an  omen  of  his  own  fate;  and  the 
nenrons  anxiety  with  which  he  laboured  to  ftilfll  the  task,  had 
tlie  effiBCt  of  realising  his  impression.  He  died  within  a  few 
days  after  completing  this  magnlfloent  piece  of  music,  which 
was  perionned  at  his  intennent] 

"  ThM*  blvds  of  PandlM  bus  loeg  to  Sm 
Book  to  their  luiliT*  nuuaiton.** 

"  Propboey  of  Donte." 

A  REQUIEM ! — and  for  whom? 

For  beauty  in  its  bloom  1 
For  valour  fiJlen— a  broken  rose  or  sword  ? 

A  dirge  for  king  or  ddef. 

With  pomp  of  stately  grief. 
Banner,  and  torch,  and  waving  plume  deplored ) 

Not  so — ^it  is  not  so ! 

The  warning  voice  I  know. 
From  other  worlds  a  strsnge  mysterious  tone  ; 

A  solemn  funeral  air 

It  call*d  me  to  prepare, 
And  my  heart  answered  secretly — my  own ! 

One  more  then,  one  more  strain, 

In  links  of  joy  and  pain. 
Mighty  the  troubled  spirit  to  enthrall  1 

And  let  me  breathe  my  dower 

Of  passion  and  of  power 
Full  into  that  deep  lay— the  last  of  all ! 

The  last  1— and  I  must  go 

Ytom  this  bright  world  below. 
This  realm  of  sunshine,  ringpmg  with  sweet  sound ! 

Must  leave  its  festal  skiei^ 

With  all  their  melodies, 
That  ever  in  my  breast  glad  echoes  fScnmd ! 
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T«t  have  I  known  it  long : 

Too  rcatloan  and  too  abnoog 
\Vxthin  this  daj hath  been  th'  o'enmstering  flame; 

Swift  thonghtiy  that  eame  and  went^ 

like  toixenta  o'er  me  aen^ 
Have  ahaken,  as  a  reed,  m j  thrilling  ftama 

like  pezfumea  on  the  wind. 

Which  none  mi^  stay  or  bind. 
The  beaatiful  oomes  floating  through  my  Goal ; 

I  strive  with  yearnings  vain 

The  spirit  to  detain 
Of  the  deep  harmonies  that  past  me  roll ! 

Therefore  disturbing  dreams 

Trouble  the  secret  streams 
And  founts  of  music  that  o*erflow  my  breast; 

Something  fiir  more  divine 

Than  mi^  on  earth  be  mine^ 
Haunts  my  worn  hearty  and  will  not  let  me  rest 

Shall  I  then /ear  the  tone 

That  breathes  from  worlds  unknown  1 — 
Surely  these  feverish  aspirations  Hurt 

Shall  grssp  thdr  full  desire. 

And  this  unsettled  fire 
Bum  calmly,  brightly,  in  immortal  air. 

One  more  then,  one  more  strain ; 

To  earthly  joy  and  pain 
A  rich,  and  deep,  and  passionato  farewell ! 

I  pour  each  fervent  thought, 

With  fear,  hope,  trembling,  fraught. 
Into  the  notes  that  o'er  my  dust  shall  swell. 

[One  of  Um  peculiar  features  of  the  increased  sen^ve- 
ness  of  her  tempeeameni  at  this  time,  was  an  awaltened 
enthusiasm  for  mosic,  irtiich  amounted  to  an  abaohite  passion. 
*'  I  do  not  tUnlc,"  she  wrote*  "  thai  I  can  bear  the  boxden 
of  my  life  without  music  for  more  than  two  or  three  days.** 
Tet,  with  sensiMHties  so  exquisite  as  bers»  this  melomania 
was  a  souioa  of  for  move  pain  than  pies  sine ;  it  was  so  im- 
possible  for  any  earthly  strains  to  anvoach  that  ideal  and 
unattainable  standard  of  perfection  which  existed  within  her 
mind,  and  whidi  she  has  shadowed  forth  with  a  mournful 
enogy  in  *'  Mosart's  Requiem.** 

From  time  to  time,  howersr,  she  had  eiO<^yment  of  mnsie 
of  a  Teryhig^  character,  farnmdi  of  iHiidi  she  was  indebted 
to  her  acquaintance  with  Ifr  Lodge,  the  distinguished 
amateur,  by  whom  so  many  of  her  songs  hare  been  set  to 
mdodies  of  infinite  beauty  and  feeling.  At  a  somewhat 
later  period  she  dsriTed  much  delight  from  the  talents  of  Mr 
James  Zenglieer  HeRmann,  from  idiom,  for  a  time,  she  took 
lessons,  for  the  express  purpose  of  studying,  and  teSlsy  under- 
standhig,  the  SUOtat  JiaUr  Ot  Peigolesi,  which  had  taken 
an  extraordinary  hold  of  her  Imaginatioa.  This  fine  compo- 
sition was  first  brought  to  her  noCloe  by  Mr  Ledge,  to  whom 
she  thus  expressed  her  appreciation  of  It :— ■*  It  is  quite  tan- 
poeslble  for  me  to  tell  you  the  fanpresskm  I  hare  receiTed 


from  that  most  iplilfcaal  mnrfe  of 
faanntad  me  the  whole  nlghL    How 
yoo  for  introdaeing  me,  in  socfa  a 
gkriooe  a  wwld  of  nnfod  tbomhl  and 

^le7-&3 


THE  DCAQE  IN  UlVAJ 

Thou  thing  of  years  departed! 

What  ages  have  gone  by 
Since  here  the  moonful  seal  was 

By  love  and  agony  1 


Temple  and  tower  have  monlder'd. 
Empires  from  earth  hare  pasted. 

And  woman'a  heart  hath  left  a  trace 
Those  glories  to  outlast! 

And  childhood's  fragile  image. 

Thus  fearfully  enshrined. 
Survives  the  proud  memorials  reared 

By  conquerors  of  mankind. 

Babe!  wert thou brij^tly  slumbering 

Upon  thy  mother^s  breast 
When  suddenly  the  fieiy  toimb 

Shut  round  each  gentle  guest? 

A  strange,  dark  fato  overtook  you. 
Fair  babe  and  loving  heart ! 

One  moment  of  a  thousand  pangs — 
Tet  better  than  to  part ! 

Hi^ly  of  that  fond  bosom 

On  ashes  here  impressed. 
Thou  wert  the  only  treasure;,  child ! 

Whereon  a  hope  mi^t  rest 

Perchance  all  vainly  lavished 

Its  other  love  had  been. 
And  where  it  trusted,  naught  remained 

But  thorns  on  which  to  lean. 

Far  better,  then,  to  perish. 

Thy  form  within  its  dasp. 
Than  live  and  lose  thee,  precious  one! 

From  that  impaasion'd  grasp. 

Oh !  I  could  pass  all  relics 

Left  by  the  pomps  of  old. 
To  gase  on  this  rude  monument 

Cast  in  a£fection's  mould. 


'  Thefanptesrionofa 
to  the  boeom,  found  at  the 


meovevlaiof 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


437 


Lore  1  human  love !  what  art  thout 

Thy  print  upon  the  dust 
Outlives  the  oitieB  of  renown 

Wherein  the  mighty  trust ! 

Immortal,  oh !  immortal 
Thou  art,  whose  earthly  glow 

Hath  given  these  ashes  holiness — 
It  must,  it  mutt  be  so  I 


CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

LOTELT  voices  of  the  sky. 
That  hymn'd  the  Saviour's  birth ! 
"c  ye  not  singing  still  on  high. 
Ye  that  sang  "  Peace  on  earth  X* 
To  us  yet  speak  the  strains 

Wherewith,  in  days  gone  by. 
Ye  bless'd  the  Syrian  swains, 
0  voices  of  the  sky  1 

clear  and  shining  light !  whoso  beams 
That  hour  heaven's  glory  shed 
•ound  the  palma^  and  o*er  the  streams, 
And  on  the  shepherd's  head ; 

Be  near,  through  life  and  death. 

As  in  that  holiest  night 
Of  Hope,  and  Joy,  and  Faith, 
0  dear  and  shining  light ! 

Btar  !  which  led  to  Him  whose  love 
Brought  down  man's  ransom  firee ; 
here  art  thou  1 — Midst  the  hosts  above 
Biay  we  still  gaze  on  theet 

In  heaven  thou  art  not  set, 

Thy  rays  earth  might  not  dim — 
Send  them  to  guide  us  yet, 
0  star  which  led  to  Hun ! 


A  FATHER  READING  THE  BIBLE. 

&  early  day,  and  sunlight  stream'd 
ft  throu^  a  quiet  room, 
hush'd,  but  not  forsaken  seem'd, 
ill,  but  with  naught  of  gloom, 
there,  serene  in  happy  age 
hose  hope  is  from  above, 
bher  communed  with  the  page 
:  heaven's  recorded  love. 

I  fell  the  beam,  and  meekly  bright, 
1  his  gray  holy  hair. 


And  touched  the  page  with  tendereet  li^t» 

As  if  its  shrine  were  there  1 
But  oh  I  that  patriarch's  aspect  shone 

With  something  lovelier  fiftr — 
A  radiance  all  the  spirit's  own. 

Caught  not  from  sun  or  star. 

Some  word  of  life  e'en  then  had  met 

His  calm,  benignant  eye ; 
Some  ancient  promise,  breathing  yet 

Of  immortality  I 
Some  martyr^s  prayer,  wherein  the  glow 

Of  quenchless  fidth  survives : 
While  every  feature  said — "  /  hnow 

Thai  my  Redeemer  lives  /  " 

And  silent  stood  his  children  by. 

Hushing  their  veiy  breath. 
Before  the  solemn  sanctity 

Of  thoughts  o'ersweeping  death. 
Silent — yet  did  not  each  young  breast 

With  love  and  reverence  melt  1 
Oh  1  blest  be  those  fiiir  girls,  and  blest 

That  home  where  Qod  is  felt ! 

[This  littte  poem,  wtddi,  as  its  Author  benelf  ttpfwnd 
In  a  letter  to  Mn  Joanna  BaOUe,  was  to  her  **  a  thing  set 
apart,"  as  being  the  last  of  her  productions  eter  read  to  har 
beloved  mother,  was  written  at  the  request  of  a  joung  lady, 
wlio  thus  made  known  her  wish  '*  tiiaft  Mis  Hemans  would 
embodj  in  poetry  a  pletare  that  so  mumed  a  danghterls 
heart:"— 

"Upon  going  into  our  dear  fiUher's  aitting-«oom  this 
morning,  my  sister  and  I  found  him  deeply  engaged  reading 
Ills  Bible,  and,  being  anwffllng  to  Interrupt  audi  a  holy 
occupation,  we  retired  to  the  ftuiher  end  of  the  apartment, 
to  gaae  unobserved  iq^n  the  serene  picture.  Tha  height 
morning  sun  was  beaming  on  lils  venerable  sQver  hair,  while 
his  dafectlTS  sl^t  increased  the  earnestness  with  wfaidi  he 
perused  the  Mossed  book.  Our  iSuiey  led  us  to  believe  that 
some  immortal  thou^t  was  engsglng  his  mind,  for  be 
raised  his  floe  open  brow  to  the  light,  and  we  fUt  we  had 
never  loved  him  more  deeply.  After  an  involuntaiy  prayer 
had  passed  tnm  our  hearts,  we  whiqpered  to  eadi  other, 
*  Oh !  if  Mrs  Hemans  could  only  see  our  Usther  at  this 
moment,  her  Rowing  pen  would  detain  the  scene;  for  even 
as  wegaie  upon  It,  the  bri^  ^leam  Is  vanishing.* 
*•  Ikeembar  9, 1896." 


THE  MEETINa  OF  THE  BROTHERa^ 

^"BlSMltirdSV* 

WMVwtthhtmiBhlshMrt.'*  ^ 


Thx  voices  of  two  forest  boys. 
In  yean  when  hearts  entwine, 

1  For  the  tale  on  which  this  Utile  poem  li  founded,  asa 
L'fftrwtUi  em  ItaUL 
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Had  fill'd  with  childhood*!  wenj  noise 

A  valley  of  the  Bhine : 
To  rock  and  stream  that  sovnd  was  knowD, 
Gladsome  as  hunter^s  haglo'teiia* 

The  sunny  laughter  of  their  eyes. 
There  had  each  vineyard  seen ; 

Up  every  cliff  whence  eag^  rise. 
Their  bounding  step  had  been : 

Ay  1  their  bright  yonth  a  g^ory  tiirew 

0*er  the  wild  place  wherein  they  grew. 

But  this,  as  day-springes  flush,  was  brief 

As  early  bloom  or  dew ; 
Alas  !  'tis  but  the  withei'd  leaf 

That  wears  th'  enduring  hue  ! 
Those  rocks  along  the  Bhine's  fiiir  shore 
Might  girdle  in  their  world  no  more. 

For  now  on  manhood's  verge  they  stood. 

And  heard  life's  thrTIling  call. 
As  if  a  silver  clarion  woo'd 

To  some  hi£^  festival ; 
And  parted  as  young  brothers  part. 
With  love  in  each  unsullied  heart 

They  parted.    Soon  the  paths  divide 

Wherein  our  steps  were  one. 
Like  river  bianoheB^  fax  and  wide, 

Diaseveiing  as  they  run ; 
And  Tnalring  strangers  in  their  course. 
Of  waves  that  had  the  same  bright  source. 

Met  they  no  more  ?    Once  more  they  met. 
Those  kindred  hearts  and  true  ! 

'Twas  on  a  field  of  death,  where  yet 
The  battle-thunders  flew. 

Though  the  fierce  day  was  wellmgh  past. 

And  the  red  sunset  smiled  its  last 

But  as  the  combat  dosed,  they  found 

For  tender  thoughts  a  space. 
And  e'en  upon  that  bloody  ground 

Room  for  one  bright  embrace. 
And  pour'd  forth  on  each  othex^s  neck 
Such  tears  as  warriors  need  not  check. 

The  mists  o'er  boyhood's  memory  spread 

All  melted  with  those  tears. 
The  feces  of  the  holy  dead 

Rose  as  in  vaniah'd  years ; 
The  Bhine,  the  Bhine,  the  ever-blest, 
Lifted  its  voice  in  each  full  breast  I 


Oh!  wasitiAmatimetodiet 

It  was  ! — ^that  not  in  vain 
The  soul  of  childhood's  puxitj 

And  peace  mig^t  torn  again. 
A  ball  swept  forth — 'twas  guided  wcU — 
Heart  unto  heart  thoae  brothen  feU  t 

Happy,  yes,  happy  thus  to  go  I 

Bearing  from  earth  away 
Affections,  gifted  ne'er  to  know 

A  shadow — a  decay — 
A  passing  touch  of  change  <nr  chiH, 
A  breath  of  aught  whose  breath  can  kffl. 

And  they,  between  whose  sevei'd  eools. 

Once  in  dose  union  tied, 
A  gulf  is  set,  a  current  rolls 

For  ever  to  divide ; 
Well  may  Cft«3f  envy  sudi  a  lot, 
Whose  hearts  yearn  oiL--bat  mingle  not 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

Go  to  the  forest^hade, 

Seek  then  the  widl^nownf^ade^ 

Where,  heavy  with  sweet  dew,  the  violets  li^ 
Gleaming  through  moes>tafts  deep. 
Like  dark  eyes  filTd  with  deep, 

And  bathed  in  hues  of  summer's  midnight  sky. 


Bring  me  their  buds,  to  shed 

Around  my  dying  bed 
A  breath  of  May  and  of  the  woodls  repose; 

For  I,  in  sooth,  depart 

With  a  rduotant  heart, 
That  fain  would  linger  where  the  bright  son 


Fain  would  I  stay  with  thee  ! — 

Alas  1  this  may  not  be ; 
Yet  bring  me  still  the  gifts  of  happier  hours ! 

Go  where  the  fountain's  breast 

Catches,  in  glassy  rest,  [bowei 

The  dim  green  light  that  poors  throog^  km 

I  know  how  softly  br^ty 

Steep'd  in  that  tender  lights 
The  water-lilies  tremble  there  e'en  now; 

Go  to  the  pure  stream'ki  edge^ 

And  from  its  whispering  sedge 
Bring  me  those  flowers  to  ood  my  fevet'd  hsow 

Then,  as  in  Hope's  young  days. 
Track  thou  the  antique 
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Of  the  rich  garden  to  its  grassj  mound; 
There  is  a  lone  white  rose. 
Shedding,  in  sadden  snows, 

Its  fiunt  leares  o'er  the  emerald  turf  around. 


Well  knoVst  thon  that  fidr 

A  murmur  of  the  bee 
DweDs  ever  in  the  hone/d  lime  aboTe : 

Bring  me  one  pearly  flower 

Of  all  its  clustering  shower — 
For  on  that  spot  we  first  reyeal*d  our  love. 

Gather  one  woodbine  bough. 

Then,  from  the  latdoe  low 
Of  the  bower'd  cottage  which  I  bade  thee  mark, 

When  by  the  hamlet  last 

Through  dim  wood-lanes  we  pass'd. 
While  dews  were  glancing  to  the  glowworm's  spark. 

Haste  I  to  my  piQow  bear 
Those  firagrant  things  and  fidr;   . 

My  band  no  more  may  bind  them  np  at  eve — 
Tet  shall  their  odour  soft 
One  bright  dream  round  me  waft 

Of  life,  youth,  summer — all  that  I  must  leave ! 

Jbidohl  if  thou  wouldst  aak 

Wherefore  thy  steps  I  task. 
The  grore^  the  stream,  the  hamlet  vale  to  traee — 

Tib  that  some  thought  of  me^ 

When  I  am  gone,  may  be 
The  spirit  bound  to  each  ftoniliar  place. 

I  bid  mine  image  dwell 

(Oh  1  break  not  thou  the  qpell !) 

In  the  deep  wood  and  by  the  fbuntainrside; 
Thou  must  not,  my  bekyred  I 
Bove  where  we  two  haye  rored. 

Forgetting  her  that  in  her  spring-time  died ! 

FAIRY  FAVOURa 

CTUftttUepowiwM  writtMin  theiriBl«of  18V.  la 
vfttiaff  toa  frted  ahaftfy  aOinMcvb,  Mn  Hmbmm  lumlf 
ttmialliidtitoit:  '•lamioflwl  jooUlMd'FatayFatoon.* 
It  li,  ladMd,  llUtd  with  iQj  own  tn»  and  •vw^jMnOiic  teU 
ing— that  longing  for  more  afEDctloa,  mot*  eoHfidtnot,  mora 
•Btiia  iniiTChaBgi  of  th«8«lil,  than  I  am  Ofw  BMr  to  BiMt 
with.  Howww,  IwiIlnelzqiinowfaUilIh«v«M«MUwfao 
loTo  ma  M  joa  dou**] 


;  to  lofv,  to  sMt  ^ORt  to  «laip 
ASbolion'standrik  roond. 

Wouu)ST  thou  wear  the  gift  of  immortal  bloom  1 
Wouldst  thou  smile  in  scorn  at  the  riiadowy  tombt 


Drink  of  this  cup  1  it  is  richly  fraught 
With  balm  from  the  gardens  of  Genii  brought ; 
Drink  1  and  the  spoiler  shall  pass  thee  by. 
When  the  young  all  scattered  like  rose-leayee  lia 

And  would  not  the  youth  of  my  soul  be  gone. 
If  the  loved  had  left  me,  one  by  one  t 
Take  back  the  cup  that  may  never  Uess, 
The  gift  that  would  make  me  brotherieea. 
How  should  I  live,  with  no  kindred  eye 
To  reflect  mine  inmiortality ! 

Wouldst  thou  have  empire^  by  sign  or  spell. 
Over  the  mighty  in  air  that  dwelll 
Wouldst  thou  can  the  spirits  of  shore  and  steep 
To  fetch  thee  jewels  from  ocean's  deep  1 
Wave  but  this  rod,  and  a  viewless  band. 
Slaves  to  thy  wiU,  shall  around  thee  stand. 

And  would  not  fear,  at  my  coming;  then 
Hush  evezy  voice  in  the  homes  of  ment 
Would  not  bright  eyea  in  my  presence  quail  ] 
Toung  dieeks  with  a  namf^lnss  thrill  turn  pale  ? 
No  gift  be  mine  that  aside  would  turn 
The  human  love  for  whose  founts  I  yearn  ! 

Wouldst  thou  then  read  throu^  the  hearts  of 

those 
Upon  whose  frith  thou  hast  sought  repose  ? 
Wear  this  rick  gem  1  it  is  charm'd  to  show 
When  a  change  comes  over  afeotion'a  glow : 
Look  on  its  flushing  or  finding  fane;. 
And  learn  if  the  trusted  be  flilse  or  true  ! 

Keep,  keep  the  gem,  that  I  still  may  trusty 
Though  my  heart's  wealth  be  but  pour'd  on  dust ! 
Let  not  a  doubt  in  my  soul  have  place, 
To  dim  the  Hght  of  a  loved  one's  fiice ; 
Leave  to  the  earth  its  warm  sunny  smile — 
That  glory  would  pass  could  I  look  on  guile  \ 

Say,  then,  what  boon  of  my  power  shall  be. 
Favoured  of  spirits !  pour'd  forth  on  thee  1 
Thou  soomest  the  trea8ureB.of  wave  and  mine. 
Thou  wilt  not  drink  of  the  eup  divine^ 
Thou  art  fidn  with  a  mortaTs  lot  to  rest- 
Answer  me  1  how  may  I  grace  it  best) 

Oh!  give  me  no  sway  o'er  the  powers  unseen. 

But  a  human  heart  where  my  own  may  lean ! 

A  friend,  one  tender  and  fiuthfiil  friend, 

Whose  thoughts'  free  current  with  mine  may  blend; 

And,  leaving  not  either  on  earth  alone, 

Bid  the  bright,  calm  close  of  our  liv«i  be  one  1 
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AjniorATioir  on  **  ■  ■oawrai  or  womjr,**  Ac 

[We  fetl  certain  thet  ereiy  edmirer  of  the  cenint  of  Mn 
Hemens  will  be  obUged  to  na  for  hm  nprinting,  elmost 
at  length,  the  admirable  eritkqoe  on  her  wifUngi  ivlddi 
apfiared  fai  the  XCIXth  Nimber  oTtbe  fdta&Mryik  Ae<M. 
The  acmnen,  the  taste,  and  dcganoe  of  Lord  Jelfrej,  are 
evident  thron^ioiit 

<*  Women,  we  foar,  cannot  do  erery  thing,  nor  efen 
OTCfy  thing  th^  atftenqit.  Bat  what  th^  can  do,  thcj 
do,  for  the  moel  part,  exodlentlj— and  mnch  more  fte- 
qiient<7  with  an  abnlnte  and  pvleet  mccf,  than  the  ae> 
pirante  of  our  roqgfaer  and  more  amMtiwu  en.  Thej  can- 
not,  we  think,  repreient  natoiaUy  the  fierce  and  euUen 
paaione  of  men— nor  their  ooaner  Ticee— nor  even  acenei 
of  actual  boilneM  or  contention— and  the  mixed  motivee, 
and  itrong  and  Cuilty  dtaradtre,  by  which  aflUri  of  mo- 
ment are  oenaUy  oondncted  on  the  gmt  tiieatre  of  the 
world.  For  much  of  this  they  ««  dtoqnalified  by  the  deli- 
cacy of  thek  training  and  habits,  and  the  still  more  dis- 
abling delicaey  wfaidi  pervades  their  conceptions  and  fsel- 
ings ;  and  firom  mnch  they  are  exdnded  by  thrir  actual 
inexperteice  of  the  rsaUties  they  might  wish  to 
by  their  substantial  and  incurable  ignorance  of  buslnc 
of  the  wey  in  wfaidi  serious  affiyn  are  actnaQy 
and  the  troe  nature  of  the  agents  and  impulsss  that  give 
movement  and  direction  to  the  stronger  currents  of  ordi- 
nary Bis.  Perhaps  thqr  are  also  Incapable  of  long  moral 
or  poUtieal  fnvest%ations,  where  many  complex  and  in- 
determinate elsmente  are  to  be  taken  Into  account,  and  a 
variety  of  opposite  probabilitiee  to  be  wei^ied  before  coming 
to  a  oonduskm.  Tliey  ars  general^  too  impatient  to  get  at 
the  ultimate  rssults,  to  go  weDthrou^  with  such  discussions; 
and  either  stop  short  at  some  Impeifcct  view  of  the  truth,  or 
turn  aside  to  repose  in  the  shadow  of  some  phiisiMe  error. 
This,  however,  we  are  persuaded,  arises  entir^  from  thsir 
bting  seldom  set  on  such  tedious  taslcs.  Their  proper  and 
natural  busineei  is  the  practical  regulations  of  private  hfe, 
in  aU  its  bearings,  aSectlons,  and  uoucerus ;  and  the  ques- 
tions with  whkh  they  have  to  deal  in  that  most  important 
department,  thon^  often  of  the  utmost  dilBcnlty  and  nioe^, 
involve,  for  the  most  part,  but  few  elements ;  and  nu^ 
generally  be  better  described  as  delicate  than  intricate- 
requiring  for  their  solution  rather  a  qukk  tact  and  fine  per- 
ception, than  a  patient  or  laborious  examination.  For  the 
esme  reason,  they  rare^  succeed  in  long  worics,  even  on 
sobjectsthe  best  suited  to  tbeir  genius ;  their  natural  train- 
ing rendering  them  equally  averse  to  long  doubt  and  long 
labour. 

**  For  an  other  intellectual  efforts,  however,  either  of  the 
understanding  or  the  fiuicy,  and  requiring  a  thorough  know- 
ledge either  of  man's  strength  or  his  a  set  lines,  we  apprdiend 
them  to  be,  in  all  rejects,  as  well  qualified  as  thsir  brethren 
of  the  stronger  sex ;  whOe,  in  thdr  perceptions  of  grace,  pro- 
priety, ridieulo— their  power  of  detecting  artifice,  hypocrisy, 
and  affectetion— the  force  and  prompitode  of  their  qrmpathy, 
and  thefar  capacity  of  noble  and  devoted  attachment,  and  oi 
the  efforts  and  sacrifices  it  may  require— they  are,  bsyond  aU 
doubt,  our  superiors. 

*'  Their  buainees  befaig,  as  we  have  said,  with  actual  or 
social  lifo,  and  the  cokmrs  It  receives  from  the  conduct  and 
dispositions  of  individuals,  they  nnconedous^  acquire,  at  a 
very  eariy  ege,  the  finest  peroeptfon  of  diaractsr  and  man- 
ners, and  are  ahnoet  as  soon  instinctive^  sdiooled  in  the 
deep  and  dangerous  learning  of  fNling  andemotfon;  whOe 
the  very  mfaiuteness  with  whkh  they  nuke  and  meditate  on 
these  interesting  obssrvations,  and  the  finer  shades  and  vari- 


ations of  sentiment  which  are  thus 

trains  their  wbob  fscnlties  to  a  nicety  and 

tion,  whkh  often  dieckees  itself  to  advaatafs  in 

catkn  to  studies  of  a  very  diS>eBt 

women,  aeoordingly,  have  tuned  thsfr 

done  but  too  seldom    to  the  espositiosi  or 

any  branch  of  knowledge,  they  have  tammmAj 

think,  a  more  beauttftil  accuiasy,  and  a  move 

complete  Justness  of  thinking,  than  their 

brethren.    There  is  a  finlrii  and 

thing  thsy  put  out  of  thefr  hands,  whkh  Indlcrtee  ■at  eo<y 

an  inhcrsnt  taste  for  elegsnce  and  nestness,  bat  a  haUt  el 

nke  obesrvatkn,  and  singular  eractness  of  Judgsent* 

**  It  has  been  eo  littk  the  fisshion,  at  any  thne,  to  4 
women  to  write  for  publicatfon,  that  It  k ; 
it  shouM  be  to  prove  these  trathe  by  eiamplee  Tet 
are  enough,  within  the  rsa^ofavsry* 
ckl  gknce  ovsr  the  open  field  of  litssatore,  to 
expkhi,  at  least,  and  Ohiatrato,  if  not  entirs^  to  v«rj^,ev 
sssM linns  No  eian,  we  will  venture  to  saj,  eoaU  base 
written  the  ktten  of  Madame  de  8ev1gn«,  or  the  Mffekef 
MiM  Austin,  or  the  hymns  and  eaity  IssHaa  of 
bauld,  or  the  conversations  of  Mrs  MareeL  Thtm 
anoes,too,  are  not  on^y  lesentkUy  and  intmes^yi 
but  thsy  are,  hi  our  Judgment,  decUed|y  mace 
any  masculine  productions  with  whkh  IbeyeaB  be 
into  comparieon.  Thsy  accoroplish 
ends  at  whkh  they  •to,  and  are 
ness  and  feUdty  of  executkm  whkh  cxchidaB  nl  Um  ef 
foihire,  and  entirsty  satisfies  the  expectatksie  ths^meyhese 
raked.  We  might  easily  have  added  to 
There  are  many  parts  of  Miss  Edgeworth^ 
and  of  Miss  Mitibsd's  shetchee  and  descripllosie,  waA  sot  a 
Uttk  of  MnOpk's,  that  exhibit  the  same  fine  wad 
ing  spirit  of  obeervatkn,  the  saase  eoftaese  and 
hand,  and  unerring  truth  of  deHneetkm,  to  which  we  hevs 
alluded  as  characterising  the  pure  speclmssie  of  fasak  art 
The  same  dlstinguisUng  traits  of  a  woesan^  spMt  are  vWUs 
through  tiM  grief  and  the  piety  of  ladj  T>ms«I1,  and  the 
gaiety,  the  q>ite,  and  the  ventureeocnenem  of  Imdj  Meiy 
Wortky.  We  have  not  as  yet  much  femak  poe6y;  bet 
there  k  a  truly  feminine  tenderness,  purity,  aad 
in  the  Pqrche  of  MrsTlghe,andineoaBeof  thet 
of  Lady  Craven.  On  eome  of  the  works  of  \ 
— herCorinne  eqiecially— thsre  k  a  sta  deeper  stam»  of  the 
genius  of  her  sex.  Her  picturss  of  its  boundlese  < 
— its  depth  and  capacity  of  sufleriiv^ts  hi^ 
its  painftil  Irritability,  and  faiextingukhahie  tfaksl  for  eme- 
tion,  are  powerful  spechnens  of  that  morbid  anatnay  ef  the 
heart,  whidi  no  hand  but  that  of  a  womanls 
to  have  Uid  open,  or  skOftil  enough  to  hftve 
our  sympathy  and  kve.  There  k  the 
inhnitabk  deUoacy,  tf  not  the  sense  pofwer.  te 
h^ipier  passages  of  Madame  de : 
to  sey  nothing  of  the  more  Uve^  and  yet 
of  Madame  de  StaM,  during  her  locig 
of  the  Duchesse  de  Mahieu 

**  But  we  are  preluding  too  kristy;  a 
to  the  point,  to  whkh  the  vsry  fasadk^  of 
already  admonished  the  most  careless  of  oiv  i 
are  tending.    We  think  the  poetry  of  Mn 
exemplificatkn  of  fomak poetry;  and  we  tMakltl 
of  the  perfection  whkh  we  have  »eaUued  to 
happier  productions  of  femak  genlnsL 

*' It  may  not  be  the  best  fanagbMble  peaky,  wil  wa^wA 
indicate  the  very  highest    or 
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out  !t  cmbficw  a  grwt  deal  of  that  whiefa  gfvM  the  yvy 
belt  poflCrj  its  ddef  po«r«r  of  jdeaiing ;  and  ironld  ftrflw 
m,  periiapf,  ai  more  impaHiODed  and  exalted,  if  it  were  not 
Ngolated  and  hannoniied  by  the  moet  beaotlfti]  taste.  It  is 
infinite^  sweet,  elegant,  and  tender— 4oaehinf,  perbaiie,  and 
eontemplatiTe,  rather  than  Tehement  and  ovenwwering ; 
and  not  on^  finished  tliroughout  with  an  exquisite  delieacyt 
and  ersD  sennity  of  axecatlon,  but  infonned  with  a  parity 
and  loftiness  of  Useling,  and  a  certain  sober  and  humble  tone 
of  indalgence  and  piety,  which  must  satisfy  an  Judgments, 
and  alley  tlw  apprdienslons  of  those  who  are  most  afraid  of 
tbm  passionate  exaggerations  of  poetry.  The  diction  is  alwi^ 
beantifkd,  harmonious,  and  free ;  and  tlie  themes,  though  of 
Infinite  Turiety,  tmifonnl^  treated  with  a  graoe,  originality, 
and  Judgment,  whiefa  mark  the  same  master-hand.  These 
ihames  she  has  bonowed,  with  the  peculiar  interest  and 
Imagsiy  that  belong  to  them,  from  the  legends  ol  dlfliBrent 
naftiODS,  and  the  most  opposite  states  of  society ;  and  has 
OQotriired  to  retain  much  of  what  Is  interesting  and  peculiar 
In  each  of  them,  without  adopting,  along  with  it,  any  of  the 
refoMag  or  extraTagant  excesses  which  may  diaracterlse  the 
taste  or  manners  of  the  people  or  the  age  from  whidi  it  has 
bean  teired.  EOie  has  thus  faansftased  into  lier  German  or 
Seandtaarlan  legends,  the  imagfnatiTe  and  daring  tone  of  tbo 
orfglBals,  without  the  mystical  exaggerations  of  the  one,  or 
tha  painfid  flerceneM  and  coarseness  of  the  other  she  has 
y siiBd  the  deamees  and  dcgance  of  the  French,  without 
their  ttMnoss  or  afbetation— and  the  tenderness  and  simpll- 
cUjof  the  eaify  Italians,  without  their  diflbseness  or  languor. 
Tbomli  oeeasionally  expatiating,  somewhat  fondly  and  at 
lei|»,  amoogst  the  sweets  of  her  own  planting,  there  Is,  on 
tha  whole,  a  great  condensation  and  brerity  in  most  of  hv 
pieeas,  and,  atanost  without  exception,  a  most  Judidous  and 
vlgotooseoadusion.  The  great  merit,  bowerer,  of  her  poetry. 
Is  andoubtedly  in  its  tenderness  and  its  beaotifiil  fanagety. 
The  flm  requires  no  explanation ;  bat  we  must  be  allowed 
lo  add  a  word  as  to  the  peculiar  charm  and  dmracter  of 
the  latter. 

**  It  has  always  been  our  oiHnlon,  that  the  very  essence  of 
poetry,  apart  from  the  pathos,  the  wit,  or  the  brilliant  de- 
ser^itioo  which  may  be  embodied  in  it,  bat  may  exist  equally 
In  prose,  oondsts  in  the  fine  perception  and  Tirid  expreesion 
of  that  subtle  and  mysterious  analogy  which  exists  between 
tha  pbyriesl  and  the  moral  worid— whidi  makee  outward 
things  and  qualities  the  natural  ^ypee  and  emblems  of  inward 
gtfia  and  emotions,  and  leads  us  to  ascribe  liiiBand  sentiment 
to  avesy  thing  that  intovsts  us  in  the  aspects  of  external 
natora.  The  fbeling  of  this  analogy,  obeenre  and  inexpU> 
eable  as  the  theory  of  It  may  be,  is  so  deq>  and  unifiarsal  in 
oar  nature,  that  it  has  stamped  itself  on  the  orttnary  Ian- 
gnaga  of  man  of  trery  kindred  and  speech:  and  that  to  sodi 
an  extent,  that  one-half  of  the  epithets  by  wfaidi  we  fSunl- 
Baziy  designate  moral  and  physical  quaUtiee,  are  in  reality  so 
many  met^thors,  borrowed  reciprocally,  upon  this  anak>gy, 
firom  those  oppoeita  forms  of  existence.  The  vary  fiunOiarity, 
howvfer,  of  the  axpressfon.  In  theee  instances,  takes  away  ita 
poetical  afbct— and  indeed,  in  substance,  its  metaphorical 
diaiacter.  The  original  sense  of  the  word  is  entirely  Cor- 
gotteo  in  the  dwlrative  one  to  which  it  has  succeeded ;  and 
R  reqoireB  some  etymolngteal  veeoOectkm  to  convince  us  that 
it  was  originally  nothing  eke  than  a  typical  or  analngtoal 
moitration.  Thus  we  talk  of  a  penetrating  understanding, 
and  a  ftirioas  blast— a  weighty  argument,  and  a  gentle 
Btrsam— withoot  bdng  at  all  aware  that  we  are  q)eaking  in 
fte  laogoaga  of  poetry,  and  tnmsfvring  quaUtiee  from  one 
tatrmnity  of  the  sphers  of  being  to  another.    In 


accord&igty,  the  metaphor,  by  ceasing  to  be  fUt,  In  reality 
ceasee  to  exist ;  and  the  anak>gy,  being  no  longer  intimated, 
of  course  can  produce  no  eCRBct  But  whenever  it  is  Intl- 
mated,  it  does  produce  an  eflbct ;  and  that  effoct,  we  think, 
is  poetry. 

'*  It  has  substantially  two  fiinctlons,  and  operates  In  two 
directionB.  In  the>lrrt  pboe.  It  strikes  vividly  out,  and 
flashes  at  once  on  our  minds,  the  conception  of  an  Inward 
feding  or  emotion,  idUch  It  ml^t  otherwise  have  been  diffi- 
cult to  convey,  by  the  presentment  of  some  bodily  form  or 
quality,  which  Is  Instantty  felt  to  be  Its  true  repreecntaUve  ; 
and  enables  us  to  fix  and  comprehend  it  with  a  fbrce  and 
deamees  not  otherwise  attainable :  and,  in  the  seMMMf  place, 
It  vlviflee  dead  and  Inanfanate  matter  with  the  attributee  of 
Uvfaig  and  sentient  mind ;  and  fllb  the  whole  visible  universe 
around  us  with  objects  of  interest  and  qrmpathy,  by  tinging 
them  with  the  hues  of  Ub,  and  associating  them  with  our 
own  passions  and  afllBctions.  This  magical  operation  the 
poet,  too,  performs,  liar  the  most  part,  in  one  of  two  w^ys— 
either  by  the  direct  agency  of  similee  and  meti^hors,  more  or 
lees  condensed  or  developed,  or  by  the  mere  gracefid  preeent- 
ment  of  such  visible  ol^ects  on  the  scene  of  his  passionatt 
dialoguee  or  adventures,  as  partake  of  the  character  of  the 
emotion  he  wishee  to  axdte,  and  thus  form  an  appropriate 
aeoompaniment  or  preparation  fbr  its  direct  indulgenoe  or 
display.  The  former  of  thoee  methods  has  perhaps  been  most 
fkequentty  employed,  and  certainly  has  most  attracted  atten- 
tion. But  the  latter,  though  lees  obtrusive,  and  perhaps  less 
fluently  reeorted  to  of  eet  purpose,  is,  we  are  inclined  to 
ttiink,  the  moet  natural  and  efficadons  of  the  two,  and  is 
often  adopted,  we  believe  unconsdously,  by  poets  of  the 
higlieet  order— 4he  predominant  emotion  of  their  minds  over- 
flowing spontaneously  on  all  the  objects  which  present  them- 
selves to  tbdr  foncy,  and  calling  out  fit>m  them,  and  colour- 
ing with  its  own  hues,  those  that  are  naturally  emblematic  of 
its  character,  and  in  accordance  with  ite  general  expression. 
It  would  be  eaqr  to  show  how  habitually  this  is  done  by 
Bhakspeare  and  Milton  espedaUy,  and  how  much  many  of 
their  finest  pessegfa  are  indebted,  both  for  force  and  ridmess 
of  effect,  to  this  general  and  diffusive  harmony  of  the  external 
character  of  their  scenes  with  the  passions  of  their  living 
agents— this  harmonising  and  appropriate  glow  with  vrhich 
th^  kindle  the  whole  surrounding  atmosphere,  and  bring  all 
that  strikes  the  sense  into  unison  with  all  that  touches  the 
heart. 

**  But  It  Is  more  to  our  present  purpoee  to  s^y,  that  we 
think  the  feir  writer  befiore  us  is  eminently  a  mistress  of  this 
poetioal  eecret ;  and,  in  truth,  it  was  soldy  for  the  purpose 
of  iUuslnting  this  great  charm  and  exceUenoe  in  her  fanagery , 
that  we  have  ventured  upon  this  little  dissvtation.  Almost 
all  her  poema  are  ridi  with  fine  deecrlptlons,  and  studded 
over  wllh  Imagee  of  visible  beauty.  But  these  are  never  idle 
ornaments :  all  her  pompe  have  a  meaning ;  and  her  flowers 
and  Yua  gum  are  arranged,  as  they  are  said  to  be  among 
Eaetem  lovers,  so  as  to  qieak  the  language  of  truth  and  of 
passion.  This  is  peculiar  remarkable  in  some  little  pieces, 
which  seem  at  first  sf^t  to  be  purely  descriptive,  but  are 
soon  found  to  teD  upon  the  heart,  with  a  deep  moral  and 
pathetic  impression.  But  it  b  a  truth  nearly  as  conspicuous 
in  the  grsater  part  of  her  productions,  where  we  ecarody 
meet  with  any  striking  sentiment  that  Is  not  ushered  in  by 
eome  sndi  symphony  of  external  nature,  andscaroety  a  lovdy 
picture  that  doee  not  serve  as  a  fioreground  to  some  deep  or 
lofty  emotion.  We  may  illustrate  this  propodtlon,  we 
think,  by  opening  dtber  of  theee  little  vohmiee  at  random, 
and  laUnf  what  thqr  first  present  to  osl     The  foUowing 
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•xqniilto  Unas,  for  example,  on  a  Falmrtra*  in  aa  fii^fah 


BMid*  A  fimat  of  Aimbj/  He 

**  The  following,  which  the  author  hae  named, '  GzavM  of 
a  Houatfiold,'  hai  xather  lea  of  eztenial  iotneiy,  hat  nrvw, 
like  the  othen,  to  diow  how  wefl  tba  gn^bie  and  ptTmttr 
maj  be  made  to  Mi  off  eadi  other  :— 

*  Thqrinw  In  bMo^,  iid*  kgr  *W, 
TlMr  m'd  OM  hooM  with  ^kt,' «te. 

"  We  have  taken  theie  pieoei  chieflj  on  acooont  of  their 
ahortne« ;  bat  it  woahl  not  be  &ir  to  Mxs  Hemana  not  to 
praent  oar  vaadera  with  one  k)nger  ^^^^^mmn^  ^id  to  gire  a 
portion  of  her  gcBoefiil  narrative  akmf  with  her  pathetic  de- 
•criptfona.  This  story,  of  *  The  Lady  of  the  GMtle,'  is  toU, 
we  think,  with  great  force  and 


Tboaaw' 
(FaiiMd 


pIctaTCdwith 
In 


f«i 


'  The  foDowing  sketch  of  *  Joan  of  Are  in  Rhefims,' is  in  a 
loftifv  and  more  amhitkias  vein,  bat  ansteined  with  eqoal 
grace,  and  as  touching  in  ita  aolamn  ternlflriwai  We  can 
aiSord  to  extract  bot  a  part  of  it :— 

— 'WUUmtiwiickk. 

Throuili  tks  Ttek  gloom  of  pIctoTMl  wlndo««  flowing,' ate. 

*' There  are  sBTend  atraina  of  a  more  paaaionate  chaiacter, 
eapedaOy  in  the  two  poetical  epiatlee  from  Lady  AiaheUa 
Stoart  and  Fropenia  RoeaL  WeahaU  ventore  to  give  a  law 
Unea  from  the  former.  The  Lady  Arabelki  waa  of  r^yal 
deacent;  and  having  excited  the  fBaia  of  oar  p'^'animftna 
Jamaa  by  a  aecrat  anion  with  tlie  Lord  Scijmoar,  waa  detained 
in  a  cruel  captivity,  by  that  heartlaaa  monarch,  till  the  ckiae 
of  her  life— doting  wliich  aha  ia  auppoeed  to  have  indited  thia 
letter  to  her  lover  from  her  pcieoa-hoaae  :— 


idukBonmfU 


nwiV/  ale. 


«» The  following,  thoogh  it  haa  no  v«y  dlatlaei  ol^^  or 
moral,  breatbe^  we  think,  the  v«y  apbit  of  puelij,  la  Ita 
bright  and  vague  pictnxiags,  and  ia  w«B  eaititlad  to  the  aame 
it  beai>— *  An  Hoar  of  Bomaace: ' 


And  low 


ligl^Uknl 


*'Tbere  ia  great  aweetneaa  in  the  ftOofwiag 

little  poem  on  a  *  Oirl'a  School :  '— 

•OhlJojooacraafaDfii  that  wlU  ifek  to  nM 
Lightly,  whan  tiKw  pan  oriMw  an  dow; 


cf  a 


**  Thse  k  a  fine  and  ataftely  aoiemailar  la 
•TbeLoetPlefaui:' 


**  The  iJDDowing  on  *  Tlw  I>ying 
rich  lyrieal  cadence,  and  slow  of  deep  faalng 

*  Nofor.  oh  I 
On  tty  nwnrt  p«rpl> 


**  Bat  we  moat  atop  here.  Tbare  would  ba  bo  aod  «f  •■ 
extracts,  if  wewere  to  yieU  to  the  tampCatioaof  I 
every  beaotiflil  peaiga  wfaidt  aneata  ua  in 
leaveaoftbavohmiaebaftaeaBL  We  ought  t» 
that  there  are  flaw  to  vrtiom  oar  pagaa  am  Mkily 
are  not  ahaady&miliar  with  their  beaotiaa;  aBd,iBfMl,«e 
have  made  theae  extracta,  leaa  with  the  pveaanplBaao  halaf 
that  we  are  introdndag  Mia  Hemana  for  thalnttlMatoIha 
knowledge  or  admliation  of  oar  vaadeca,  tfaoB  frooa  adariaaef 
iUuatrating,  by  meana  of  theaa,  the  aingoiar  fcliiig  to  «■ 
dioioe  and  en^loyment  of  her  imagaty,  of  wMck  «a  feaaa 
already  qtohan  ao  nmdi  at  kige; — that  flaa  aooaal  ds  !■ 
eataWiihed  between  the  world  of  asMa  and  of  anal  ftl 
delicate  blending  of  our  deep  Inward  — ~i*iT—t  vilk  Ihik 
splendid  aymbola  and  emblema  withoaLH 
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They  tell  hot  dreame— a  lonely  apirit'a 

Yet  ever  through  their  fleeting  hnagery 

Wanders  a  vein  of  melancholy  love. 

An  aimlaaa  thou^t  of  home ;  as  in  the  song 

Of  the  caged  akylarfc  ye  may  deem  there  dweOa 

A  paarionate  memory  of  blue  akiea  and  flowers. 

And  living  atraama-iar  off  1 


A  SPIRITS  RETURN. 


litobOA 


▲admkthe 


Tht  voice  prevxuls — dear  friend,  my  gentle  friend! 
This  long-shut  heart  for  thee  shall  be  unseal'd ; 
And  though  thy  soft  eye  moumiully  will  bend 
Orer  the  troubled  stream,  yet  once  rereal'd 


Shall  its  freed  waters  flow;  then  rods  nnufc  doK 
For  evermore,  above  their  daxk  reposeL 

Come  while  the  goigeooa  iiijiiUhim  of  th*  ikj 
Fused  in  the  crimson  sea  of  soDBei  lie ;      [aoiiiKi 
Come  to  the  wood^  where  all  sttmnge  wmdaripg 
Is  mingled  into  harmony  profoand ; 
Where  the  leaves  thrill  with  qnii4  wfaiU  tin 
FiUs  with  a  viewless  being,  imoonfliitd. 


A  SPIRITS  RETURN. 
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The  trembling  reeda  and  fouutaina.     Our  own 

deU, 
With  its  green  dimneBB  and  .£olian  breath. 
Shall  suit  ih'  unreiling  of  dark  records  well — 
Hear  dm  in  tendemeBa  and  silent  fidth  1 

Thou  kzMfw'Bt  me  not  in  life's  fresh  vernal  mom — 
I  would  thou  hadst  I — ^for  then  my  heart  on  thine 
"EmA  ponz^d  a  worthier  love ;  now,  all  o'erwom 
"Bj  ila  deep  thirst  for  MAmfttKing  too  divine. 
It  hath  but  fitful  musio  to  bestow. 
Echoes  of  haip«tringB  broken  long  ago. 

Tei  even  in  youth  companionless  I  stood. 
As  a  lone  forest-bird  midst  ocean's  foam ; 
For  me  the  silver  cords  of  brotherhood 
W««  early  loosed;  the  voices  from  my  home 
FMi'd  one  by  one,  and  melody  and  mirth 
Left  me  a  dreamer  by  a  silent  hearth. 

But,  with  the  fulness  of  a  heart  that  bum'd 
For  the  deep  sympathies  of  mind,  I  tum'd 
Vwm.  that  unanswering  spot^  and  fondly  sought 
In  an  wild  scenes  with  thrilling  murmurs  fraught. 
In  every  sfeOl  small  voice  and  sound  of  power. 
And  flute-note  of  the  wind  through  oaveand  bower, 
A  perilous  delight  I — for  then  first  woke 
My  lifers  lone  paauon,  the  mysterious  quest 
Of  secret  knowledge ;  and  each  tone  that  broke 
From  the  wood-arches  or  the  fountain's  breast^ 
Making  my  quick  soul  vibrate  as  a  lyre^ 
But  miniater^d  to  that  strange  inborn  fire. 

Midst  the  bright  silence  of  the  mountain  deUs, 
In  noontide-houzB  or  golden  summer«ves^ 
My  thou|^  have  burst  forth  as  a  gale  that  swells 
Into  a  rushing  blast,  and  from  the  leaves 
Shakes  out  response.    O  thou  rich  world  imseenl 
Thou  curtsin'd  realm  of  i^irits  1 — thus  my  ay 
Hath  troubled  air  and  silence— dost  thou  lie 
Spread  aU  around,  yet  by  some  filmy  screen 
^xxA  tsosn.  us  evert    The  resounding  woods, 
IX>  their  dqnths  teem  with  msrvelsl — and  the 

floods. 
And  the  pure  fountains,  leading  secret  veins 
Of  quenchlesi  melody  through  rook  and  hill, 
Havetheybrit^dweUerat— are  their  lone  domains 
Peopled  with  beauty,  which  may  never  still 
Our  weacy  thirst  of  soul  t    Cold,  weak  and  cold. 
Is  earth's  vain  language,  pierobig  not  one  fold 
Of  oar  deep  being  1    Oh,  for  gifts  more  hi§^ ! 
For  a  seer's  glance  to  rend  mortality  t 
For  a  eharm'd  rod,  to  call  from  each  dark  shrine 
The  oracles  divine  I 


I  woke  from  those  high  fiuitasies,  to  know 
My  kindred  with  the  earth— I  woke  to  lovei 
0  gentle  friend  1  to  love  in  doubt  and  woe. 
Shutting  the  heart  the  worshipped  name  abov^ 
Lb  to  love  deeply ;  and  my  spirit's  dower 
Was  a  sad  gift,  a  melancholy  power 
Of  so  adoring — with  a  buried  care^ 
And  with  the  o'erflowing  of  a  voiceless  prayer. 
And  with  a  deepening  dream,  that  day  l>y  di^, 
In  the  still  shadow  of  its  lonely  sway. 
Folded  me  closer,  tUl  the  world  held  naught 
Save  the  om  being  to  my  centred  thou^^t. 
There  was  no  music  but  his  voice  to  hear. 
No  joy  but  such  as  with  Am  step  drew  near; 
Light  was  but  where  he  look'd— lifo  where  he 

moved: 
Silently,  fervently,  thus^  thus  I  loved. 
Oh  1  but  such  love  is  fearful  1 — and  I  knew 
Its  gathering  doom :  the  soul's  prophetio  sig^t 
Elven  then  unfolded  in  my  breast,  and  threw 
O'er  all  things  round  a  full,  strong;  vivid  light, 
Too  sorrowfully  clear  1 — an  imder^one 
Was  given  to  Nature's  harp,  for  me  alone 
Whispering  of  grief    Of  grief)— be  strong,  awake ! 
Hath  not  thy  love  been  victory,  0  my  soul  1 
Hath  not  its  conflict  won  a  voice  to  shake 
Death's  fEuitnessesI — a  magic  to  control 
Worlds  fiur  removed  ? — from  o'er  the  grave  to  thee 
Love  hath  made  answer;  and  (Ay  tale  should  be 
Sung  like  a  lay  of  triumph  I    Now  return 
And  take  thy  treasure  from  its  bosom'd  uni. 
And  lift  it  once  to  light  1 

In  fear,  in  pain, 
I  said  I  loved— but  yet  a  heavenly  strain 
Of  sweetness  floated  down  the  tearful  stream, 
A  joy  flash'd  throu^  the  trouble  of  my  dream  I 
I  knew  myself  beloved  I    We  breathed  no  vow. 
No  mingling  visions  might  our  fiUe  allow. 
As  \mto  happy  hearts;  but  still  and  deep. 
Like  a  rich  jewd  gjeaming  in  a  grave. 
Like  golden  sand  in  some  dark  river's  wave. 
So  did  my  soul  that  oosUy  knowledge  keep. 
So  jealously ! — a  thing  o'er  which  to  shed. 
When  stars  alone  beheld  the  drooping  head. 
Lone  tearsl  yet  ofttimes  burden'd  with  the  excess 
Of  our  strange  nature's  quivering  happii 


But^  oh  1  sweet  friend  1  we  dresm  not  of  love's 

midhk 
Till  death  has  robed  with  soft  and  solemn  lig^t 
The  image  we  enshrine  I    Before  iktU  boor. 
We  have  but  glimpses  of  the  o'ermastering  power 
Within  us  laid  1 — ikm  doth  the  ^nrit-flame 
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With  Bword-like  lightning  rend  its  mortal  frame  ; 
The  wings  of  that  which  pants  to  follow  fuA 
Shake  their  day-hais,  as  with  a  prison'd  blast — 
The  sea  is  in  our  souls  I 

He  died — he  died 
On  whom  my  lone  devotedness  was  cast ! 
I  might  not  keep  one  TigiL  by  his  side, 
/,  whose  wrung  heart  watch'd  with  him  to  the  last ! 
I  might  not  once  his  fainting  head  sustain, 
Kor  bathe  his  parch'd  lips  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Kor  say  to  him,  **  Farewell ! "    He  paas*d  away — 
Oh !  had  my  love  been  there,  its  conquering  sway 
Had  won  him  back  fromdeath!  But  thus  removed. 
Borne  o*er  th*  abyss  no  sounding  line  hath  proved, 
Join'd  with  the  unknown,  the  viewless — he  became 
Unto  my  thoughts  another,  yet  the  same — 
Changed — ^hallow'd — glorified ! — and  his  low  grave 
Seem'd  a  bright  mournful  altar — mine,  all  mine : 
Brother  and  friend  soon  left  me  (hat  sole  shrine. 
The  birthright  of  the  faithful!— -C4ar  world's  wave 
Soon  swept  them  from  its  brink.    Oh !  deem  thou 

not 
That  on  the  sad  and  consecrated  spot 
My  soul  grew  weak !    I  tell  thee  that  a  power 
There  kindled  heart  and  lip— «  fiery  shower 
My  words  were  made — amight  was  given  to  prayer. 
And  a  strong  grasp  to  passionate  despair, 
Andadread  triumph!  Enow'st  thou  what  I  sought] 
For  what  high  boon  my  struggling  spirit  wrought  ? 
— Communion  with  the  dead !    I  sent  a  cry 
Through  the  veil'd  empires  of  etemi^ — 
A  voice  to  cleave  them !    By  the  mournful  truth. 
By  the  lost  promise  of  my  blighted  youth. 
By  the  strong  chain  a  mighty  love  can  bind 
On  the  beloved,  the  spell  of  mind  o*er  mind  ; 
By  words,  which  in  themselves  are  magic  high, 
Armed,  and  inspired,  and  wing'd  with  agony ; 
By  tears,  which  comfort  not,  but  bum,  and  seem 
To  bear  the  heart's  blood  in  their  passion-stream ; 
I  summon*d,  I  abjured ! — ^with  quickened  sense. 
With  the  keen  vigil  of  a  life  intense. 
I  watch'd,  an  answer  from  the  winds  to  wring, 
I  hsten'd,  if  perchance  the  stream  might  bring 
Token  frx)m  worlds  afar ;  I  taught  one  sound 
Unto  a  thousand  echoes— one  profound 
Imploring  accent  to  the  tomb,  the  sky — 
One  prayer  to  night — **  Awake !  appear !  reply  !** 
Hast  thou  been  told  that  fix>m  the  viewless  bourne 
The  dark  way  never  hath  allowed  return) 
That  all,  which  tears  can  move,  with  life  is  fled — 
That  earthly  love  is  powerless  on  the  dead  ? 
Believe  it  not ! — There  is  a  large  lone  star 
Kow  burning  o'er  yon  western  lull  afar. 


And  under  its  clear  li^t  there  Ilea  a  q)ot 
Which  well  might  utter  forth— BeUeve  it  not ! 

I  sat  beneath  that  planet    I  had  we|it 
My  woe  to  stillness ;  eveiy  nic^t-wind  slept; 
A  hush  was  on  the  lulls ;  the  veiy  itreama 
Went  l>y  like  clouds,  or  ncMseless  fiovnte  in  dreams; 
And  the  daik  tree  o'ershadowing  me  thai  boor. 
Stood  motionless,  even  as  the  gray  dmrdk-iower 
Whereon  I  gased  unoonscMrasly.    ThesB  oaoe 
A  low  sound,  like  the  tremor  of  a  flama^ 
Or  like  the  li^t  quick  shiver  of  a  wing^ 
Flitting  through  twilight  woodsy  acroeB  tbe  air; 
And  I  look'd  up  !    Oh !  for  strong  words  to  bring 
Conviction  o'er  thy  thought  1    Before  me  tlNra^ 
He,  the  departed,  stood  I    Ay,  faoe  to  fiwe^ 
So  near,  and  yet  how  far  I    His  Ibnn,  hia  Tirif^ 
Gave  to  remembrance  back  eadi  bonung  taoa 
Within : — ^Tet  something  awliill j  iwnine^ 
Pure,  sculpture-like,  on  the  pale  brow,  that  wore 
Of  the  once  beating  heart  no  token  moi«; 
And  stillness  on  the  lip — and  o'er  the  hair 
A  gleam,  that  trembled  throngh  the  breaBkUea  air; 
And  an  unfathom'd  calm,  that  8eem''d  to  lie 
In  the  grave  sweetness  of  th'  iUmmned  ffj% 
Told  of  the  gulfa  between  our  being  ael^ 
And,  as  that  unshoath'd  q[>irit^^baice  I  mef^ 
Made  my  soul  fiiint: — with  /eor/    Oh!  mH  with 

fear! 
With  the  sick  feeling  that  in  iU»  far  spliefe 
My  love  could  be  as  nothing  !    But  he  qpoke — 
How  shall  I  tell  thee  of  the  startling  thiiU 
In  that  low  voice,  whose  breezy  tones  could  fill 
My  bosom's  infinite?    O  friend!  I  woke 
^%«nfirBt  to  heavenly  life!    Sofk»  aolenm,  dt 
Breathed  the  mysterious  accents  on  mine 
Yet  strangely  seem'd  as  if  the  iduLe  they 
From  depths  of  distance,  o'er  the  wide 
Of  slumbering  waters  wafted,  or  the  dells 
Of  mountains,  hollow  with  sweet  edko-ceUs. 
But>  as  they  murmur'd  on,  the  mortal  chill 
Pass'd  from  me,  like  a  mist  before  the  mom ; 
And,  to  that  glorious  interooarse  npbome 
By  slow  degrees,  a  calm,  divinely  still, 
Possess'd  my  frame.  I  soo^t  that  "^ 
From  its  intense  and  searching  pori^ 
I  drank  in  $(ndl — ^I  questifm'd  of  the 
Of  the  hush'd,  stany  shores  their  fbotatepa  tmd^ 
And  I  was  answered.    If  remembnmee  then 
With  dreamy  whispers  fill  the  immortal  air; 
If  thought,  here  piled  from  many  a  jewel  jiaa^ 
Be  treasure  hi  that  pensive  land  to  ke^; 
If  love,  o'ersweeping  change,  andbUg^  mdhlMt 
Find  there  the  music  of  his  homt  ai 
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I  ask'd,  and  I  was  aoswerU    Fall  and  high 
Was  that  oommnnion  with  eternity — 
Too  rich  for  an^^t  so  fleeting !    Like  a  knell 
Swept  o'er  my  sense  its  dosing  words,  "Farewell ! 
On  earth  we  meet  no  more!"  Andallwasgone — 
The  pale^  farie^t  settled  brow-^the  thrilling  tone^ 
The  still  and  shining  eye !  and  never  more 
Hf^  twiHg^  gloom  or  midnight  hush  restore 
Tliatradisatgaest!  Onefiill-fraughthourofheayen, 
To  earthly  passion's  wild  implorings  given. 
Was  made  my  own — the  eth^ieal  fire  hath  shiver*d 
The  fragile  oenser  in  whose  mould  it  quivered, 
Bric^tly,  oonsumingly  t    What  now  is  left? 
A  Aided  world,  of  glory's  hues  bereft — 
A  Toid,  a  chain !    I  dwell  midst  throngs,  apart. 
In  the  oold  silenoe  of  the  stranger^s  heart; 
A  fiz^d  immortal  shadow  stands  between 
Hy  spirit  and  life's  iiBSt-receding  scene ; 
A  gift  hath  severed  me  from  human  ties, 
A  power  is  gone  frx>m  all  earth's  melodies, 
Which  never  may  return :  their  chords  are  broken, 
The  music  of  another  land  hath  spoken — 
No  afteraound  is  sweet  1   This  weary  thiret! 
And  I  have  heard  celestial  fountains  burst  1 
What  hen  shall  quench  iti 

Dost  thou  not  rejoice, 
When  the  qraing  sends  forth  an  awakening  voice 
Through  the  young  woods  t    Thou  doet  1   And  in 

that  birth 
Of  eariy  leaves,  and  flowers,  and  songs  of  mirth. 
Thousands,  like  thee,  find  gladness!  CSouldstthou 

know 
How  evexy  breeze  then  summons  am  to  go ! 
How  all  the  li^t  of  love  and  beauty  shed 
]3y  those  rich  hours,  but  woos  me  to  the  dead  ! 
The  ON^jf  beautifril  that  change  no  more — 
The  only  loved ! — ^the  dwellers  on  the  shore 
Of  firing  fiUfill'd !    The  dead  !  vAom  call  we  so? 
They  that  breathe  purer  air,  that  feel,  that  know 
Thingswrapt  from  us !    Away  !  within  me  pent, 
That  which  is  barr'd  from  its  own  element 
Still  droopsor  struggles !    But  the  dxjwU  come — 
Over  the  deep  the  firee  bird  finds  its  home ; 
And  the  stream  lingers  midst  the  rocks,  yet  greets 
The  sea  at  last ;  and  the  wingfd  flowereeed  meets 
A  soil  to  rest  in :  shall  not  /,  too,  be, 
Hy  spirit-love !  upborne  to  dwell  with  thee? 
Tes!  by  the  power  whose  conquering  anguish  stirr'd 
The  tomb,  whose  cry  beyond  the  stars  was  heard. 
Whose  agony  of  triumph  won  thee  back 
Through  the  dim  pass  no  mortal  step  may  track, 
Yet  shall  we  meet  I  that  glimpse  of  joy  divine 
Proved  thee  for  ever  and  for  ever  mine  I 


[**  It  WM  towards  tha  dote  of  the  year  1829,  that  lira 
Hemana  began  to  eontamplato  the  pobllcatkm  of  a  new 
Tohune  of  poema.  She  had  already  made  lonia  pm^iaration 
for  this  by  contrlbating  a  aviaa  of  Ijrks  under  the  title  of 
**  Songs  of  the  AflbetkMia,**  to  Blaekwoodls  Magaiine,  together 
with  the  kmg  ballad,  **  The  Lady  of  ProTenee,**  which,  for 
the  glowing  pictursa  it  contains,  the  loflj  yet  tender  aflection 
to  which  it  is  consecrated, and  thestriking  bat  nerer  unoonth 
changes  of  its  TerslBcatlon,  most  be  considered  as  one  of  its 
author^  flneslcfahralresqnepoenisi  8behadstiU,howvTer,to 
produce  some  woriE  of  greater  imporlanoe  than  these,  suitable 
for  the  commencement  of  a  volame.  The  subject  at  length 
fixed  upon  by  her,  as  peculiar  as  it  was  almost  dangerously 
fiudnating,  was  suggested  by  a  fireside  oonyersation.  It  had 
long  been  a  fiivourlte  amusement  to  wind  up  our  emiings  by 
telling  ghost-stories.  One  night,  however,  the  store  of  thrill- 
ing nanatfves  was  exhanaled,  and  we  began  to  talk  of  the 
fioelings  with  which  the  presence  and  the  speedi  of  a  Tisitant 
from  another  worid,  Qt  indeed  a  spirit  could  return,)  would 
be  most  Uk^y  to  impress  the  pereon  so  visited.  After  haring 
erhansted  all  the  common  yarietiss  of  ftar  and  terror  in  our 
^>ecnh>tlons.  Mis  Hsmana  said  tiiat  she  thoo^t  the  pre- 
dominant sensation  at  the  time  must  partake  of  awe  and 
rapture,  and  leaemble  the  feelings  of  those  who  listen  to  a 
revdation,  and  at  the  same  moment  know  themselvss  to  be 
fifcTonrsd  above  all  men ,  and  humbled  before  a  being  no  longer 
sharing  their  own  caxea  or  passions;  but  that  the  person  so 
visited  must  thenceforward  and  fbr  erer  be  ineritably  sep^ 
rated  from  this  worid  and  its  concerns:  for  the  soul  wUch  had 
once  ei^yed  such  a  strange  and  q^tual  communion,  which 
had  been  permitted  to  look,  thon^  but  for  a  moment,  bejond 
the  mystorious  gates  of  death,  must  be  raised,  by  its  experience, 
too  high  for  common  grief  again  to  perplex,  or  common  joy 
toenliven.  She qwketong and ek>quent(yiqK>n  this sutitjeet; 
and  I  have  reason  to  beUeve  that  this  converMtlon  settled  her 
wandering  fimcy,  and  gave  riee  to  the  principal  poem  in  her  next 
Totume.**— Chorlby's  MemoHatt  if  Mn  Hemam^  p.  09-72. 

Mr  Choriej,  in  an  after  part  of  the  same  work,  makea  the 
following  faigenious  and  saggsstivs  remarks  In  leliBrence  to 
the  same  exqulslto  poem :— **  The  coming  of  the  ^»parition 
is  described  with  all  the  plelnness  and  intensity  of  the  most 
entire  conricUon,  so  dlflkcnlt  In  these  days  fbr  a  writer  to 
sMume  — Blight  it  not  ahaost  be  saki,  so  impossible  to 
be  esmmed  by  thoee  who  hava  wholly  and  soomltaQy  cast 
oflT  those  supentitioas,  so  distasteftd  to  reason,  but  so  dear 
to  fimcy  ?  It  is  fanpoeslble.  In  reading  Sir  Walter  Scott's 
incomparable  descriptions  of  supernatural  visitatfons, — 
the  episode  of  the  *  Bodaeh  Olae*  fbr  iiwtance,  or  *  Wan- 
dering WilUels  tale,'  or  the  rigfi  of  Master  Hoklenough  in 
the  Mirror  Chamber,  (though  thia  is  afterwards  explained 
away,)— to  imagine  that  the  creator  of  theae  scenes  did  not  in 
some  measure  hditve  in  their  possibility,  though  it  might  be 
but  with  a  poettcalCdth.  Were  It  otherwiee,  they  must  strike 
us  as  unnaturally  as  the  lecsot  Fkencfa  reririflcations  of  the 
antique  Catholic  legends  and  mysteries— as  merely  grotesque 
old  fables,  adopted  as  studies  by  clever  artists,  for  the  sake  of 
their  faring  contrasts  and  eflbcttvesituattons.**- Jfemoriolf, 
pulOS. 

In  ooncludon,  we  add  the  comparative  estimato  Ibrmed  of 
this  production  by  its  author.  It  !■  from  one  of  her  letters 
to  a  friend.  **  Your  opinion  of  the  *  Spirit's  Return '  has 
given  me  particular  pleasme,  because  I  prefor  that  poem  to 
any  thing  dse  I  have  wittttti ;  but  If  there  be,  as  my  IHends 
say,  a  greater  power  in  It  than  I  had  befare  evinced,  I  paid 
dearly  for  the  discovery,  and  it  atanoet  made  me  tremble  as  I 
sounded  *  the  deep  i^aoea  *  of  my  aouL**] 
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THE  LADY  OF  PBOVENCE.^ 


IMgiM 


The  'war-note  of  the  Sanoen 

Was  on  the  'winds  of  FVanoe ; 

It  had  stiU'd  the  hazp  of  the  Troubadour, 
And  the  dash  of  the  tonniey's  lanoe. 
The  sounds  of  the  sea,  and  tSie  sounds  of  the  night. 
And  the  hollow  echoes  of  duuge  and  flight^ 
Were  around  Clotilde^  as  she  knelt  to  pzay 
In  a  ohapel  ^ere  the  xnic^ty  lay, 

On  the  old  Pinoveii$al  shore. 
Many  a  Chatillon  beneath. 
Unstirred  by  the  ringing  trumpet's  breath. 

His  shroud  of  armour  wore; 
And  the  glimpses  of  moonlight  that  went  and  came 
Through  the  douds,  like  bursts  of  a  dying  flame. 
Gave  quiTering  life  to  the  slumber  pale 
Of  stem  forms  coudi'd  in  their  marble  mail. 
At  rest  on  the  tombs  of  the  knightly  race, 
The  silent  throngs  of  that  burial-place. 

Th^  were  imaged  there  with  hdm  and  i^iear, 
As  leaders  in  many  a  bold  oaraer. 
And  haughty  their  stiUnea  look'd  and  high, 
Like  a  deep  whose  dreams  were  of  victory. 
But  meekly  the  voice  of  the  lady  rose 
Through  the  trophies  of  their  proud  repose ; 
Meekly,  yet  fervently,  calling  down  aid. 
Under  their  banners  of  battle  she  pray'd ; 
With  her  pale,  fair  brow,  and  her  eyes  of  love. 
Upraised  to  the  Yiigin's  portray'd  above. 
And  her  hair  flung  back,  till  it  swept  the  grave 
Of  a  Chatillon  with  its  gleamy  wave ; 
And  her  fragile  frame,  at  every  blast, 
That  fiill  of  the  savage  war-horn  pass'd. 
Trembling,  as  trembles  a  bird's  quick  heart. 
When  it  vainly  strives  from  its  cage  to  part — 

Bo  knelt  she  in  her  woe ; 
A  weeper  alone  with  the  tearless  dead — 
Oh  1  they  reck  not  of  tears  o'er  their  quiet  shed. 

Or  the  dust  had  stirred  bdow  I 

Hark  !  a  swift  step  1  she  hath  caught  its  tone. 
Through  the  dash  of  the  sea,  through  the  wild 

wind's  moan : 
Is  her  lord  retum'd  with  his  conquering  bands  ? 
No  !  a  breathless  vassal  before  her  stands  ! 
— "  Hast  thou  been  on  the  Add  1 — ^Art  thou  come 

from  the  host )" 
—"From  the  daughter,  lady !— All,  aU  is  lost ! 

1  Founded  on  an  Incident  in  the  eoriy  French  history. 


Our  banners  are  taken,  onr  knights  kid  low. 
Our  spearmen  diased  by  the  Faymm  fom; 
And  thy  lord,"  his  voice  took  a  sadder  Mod- 
'"Hiy  lord— 4ie  is  not  on  the  bloody  gnnDd ! 
There  are  those  who  tell  that  the  laador'a  plmae 
Waaseen  onthefli^tthrouf^tii'j 


— ^A  diange  o'er  her  mien  and  her  ipirii 
She  ruled  the  heart  whidi  bad  beat  ao 
She  dadi'd  the  tears  from  bar  kindling  «fa, 
With  a  ^ance,  as  of  sodden  royalty : 
The  proud  blood  ^rang  in  a  flerjrflowv 
Quick  o*er  bosom,  and  dieek,  and  brow. 
And  her  young  voioe  rose  till  the  pen 
At  the  thrilling  tone  and  the  &loon4ook :  [deai 
— "Dost  tiiou  stand  by  the  tonxbe  of  tlw  g^orioas 
And  fear  not  to  say  that  their  eon  batii  Aadt 
— ^Awayl  he  is  lying  by  lanoe  and  abaald^ — 
Point  me  the  path  to  his  battle-fidd  I" 

The  shadows  of  the  forest 

Are  about  the  lady  now ; 
She  is  bunrying  through  the  niidni|^  on. 

Beneath  the  dark  pine4Kio|^ 

There's  a  murmur  of  omens  in  every  lea^ 
There's  a  wail  in  the  stream  like  tbedirgeof  achief ; 
Tbe  biandiea  that  rock  to  the  tempeat  strife 
Are  groaning  like  things  of  trooUed  bfe ; 
The  wind  from  the  battle  seems  rushing  by 
With  a  frmeral-march  through  the  gloomy  dky ; 
The  pathway  is  rugged,  and  wild,  and  long; 
But  her  frame  in  the  daring  of  love  ia  strong. 
And  her  soul  as  on  swdhng  seas  upborne. 
And  girded  all  fearful  things  to  soom. 

And  fearful  things  were  around  her  npnead. 
When  she  reach'd  the  field  of  the  wninordsad; 
There  lay  the  noble,  the  valiant,  low — 
Ay  !  but  one  word  speaks  of  deeper  woe ; 
There  lay  the  loved — on  each  iaUen  bead 
Mothers  vain  blessings  and  tears  had  ahed ; 
Sisters  were  watching  in  many  a  home 
For  the  fettered  footstep,  no  more  to  oome; 
Names  in  the  prayer  of  that  night  were  spoken. 
Whose  claim  unto  kindred  prayer  waa  broken  : 
And  the  fire  was  heap'd,  and  the  brig^  wmc 

pour'd. 
For  those,  now  needing  nor  hearth  nor  bond ; 
Only  a  requiem,  a  shroud,  a  knell. 
And  oh  !  ye  bdoved  of  women,  fevewell ! 


Silently,  with  lips  compresird. 
Pale  hands  dasp*d  above  bar 
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Stately  farow  of  angnwh  high, 
Deathlike  cheek,  bat  dannUess  eye ; 
Silently,  o'er  that  red  plain, 
Moved  the  lady  midst  the  elain. 


SometimeB  it  Mem'd  as  a 
Or  the  ringing  tramp  of  a  stead,  oame  nigh ; 
Sometimes  a  blast  of  the  FS.ynim  bom. 
Sadden  and  shrill  from  the  moontains  borne ; 
And  her  maidens  trembled ; — batooAar  ear 
No  meaning  fell  with  those  soonds  of  fear ; 
They  had  less  of  mastery  to  shake  her  now. 
Than  the  qaiTering^  erewhile,  of  an  aspen  boogh. 
She  searched  into  many  an  unclosed  eye, 
That  look'd,  withoat  soul,  to  the  stany  sky ; 
She  bow'd  down  o'er  many  a  shattered  breast. 
She  lifted  up  helmet  and  doyen  orest— 

Not  there,  not  there  he  lay  ! 
**  Lead  where  the  most  hath  been  dand  and  done, 
Where  the  heart  of  thebatUe  hathbled,-— lead  on  1" 

And  the  vassal  took  the  way. 

He  tam'd  to  a  dark  and  lonely  tree 
Tliat  waved  o'er  a  foontain  red : 

Oh  I  swiftest  (km  had  the  corrents  five 
Fh>m  noble  veins  been  shed. 

Thickest  there  the  spear-heads  gleam'd. 
And  the  scattered  plumage  stream'd. 
And  the  broken  shields  were  toss'd. 
And  the  shivered  lances  crosi^dy 
And  the  mail-clad  sleepers  roond 
Made  the  harvest  of  that  ground. 

He  was  there  1  the  leader  amidst  his  band, 
Where  the  fiEdthful  had  made  thflk  last»  vain  stand ; 
He  was  there  !  but  affection's  glance  alone 
The  darkly-changed  in  that  hour  had  known ; 
With  the  £Edchion  yet  in  his  cold  hand  grasp'd, 
And  a  banner  of  France  to  his  bosom  dasp'd, 
And  the  form  that  of  conflict  bore  fMrfiil  trace. 
And  the  face— oh  !  speak  not  of  that  dead  Cue  ! 
As  it  lay  to  answer  love's  look  no  more, 
Tet  never  so  proodly  loved  before  ! 

She  quell'd  in  her  soul  the  deep  floods  of  woe, — 
The  time  was  not  yet  for  their  waves  to  flow ; 
She  felt  the  full  presence,  the  might  of  death, 
Tet  there  came  no  sob  with  her  struggling  breath; 
And  a  proud  smile  shone  o'er  her  pale  despair. 
As  she  tum'd  to  his  follower»— "Tour  lord  is 

there! 
Look  on  him  t  know  him  by  scarf  and  crest  I — 
Bear  him  away  with  his  sires  to  rest !" 


Another  day,  another  night, 

And  the  sailor  on  the  deep 
Hears  the  low  ohant  of  a  funeral  rite 

IVom  the  lordly  chapd  sweep. 

It  comes  with  a  broken  and  mufBed  tone. 
As  if  that  rite  were  in  terror  done ; 
Tet  the  song  midst  the  seas  hath  a  thrilling  power, 
And  he  knows  tis  a  chieftain's  burial-hour. 

Hurriedly,  in  fear  and  woe, 
Through  the  aisle  the  mourners  go ; 
With  a  hush'd  and  stealthy  tread, 
Bearing  on  the  noble  dead ; 
Sheath'd  in  armour  of  the  field — 
Only  his  wan  face  reveal'd. 
Whence  the  still  and  solemn  {^eam 
Doth  a  strange,  sad  contrast  seem 
To  the  anxious  eyes  of  that  pale  band. 
With  torches  wavering  in  every  hand. 
For  they  dread  each  moment  the  shout  of  war 
And  the  burst  of  the  Modem  scimitar. 

There  is  no  plumed  head  o'er  the  bier  to  bend, 

No  brother  of  battle,  no  prinody  friend : 

No  soimd  comes  back,  like  the  sounds  of  yore, 

Unto  sweeping  swords  from  the  marble  floor ; 

By  the  red  fountain  the  valiant  lie, 

The  flower  of  Provengd  diivaliy ; 

But  o%e  free  step,  and  one  lofty  heart. 

Bear  through  that  scene  to  the  last  their  part 

She  hath  led  the  death-train  of  the  l»mve 
To  the  verge  of  his  own  anoestrd  grave ; 
She  hath  held  o'er  her  spnit  long  rigid  swi^. 
But  the  struggling  passion  must  now  have  way. 
In  the  cheek,  half  seen  through  her  mourning  Teily 
By  turns  does  the  swift  blood  fhish  and  fiul ; 
The  pride  on  the  lip  is  lingering  still. 
But  it  shakes  as  aflame  to  the  blast  might  thrill ; 
AngiiiRh  and  triumph  are  met  at  strife. 
Rending  the  cords  of  her  frail  young  life ; 
And  she  sinks  at  last  on  her  warrior's  bier, 
lifting  her  voice,  as  if  death  might  hear. 
"I  have  won  thy  fiune  frtxm  the  breath  of  wrong, 
My  soul  hath  risen  for  thy  c^ory  strong  f 
Now  call  me  hence,  by  thy  dde  to  be, 
The  world  thou  leaVst  has  no  place  for  me. 
The  light  goes  with  thee,  the  joy,  the  veorth — 
Faithful  and  tender  1  Oh  1  call  me  forth  ! 
Qive  me  my  home  on  thy  noble  heart, — 
Well  have  we  loved,  let  us  both  depart  t  '* — 
And  pde  on  the  breast  of  the  dead  she  lay, 
The  living  cheek  to  the  dicek  of  clay ; 
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The  Imii^  cheek  1— oh !  itwssnotTam, 

Seem'd  with  no  poise  beneath  to  thriD, 

That  strife  of  the  q>irit  to  rend  its  chain; 

So  stonelike  was  its  rest  1 

She  is  there  at  rest  in  her  place  of  pride^ 

In  death  how  queen-like — a  gloriaoB  bride ! 

But  a  peal  of  lordly  muaie 

Shook  e'en  the  dust  below. 

Joy  for  the  fireed  one }— she  mi^t  not  stay 

When  the  burning  gold  of  the  diadem 

When  the  crown  had  fallen  fixun  her  life  away ; 

Was  set  on  her  palM  brow  1 

She  mig^t  not  linger— a  weaiy  thing; 

A  dove  with  no  home  for  its  broken  wing; 

And  from  the  endrding  band 

Thrown  on  the  harahnees  of  alien  skies. 

Stepp'd  prince  and  chie^  midst  the  hnah  profoaod 

That  know  not  its  own  land's  mdodies. 

With  homage  to  her  hand. 

"From,  the  long  heart-withering  early  gone ; 

She  hath  lived — she  hath  loved — ^her  task  is  done ! 

Why  paBB^d  a  fidnt,  cold  shnddamg 

Over  eadi  martial  6ame^ 



As  one  by  one,  to  touch  that  handv 

Noble  and  leader  camet 

THE  CORONATION  OF- INEZ  DE  CARTRO. 

Was  not  the  settled  aqpect  &irl 

Bid  not  a  queenly  grace, 

"Tia»taM,«BrABO«r  AttaIll»ia>Mwl»ToBtet«i«indoa». 

Under  the  parted  ebon  hair. 

■bit  d*  la  mort  ct  d«  la  vie"— XABJUiB  BB  8rAH« 

Sit  on  the  pale  still  &oet 

TtaSRE  was  music  on  the  midnight — 

• 

Death !  death  !  canst  thou  be  lovely 

From  a  royal  fime  it  roU'd ; 

Unto  the  eye  of  life  t 

And  a  mighty  bell,  each  pause  between. 

Is  not  each  pulse  of  the  quidL  b|g^  broMl 

Sternly  and  slowly  tolled. 

With  thy  oold  mien  at  strife? 

Strange  was  their  mingling  in  the  sky. 

— It  was  a  strange  and  fearful  aigb^ 

It  huah'd  the  listener's  breath ; 

The  crown  upon  that  head. 

For  the  music  spoke  of  triumph  hi^. 

The  glorious  robes,  and  the  blaise  of  lights 

The  lonely  bell— of  death  1 

All  gathered  round  the  Dead ! 

There  was  hurrymg  through  the  midnight 

And  beside  her  stood  in  silence 

A  sound  of  many  feet ; 

One  with  a  brow  as  pale, 

But  they  fell  with  a  muffled  fearfulness 

And  white  Ups  rigidly  comprees'd. 

Along  the  shadowy  street : 

Lest  the  strong  heart  should  £ul : 

And  softer,  fidnter,  grew  their  tread, 

King  Pedro,  with  a  jealous  eye. 

As  it  near'd  the  minster  gate. 

Watching  the  homage  done 

Whence  a  broad  and  solemn  light  was  shed 

By  the  land's  flower  and  duvalry 

From  a  scene  of  royal  state. 

To  her,  his  martyr'd  one. 

Full  gloVd  the  strong  red  radiance 

But  on  the  face  he  look'd  not, 

In  the  centre  of  the  nave, 

Which  once  his  star  had  been ; 

Where  the  folds  of  a  purple  canopy 

To  every  form  his  ^Umce  was  toxn'd. 

Swept  down  in  many  a  wave. 

Save  of  the  breathless  queen : 

Loading  the  marble  pavement  old 

Though  something,  won  from  the  gravels  embno^ 

With  a  weight  of  goigeous  gloom  ; 

Of  her  beauty  still  was  there. 

For  Bomethmg  lay  midst  their  fretted  gold. 

Its  hues  were  all  of  that  shadowy  place^ 

Like  a  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

It  was  not  for  him  to  bear. 

And  within  that  rich  pavilion. 

Alas!  the  crown,  the  sceptre. 

High  on  a  glittering  throne, 

The  treasures  of  the  earth. 

A.  woman's  form  sat  silently. 

And  the  priceless  love  that  ponied  those  gifkis 

Midst  the  glare  of  light  alone. 

Alike  of  wasted  worth  1 

Her  jewell'd  robes  fell  strangely  still — 

The  rites  are  dosed : — ^bear  back  the  dead 

The  drapery  on  her  breast 

Unto  the  chamber  deep  I 
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Lay  down  again  the  royal  head, 
Dust  with  the  diist  to  sleep  ! 

There  is  music  on  the  midnight — 

A  requiem  sad  and  slow. 
As  the  mourners  through  the  sounding  aisle 

In  dark  procession  go ; 
And  the  ring  of  state,  and  the  starry  crown, 

And  all  the  rich  array, 
Are  borne  to  the  house  of  silence  down, 

With  her,  that  queen  of  clay  ! 

And  tearlessly  and  firmly 

King  Pedro  led  the  train; 
But  his  ftce  was  wrapt  in  his  folding  robe, 

When  they  lowered  the  dust  again. 
Tis  hush'd  at  last  the  tomb  aboTe — 

Hymns  die,  and  steps  depart : 
Who  oall'd  thee  strong  as  Death,  0  Love  ? 

Mightier  thou  wast  and  art. 


ITALIAN  GIRL'S  HYMN  TO  THE  VIRGIN. 

«•  O  «aeti«liiia,  O  porliria*  I 
DnkU  TbBO  MAria ! 
Xatcr  amata,  intcnMrata, 
Ora,  ora  pro  aobto.**        Sksuam  XAamaa'a  Htick. 

In  the  deep  hour  of  dreams. 
Through  the  dark  woods,  and  post  the  mooningsea, 

And  by  the  starlight  gleams, 
Mother  of  sorrows !  lo,  I  come  to  thee ! 

Unto  thy  shrine  I  bear 
Kl^it-blowing  flowers,  like  my  own  heart,  to  lie 

AH,  all  unfolded  there. 
Beneath  the  meekness  of  thy  pitying  eye. 

For  thou,  that  once  didst  moYe 
In  thy  still  beauty  through  an  early  home — 

Thou  know'st  the  grief,  the  loye, 
The  fear  of  woman*s  soul ; — to  thee  I  come ! 

Many,  and  sad,  and  deep. 
Were  tiie  thoughts  folded  in  thy  silent  breast ; 

Thou,  too,  couldst  watch  and  weep — 
Hear,  gentlest  mother !  hear  a  heart  oppressed  ! 

There  is  a  wandering  bark 
Bearing  one  firom  me  o*er  the  restless  wave : 

Oh,  let  thy  soft  eye  mark 
His  course  I  Be  with  him,  holiest !  guide  and  save ! 

My  soul  is  on  that  way; 
My  thoughts  are  travellen  o*er  the  waten  dim ; 


Through  the  long  weary  day 
I  walk,  o'enhadoVd  by  vain  dreams  of  him. 

Aid  him — oiA  me,  too,  aid ! 
Oh  !  'tis  not  well,  this  earthly  love*s  excess ! 

On  thy  weak  child  is  laid 
The  burden  of  too  deep  a  tenderness. 

Too  much  o*er  Am  is  poured 
My  being^s  hope — scarce  leaving  heaven  a  part ; 

Too  fearfully  adored. 
Oh !  make  not  him  the  chastener  of  my  heart ! 

I  tremble  with  a  sense 
Of  grief  to  be ;  I  hear  a  warning  low — 

Sweet  mother  1  call  me  hence  ! 
This  wild  idolatry  must  end  in  woo. 

The  troubled  joy  of  life. 
Love's  lightning  happiness,  my  soul  hath  known; 

And,  worn  with  foverish  strifb,  [own  ! 

Would  fold  its  wings :  take  back,  take  back  thine 

Hark  !  how  the  wind  swept  by  ! 
The  tempest's  voice  comes  rolling  o'er  the  wave — 

Hope  of  the  sailor's  eye. 
And  maiden's  hearty  blest  mother  I  guide  and  save. 


TO  A  DEPARTED  SPIRIT. 

Fbox  the  bright  stars,  or  firom  the  viewless  air. 
Or  from  some  world  unreached  by  human  thought^ 
Spirit^  sweet  spirit !  if  thy  home  be  there. 
And  if  thy  visions  with  the  past  be  fraught. 
Answer  me,  answer  me  I 

Have  we  not  communed  here  of  life  and  death  1 
Have  we  not  said  that  love,  such  love  as  ours, 
Was  not  to  perish  as  a  rose's  breath. 
To  melt  away,  like  song  fit>m  festal  bowen  1 
Answer,  oh  !  answer  me ! 

Thine  eye's  last  light  was  mine— the  soul  that  shone 
Intensely,  moumAilly,  through  gathering  haze — 
Didst  thou  bear  with  thee  to  the  shore  unknown. 
Naught  of  what  lived  in  that  long,  earnest  gaze  t 
Hear,  hear  and  answer  me  ! 

Thy  voice— its  low,  soft,  fervent,  fiurewell  tone 
Thrill'd  through  the  tempest  of  the  parting  strife. 
Like  a  front  breeae :  oh  1  frxmi  that  music  flown. 
Send  back  one  sound,  if  love's  be  quenchless  life  1 
But  onoe^  oh  1  answer  me  ! 
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In  the  Btill  noontide,  in  the  sunset's  hmAk,  [deep. 
In  the  dead  hoar  of  nig^^  when  thoof^t  grows 
When  the  heart's  phantoms  from  the  darknessmsh. 
Fearfully  beautiful,  to  strive  with  sleep— 
Spirit  I  then  answer  me  1  ' 

By  the  remembranoe  of  our  blended  prayer; 
By  all  our  tears,  whose  mingling  made  them  sweet; 
By  our  last  hope,  the  yiotor  o^er  despair ; — 
Speak  I  if  onr  souls  in  deathless  ynamingB  meet ; 
Answer  me,  answer  me  I 

The  grave  is  silent :  and  the  &r-o£f  sky. 
And  the  deep  midnight — silent  ally  and  lone  I 
Oh  !  if  thy  buried  love  make  no  xeply,        [own  I 
What  voice  has  earth)    Hear,  pity,  qpeak,  mine 
Answer  me,  answer  me  1 


THE  CHAMOIS  HUNTER'S  LOVE. 


Ilova 


•adpnmd 
CaocT, 


Tht  heart  is  in  the  xxppw  world,  where  fleet  the 

chamois  boimds. 
Thy  heart  is  where  the  mountain-fir  shakes  to  the 

torrent-sounds ; 
And  where  the  snow-peaks  gleam  like  stais,  through 

the  stillness  of  the  air. 
And  where  the  Lauwinc  s^  peal  is  heard — hunter! 

thy  heart  is  there  ! 

I  know  thou  loVst  me  well,  dear  friend !  but 

better,  better  far. 
Thou  lovest  that  high  and  haughty  life,  with  rocks 

and  storms  at  war ; 
In  the  green,  sunny  vales  with  me,  thy  q>irit  would 

but  pine — 
And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  love  !  and  yet  I  will 

be  thine  I 

And  I  win  not  seek  to  woo  thee  down  from  those 

thy  native  heights, 
With  the  sweet  song,  our  land's  own  song,  of 

pastoral  delights ; 
For  thou  most  live  as  eagles  live,  thy  path  is  not 

as  mine — 
And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  love  !  and  yet  I  will 

be  thine. 

1  Lauwime,  the  aTaJanchie. 

9  An  Indian,  who  had  established  hfansdf  in  a  township 
of  Blaine,  feding  indignantly  the  want  of  sympathj  ertnoed 
towuds  him  bj  the  white  inhabitanti,  partieiilarly  on  the 


And  I  will  leave  my  bkased  home,  my  ftUhm'm 

joyous  hearth. 
With  all  the  voices  meeting  there  in  tendemess 

and  mirth. 
With  all  the  kind  and  Un^^iii^  «ye%  that  in  its 

fire-lig^t  shinei, 
To  sit  forsaken  in  thy  hn^  yet  know  that  tbou 

art  mine! 

It  is  my  youth,  it  i8«iy  bloom,  it  is  my  g^  fk«e 
heart. 

That  I  cast  away  for  thee — for  thee,  all  redJea 
as  thou  art  1 

With  tremblings  and  with  vigilB  lone  I  bind  ay- 
self  to  dwell — 

Tet,  yet  I  would  not  ehaqge  that  lot;  oh  ao !  I 
love  too  well  I 

A  mournful  thing  is  love  which  grows  to  ono  a» 

wild  as  thou. 
With  that  bright  restlessness  of  eye^,  that  tamfkas 

fire  of  brow  I 
Monnifal ! — bat  dearer  hr  1  call  its  min^od  Sht 

and  pride. 
And  the  trouble  of  its  happhMWB,  than  angjht  on 

earth  beside. 


To  listen  for  thy  step  in  vain,  to  start  at  evaiy 

breath. 
To  watch  through  long,  long  nights  of  stonoi,  to 

sleep  and  dream  of  death. 
To  wake  in  doubt  and  loneliness — this  doom  I 

know  is  mine ; 
And  yet  I  will  be  thine,  my  love  !  and  yet  I  iriQ 

be  thine  ! 

That  I  may  greet  thee  frt)m  thine  Alpe^whn 

thence  then  oom'st  at  last. 
That  I  may  hear  thy  thrilling  voice  teU  o*er  caeb 

danger  past, 
That  I  may  kneel  and  pray  for  thee,  and  win  thet 

aid  divine — 
For  this  I  will  be  thine,  my  love  !  for  this  I  vill 

be  thine ! 


THE  INDIAN  WITH  HIS  DEAD  CHILD* 

In  the  silenoe  of  the  midnight 
I  journey  with  my  dead ; 


death  of  bis  only  child,  gave  up  his 
dug  up  the  bodj  of  his  child,  and  carried  it  witb 
hundred  miles  throiigh  the  forests  to  Join  ttw 
diana.— Sea  Ttidor't  Ldkn  on  fW 
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In  the  darkness  of  the  forest  boughs 
A  lonely  path  I  tread. 

But  my  heart  is  high  and  fearless. 
As  by  mighty  wings  upboine ; 

The  mountain  eagle  hath  not  plumes 
So  strong  as  love  and  scorn. 

I  have  raised  thee  from  the  grave-sod, 
"Bj  the  white  man's  path  defiled ; 

On  to  th'  ancestral  wilderness, 
I  bear  thy  dust,  my  diild  1 

I  haye  ask'd  the  ancient  deserte 

To  give  my  dead  a  place. 
Where  the  stately  footsteps  of  the  free 

Alone  should  leave  a  trace. 

And  the  tossing  pines  made  answer — 
"  Go,  bring  us  back  thine  own  1" 

And  the  streams  from  all  the  hunters*  hills, 
Bush'd  with  an  echoing  tone. 

Thou  shalt  rest  by  sounding  waters 

That  yet  untamed  may  roll ; 
The  voices  of  that  nliafalft«ft  host 

With  joy  shall  fill  thy  souL 

In  the  alence  of  the  midnight 

I  journey  with  the  dead. 
Where  the  arrows  of  my  fisithei's  bow 

Their  fidcon-flight  have  sped. 

I  have  left  the  spoilers'  dweUings 

For  evermore  behind ; 
Unmingled  with  their  household  sounds, 

For  me  shall  sweep  the  wind. 

Alone,  amidst  their  hearth-fires, 

I  watch'd  my  child's  decay, 
Uncheer^d  I  saw  the  spirit-light 

Fhnn  his  young  eyes  fiide  away. 

When  his  head  sank  on  my  bosom. 
When  the  death-sleep  o'er  him  fell. 

Was  there  one  to  say,  "A  fiiend  is  near T 
There  was  none  l-«»^e  race,  fiurewell ! 

To  the  forsets,  to  the  cedars, 

To  the  warrior  and  his  bow. 
Back,  badL  t — I  bore  thee  laughing  thenoe^ 

I  bear  thee  slumbering  now  1 

I  bear  thee  unto  burial 
*  T^th  the  mighty  hunters  gone ; 


1  shall  hear  thee  in  the  forest  breese, 
Thou  wilt  speak  of  joy,  my  son  ! 

In  the  silence  of  the  midnight 

I  jonmey  with  the  dead ; 
But  my  heart  is  strong,  my  step  is  fleets 

My  fhthsrs*  path  I  tread. 


SONG  OF  EMIGRATION. 

There  was  heard  a  song  on  the  chiming  sea. 
A  mingled  breathing  of  grief  and  glee ; 
Man's  voice,  unbroken  by  sig^  was  there, 
filling  with  triumph  the  sunny  air ; 
Of  fresh,  green  lands,  and  of  pastures  new, 
It  sang,  while  the  bark  through  the  suxges  flow. 

.  But  ever  and  anosi 

A  murmur  of  fiurewell 
Told,  by  its  plaintive  tone. 
That  from  woman's  lip  it  felL 

"  Away,  away  o'er  the  foaming  main  !" 
This  was  the  free  and  the  joyous  strain, 
"  There  are  clearer  akios  than  ours,  afiu*. 
We  will  ahape  our  oourse  by  a  bri^^ter  star ; 
There  are  plains  whoee  verdure  no  foot  hathpress'd. 
And  whose  weaUh  is  all forthe  first  brave  guest" 

"  But^  alas  1  that  we  should  go," 
Sang  the  farewell  voices  then, 

"  From  the  homesteads,  warm  and  low. 
By  the  brook  and  in  the  g^  1" 

**  We  win  rear  new  homes  under  trees  that  glow 
As  if  gems  were  the  fruitage  of  every  bough ; 
O'er  our  idiite  walls  we  will  train  the  vine, 
And  sit  in  its  shadow  at  day's  decline ; 
And  watoh  our  herda>  as  they  range  at  will 
Through  the  green  savannas,  all  bright  and  stilL 

"  But  woe  for  that  sweet  shade 
Of  the  flowering  orchard-trees. 

Where  first  our  diildren  play'd 
Midst  the  birds  and  honey-bees  I 

"All,  all  our  own  shall  the  fi)reBts  be^ 
As  to  the  bound  of  the  roebudc  free  I 
None  shall  say,  '  Hither,  no  further  pass  !' 
We  will  track  each  step  through  the  wavy  gross 
We  will  chase  the  elk  in  his  speed  and  might. 
And  bring  proud  qpoils  to  th«  hearth  at  night" 
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^But,  oh  !  the  gray  church-tower. 
And  the  sound  of  Sabbath  bell. 

And  the  aheltei^d  garden-bower. 
We  have  bid  them  all  fiirewell ! 

^  We  will  give  the  names  of  our  fearless  race 
To  each  bright  river  whose  course  we  trace ; 
We  will  leave  our  memoxy  with  mounts  and  floods. 
And  the  path  of  our  daring  in  boundless  woods ; 
And  our  works  unto  many  a  lake's  green  shore, 
Where  the  Indians'  graves  lay,  alone,  before.** 

^  But  who  shall  teach  the  flowers. 
Which  our  children  loved,  to  dwell 

In  a  soil  that  is  not  ours  t 
Home,  home  and  friends,  farewell !  ** 


THE  KING  OF  ARRAGOITS  LAMENT  FOR 
HIS  BROTHER! 

*'  ir  t  eoald  Me  him,  it  wwa  ipdl  wUh  bm  ! " 

OounuiKU'a  "WaPwutHn." 

There  were  lights  and  sounds  of  revelling  in  the 

vanquish'd  city's  halls, 
As  by  night  the  feast  of  victory  was  held  within 

its  walls; 
And  the  conquerors  fill'd  the  wine-cup  high,  after 

years  of  bright  blood  shed ; 
But  their  lord,  the  King  of  Arragon,  midst  the 

triumph  wail'd  the  dead. 

He  look'd  down  from  the  fortress  won,  on  the 

tents  and  flowers  below. 
The  moonlit  sea,  the  torchlit  streets — and  a  gloom 

came  o'er  his  brow : 
The  voice  of  thousands  floated  up,  with  the  horn 

and  cymbal's  tone ; 
But  his  heart,  midst  that  proud  music,  felt  more 

utterly  alone. 

And  ho  cried,  **  Thou  art  mine,  fldr  city !  thou  city 

of  the  sea  ! 
But,  oh !  what  portion  of  delight  is  mine  at  last  in 

thee?— 
I  am  lonely  midst  thy  palaces,  while  the  glad  waves 

past  them  roll. 
And  the  soft  breath  of  thine  orange  bowers  is 

mournful  to  my  souL 

»  The  grief  of  Ferdinand,  King  of  Amgon,  for  the  lo«  of 
tii*  brotker,  Don  Pedro,  who  wmi  kiUed  during  the  siege  of 
Naples,  is  affecUngly  described  bj  the  histoften  llariana. 


**  VLj  brother  1  O  my  brother !  thou  art 

the  true  and  brave. 
And  the  haughty  joy  of  victory  hath  died  JxpOKk  thy 

grave. 
There  are  many  round  my  throne  to  staDd,  and  to 

march  where  I  lead  on ; 
There  was  one  to  (eve  mein  the  world — mybrother! 

thou  art  gone  ! 

"  In  the  desert,  in  the  battle,  in  the  ocean-tempest's 

wrath. 
We  stood  together,  side  by  side — one  hope  wk 

ours,  one  path ; 
Thou  hast  wrapp'd  me  in  thy  soldier's  cdook,  tboa 

hast  fenced  me  with  thy  breast ; 
Thou  hast  watch'd  beade  my  couch  of  pam — oh ! 

bravest  heart,  and  best ! 


"  I  see  the  festive  lights  around, — o*cr  a  dxSi,  aid 

world  th^  shine ; 
I  hear  the  voice  of  victory — my  Pedro !  when  ii 

tkintl 
The  only  voice  in  whose  kind  tone  my  apiiit  fonnd 

reply ! — 
0  brother !  I  have  bou^t  too  dear  this  hoDov 

pageantry! 

*'  I  have  hosts  and  gallant  fleetsj,  to  ^read  mj 

gloiy  and  my  sway. 
And  chie&  to  lead  them  fearlessly, — mj  frimi 

hath  pass'd  away ! 
For  the  kindly  look,  the  word  of  cheer,  my  heait 

may  thirst  in  vain; 
And  the  face  that  was  as  light  to  mine — ^it  cannot 

come  again ! 

**  I  have  made  thy  blood,  thy  fiiithful  blood,  the 

offering  for  a  crown ; 
With  love,  which  earth  bestows  not  twio^  I  have 

purchased  cold  renown ; 
How  often  will  my  weary  heart  midst  the  aoonds 

of  triumph  die,  [ehiTaliT ! 

When  I  think  of  thee,  my  brother !  thoa  flowerof 

"lam  lonely — lamlonely!  thisrestiaevaiaadeakh! 
Let  me  hear  again  the  ringing  ^»ean^  and  the 

battle-trumpet's  breath ; 
Let  me  see  the  fiery  chax^ger  foam,  and  the  rojal 

banner  wave — 
But  where  art  thou,  my  brother  T  wliei:e  !   In  thy 

low  and  early  grave  1" 


It  is  also  the  subject  of  one  of  the  oU 
Lockhart's  b^uitifol  collection. 


I 


SONGS  OF  THE  AFFECTIONS, 


453 


And  louder  BweU*d  the  eoogs  of  joy  tlirougfa  that 

yiotorious  night. 
And  &ster  flow*d  the  red  wine  forth,  by  the  stars* 

and  torches'  light : 
Bat  low  and  deep,  amidst  the  mirth,  was  heard 

the  conqueror's  moon — 
"  My  brother  !  O  my  brother !  best  and  bravest ! 

thou  art  gone !" 


THE  RETURN. 

'  Habi  thou  come  with  the  heart  of  thy  childhood 
back; 

The  f^ee,  the  pure,  the  kind  1" 
— So  miurmur'd  the  trees  in  my  homeward  track. 

As  they  play'd  to  the  mountain  wind. 

''  Hath  thy  soul  been  true  to  its  early  love 

Whispered  my  native  streams ; 
"  Hath  the  spirit  nursed  amidst  hill  and  grove 

Still  revered  its  first  high  dreamst^ 

"  Hast  thou  borne  in  thy  bosom  the  holy  prayer 

Of  the  child  in  his  parent-halls  1" 
Thus  breathed  a  voice  on  the  thrilling  air. 

From  the  old  ancestral  walls. 

"Hast  thou  kept  thy  £uth  with  the fidthftd dead, 

Whose  place  of  rest  is  nigh  1 
With  the  father's  blessing  o'er  thee  shed. 

With  the  mother's  trusting  eye  1" 

Then  my  tears  gush'd  forth  in  sudden  rain. 

As  I  answered — "  0  ye  shades  1 
I  bring  not  my  childhood's  heart  again 

To  the  freedom  of  your  glades. 

"  I  have  tum'd  from  my  first  pure  love  aside, 

O  bric^t  and  happy  streams ! 
Light  after  light,  in  my  soul  have  died 

The  day-spring's  glorious  dreams. 

"And  the  holy  prayer  from  my  thoughts  hath 
pass'd — 

The  prayer  at  my  mother's  knee ; 
Darken'd  and  troubled  I  come  at  last. 

Home  of  my  boyish  glee  1 

"  But  I  bear  from  my  childhood  a  gift  of  tears, 

To  soften  and  atone ; 
And  oh  !  ye  scenes  of  those  bless'd  years, 

Th^  shall  make  me  again  your  own." 


THE  VAUDOIS  WIFE.* 


"  ClMp  tM  »  mtk  longar,  on  tha  brink 
Offtite!  wlii]«I«M*dftlu 


AadwhHilhlaliMtftliaaiMMMliob«t,oh*  lliink— 
And  tat  it  nittvite  U»7  WMl  esoHi— 
That  thon  hMt  bMB  to  OM  an  twdnncM, 

And  fkland,  to  men  than  hoaaa  fHandahip  Joat. 
Oh  I  hy  that  ratwwpect  of  happin— » 

And  hgr  tho  hep«  of  an  tmmovtal  tnut, 

God  tftaU  aaMu^  thy  paagi^  whan  I  am  laid 

OasTBona  VWtbm 


t^^at." 
DaVwT 


Tht  voice  is  in  mine  ear,  beloved ) 

Thy  look  is  in  my  heart. 
Thy  bosom  is  my  resting-place. 

And  yet  I  must  depart 
Earth  on  my  soul  is  strong— too  strong — 

Too  precious  is  its  chain. 
All  woven  of  thy  love,  dear  friend. 

Tot  vain — ^though  mighty — ^vain ! 

Thou  see'st  mine  eye  grow  dim,  beloved ! 

Thou  see'st  my  life-blood  flow — 
Bow  to  the  Chastener  silently. 

And  calmly  let  me  go  1 
A  little  while  between  our  hearts 

The  shadowy  gulf  must  lie. 
Yet  have  we  for  their  communing 

StiU,  still  Eternity ! 

Alas  I  thy  tears  ore  on  my  cheek. 

My  spirit  they  detain ; 
I  know  that  from  thine  agony 

Is  wrung  that  burning  rain. 
Best  1  kindest !  weep  not — ^make  the  pong. 

The  bitter  conflict  less — 
Oh  t  sad  it  is,  and  yet  a  joy. 

To  feel  thy  love's  excess ! 

But  calm  thee  !  let  the  thougpht  of  death 

A  solemn  peace  restore  I 
The  voice  that  must  be  silent  soon 

Would  speak  to  thee  once  more, 
That  thou  ma/st  bear  its  blessing  on 

Through  years  of  after  life — 
A  token  of  consoling  love, 

Even  from  this  hour  of  strife. 

I  bless  thee  for  the  noble  heart. 

The  tender  and  the  true. 
Where  mine  hath  foimd  the  happiest  rest 

That  e'er  fond  woman's  knew ; 

^  Tb«  wife  of  a  Yaodoii  iMder,  in  one  of  the  attadu  mads 
on  the  Prottstant  hamleU,  reodTed  a  mortal  wound,  and 
died  in  her  haabandli  anns,  exhorting  him  to  ooorace  and 
endmancei 
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I  bless  thee,  fedthftil  firiend  and  guide  ! 

For  my  own,  my  treasored  share 
In  the  moornful  secrata  of  thy  aoul. 

In  thy  sorrow,  in  thy  pragFer. 

I  bless  thee  for  kind  looka  and  words 

Showered  on  my  path  like  dew. 
For  all  the  love  in  those  deep  eyas^ 

A  gladneitB  ever  new  1 
For  the  voice  which  ne'er  to  mine  replied 

But  in  kindly  tonee  of  ohaer ; 
For  every  spring  of  hj^pineaa 

My  soul  hath  taatod  hare  1 

I  bleaa  thee  for  the  laat  rich  boon 

Won  from  affection  tried — 
The  right  to  gaae  <m  death  with  thee, 

To  perish  by  thy  aide  1 
And  yet  more  for  the  glorious  hope 

Even  to  ikem  momenta  given — 
Did  not  t&y  spirit  ever  lift 

The  trust  of  fntiM  to  heavenl 

Now  be  ihm  strong !    (^  knew  wa  not 

Our  path  muat  lead  to  thisl 
A  shadow  and  a  trembling  still 

Were  mingled  with  our  bliss ! 
Wo  plighted  our  young  hearts  when  storms 

Were  dark  upon  the  sky. 
In  full,  deep  knowledge  of  their  task 

To  suffer  and  to  die  ! 

Be  strong !  I  leave  the  living  voice 

Of  this,  my  martyred  blood. 
With  tho  thousand  echoes  of  the  hills. 

With  tho  torrent's  foaming  flood, — 
A  spirit  midst  the  caves  to  dwell, 

A  token  oa  the  air. 
To  rouse  the  valiant  from  repoeo. 

The  fainting  from  despair. 

Hear  it,  and  bear  thou  on,  my  love  ! 

Ay,  joyoiLsly  endure  I 
Our  mountains  must  bo  altars  yet. 

Inviolate  and  pure ; 
There  must  our  God  be  worshipped  still 

With  the  worship  of  the  fr-ee : 
Farewell ! — ^there's  but  tm/t  pang  in  death, 

One  only, — leaving  thee  1 


T 


THE  QUERILLA  LEADER'S  VOW. 


▲na^ 


DidjoaMyan? 


Iivt  M  nste  msdlfllat  of 
To  curt  tkb  dMdly  crtef! 


Mt  battle-vow  ! — no  minatwr  walls 

Gave  back  the  burning  word. 
Nor  cross  nor  shrine  the  low  deep  tone 

Of  smothered  vengeance  heard : 
But  the  ashee  of  a  niin*d  home 

Thrill'd  as  it  sternly  rose. 
With  the  mingling  voice  of  blood  that  shook 

The  midnight's  dark  repose. 

I  braaihed  it  not  o'er  king^  tomba^ 

But  where  my  diildren  lay. 
And  the  startled  vulture  at  my  step 

Soar'd  frtxm  their  predooa  day. 
I  stood  amidst  my  dead  aloD*'— 

I  kiSB'd  their  1^ — ^I  pou'd. 
In  the  strong  silenoe  of  that  hour. 

My  spirit  on  my  sword. 

The  roof-tree  fillen,  the  smoiuldesing  floor. 

The  blacken'd  threshold-stone, 
The  bright  hair  torn,  and  aoU'd  with  blood. 

Whose  fountain  was  my  own — 
These,  and  the  everlasting  hills. 

Bore  witness  that  wild  night  ; 
Before  them  rose  th'  avenger  s  aonl 

In  crush'd  affection'a  might. 

The  stars,  the  searching  stars  of  heaven. 

With  keen  looka  would  upbraid 
If  from  my  heart  the  fiery  tow. 

Sear  d  on  it  then,  could  fi^le. 
They  have  no  cause  I    Go,  ask  the  streams 

That  by  my  paths  have  swept^ 
The  red  waves  that  unstain'd  were  bom — 

How  hath  my  fidth  been  kepti 

And  other  eyes  ore  on  my  soul. 

That  never,  never  doee. 
The  sad,  sweet  glances  of  the  loet — 

They  leave  me  no  repoae. 
Haunting  my  nig^t-watch  midst  tfas  to^% 

And  by  tho  torrent'a  foam. 
Through  the  dark-rolling  mists  they  •^\t^ 

Full,  full  of  love  and  home  ! 

Alas  !  the  mountain  e^e'a  hearty 
When  wrong'd,  may  yet  find 
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8oommg  the  place  made  deeotate. 

He  seeks  another  nest 
But  I — ^your  soft  looks  wake  the  thizet 

That  wins  no  qoenohing  rain ; 
Te  drive  me  hack,  my  beantiful ! 

To  the  stormy  fight  again. 


THEKLA  AT  HER  LOYSB'S  QRAYR 


'*ThlUMr 
Tint  riogte  qtot  li  tha  whol*  woiM  to  ma." 

fim.Miw^  *'  WUkuMn." 

Tht  Toioe  was  in  my  soul  I  it  call*d  me  on ; 

0  my  lost  friend  1  thy  voioe  was  in  my  souL 
From  the  cold,  faded  world  whence  thou  art  gone. 

To  hear  no  more  life's  troubled  billows  roll, 
I  come !  I  come  I 

Now  speak  to  me  again  !  we  loved  so  well — 
We  loved  ! — oh  !  still,  I  know  that  still  we  love ! 

I  have  left  all  things  with  thy  dust  to  dwell. 
Through  these  dim  aisles  in  dreams  of  ihet  to 
This  is  my  home  !  [rove : 

Speak  to  me  in  the  thrilling  minster^s  gloom ! 

Speak  I  thou  hast  died,  and  sent  me  no  &rewell! 
I  iHn  not  shrink — oh  !  mighty  is  the  tomb. 

But  one  thing  mightier,  which  it  cannot  quell — 
This  woman's  heart  t 

This  lone,  full,  fragile  heart ! — ^the  strong  alone 

In  love  and  grief — of  both  the  burning  shrine  I 
Thou,  my  soul's  friend  !  with  grief  hast  surely 
done. 
But  with  the  love  which  made  thy  spirit  mine. 
Say,  couldst  thou  parti 

I  bear  the  rustling  banners;  and  I  hear 
The  wind's  lowsinging  through  thefrettedstone. 

I  hear  not  Hue;  and  yet  IfdA  thee  near — 
What  is  this  bound  that  keeps  thee  from  thine 
Breathe  it  away.  [own  1 

I  wait  thee — I  adjure  thee  1    Hast  thou  known 
How  I  have  loved  thee  1  oouldst  thoa  dream  it 
alii 
Am  I  not  here,  with  night  and  death  alooe^ 
And  fearing  not  1    And  hath  my  quint's  call 
O'er  thine  no  swayl 

Thou  esMf  not  cornel  orthuslahooldnotweep! 
Thy  love  is  deathless— bnt  no  longer  free  1 


Soon  would  its  wing  triimiphantly  o'ersweep 
The  viewless  barrier,  if  such  power  might  be. 
Soon,  soon,  and  &8t  I 

Bat  I  shall  come  to  thee  f  our  booV  deep  dreams^ 
Our  young  affectiona^  have  not  gush'd  in  vain ; 

Soon  in  one  tide  shall  blend  the  severed  streams, 

The  worn  heart  break  its  bonds — and  death  and 

Be  with  the  past !  [pain 


THE  SISTERS  OP  SCIO. 

'  Aa  an  oar  licnrtft,  ourimy  la  OM, 
And  caaaot  bo  dlvldod.    Strang  aflbetton 
Coa«MidiwUaionihlnti,  and 
WULlBOlllTowlthttlM?  wUlIaot 


ani 

tlMP 

IkmA?* 


"  SniBB,  sweet  sister  I  let  me  weep  awhile  ! 

Bear  with  me — give  the  sudden  passion  way  ! 
Thoughts  of  our  own  lost  homei,  our  sonny  isle^ 

Come  as  a  wind  that  o'er  a  reed  hath  away ; 
Till  my  heart  dies  with  yeaniingsand  siekfean— 
Oh  t  oould  my  life  melt  from  me  in  these  tears ! 

''  Our  fiuther^s  voice^  our  mother's  gentle  eyei, 
Our  brother^a  bounding  step— where  are  they, 
wherel 

Desolate,  desolate  our  chambers  lie  t 
— ^How  hast  ikou  won  thy  spirit  from  de^Mdr  1 

O'er  mine  swift  shadows,  gusts  of  tenor,  sweep : 

I  sink  away — ^bear  with  me-— let  me  weep  1" 

^'Teal  weep  my  sister!  weep,till  from  thy  heart 
The  weight  flow  forth  in  tean ;  yet  sink  thou 

I  bind  my  sorrow  to  a  lofty  part^  [not. 

For  thee,  my  gentle  one  1  our  orphan  lot 

To  meet  in  quenchless  trust    Hy  soul  is  strong : 

Thou,  too,  wilt  rise  in  holy  mig^t  ere  long. 

"A  breath  of  our  free  heavens  and  noble  sures, 

A  memory  of  our  old  victorious  dead —    [fires 
These  mantle  me  with  power ;  and  though  their 

In  a  frail  censer  briefly  may  be  shed, 
Tet  diall  they  light  us  onward,  side  by  side- 
Have  the  wild  birds,  and  have  not  w€,  a  guide  1 

"CSieer,  then,  beloved  1  on  whose  meek  browis  sot 
Our  mother's  image — ^in  whose  voice  a  tone, 

A  faint^  sweet  sound  of  hers  is  lingering  yet. 
An  echo  of  our  childhood's  music  gone> 

Cheer  thee  1  thy  sister^s  heart  and  fiuth  are  high : 

Our  path  is  one — ^with  thee  I  live  and  die  !" 

[*'  But  whom  thqr  that  alt,  nuMimbiglii  thdr  lorelinoM, 
beneath  th«  shadow  of  a  rock  on  tlMnDrf>btat«idiore?  The 
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Sktan  of  Seiou  ....  by  FcUcte  DorotbM  HcBMni  waog. 
Die— nther  let  them  die  in  fiunine  emonsst  wm  wnd  aliellt, 
than  ere  their  virgin  cfaarme  be  poOnted  in  the  heiem  of  the 
bertterian  wiio  hM  deeoleted  their  natiTe  irie.  Boived  down 
and  half  dead,  beneath  wliat  a  load  of  angniah  hangs  the 
orphanlB  diaheveOed  head  on  the  knee  of  a  eiiler,*  in  pendrt 
resignation,  and  ho(j&ith  trinmphant  orerde^air,  af  FMida 
happily  ringeth ! "— Paorsssoa  Wii.eo2r,  Kadtwood't  Maga- 
Sim.    Dee.  1829.] 


BERNABDO  BEL  CARPIO. 

LThe  celebrated  Spanish  chanqiiao,  Bernardo  dd  Gaipio, 
having  made  many  inefbctoal  eflTorts  to  procore  the  reiweiie 
of  hit  fiUhar,  the  Coont  Saldana,  who  liad  been  imprisoned 
by  King  AUbnso  of  AsfcoriaB,  ahnoet  from  the  time  of  Ber- 
nardo's birth,  at  last  took  up  arms  in  despair.  Ttm  war 
irtdch  he  maintained  prored  so  destmetiTe,  that  the  men  of 
the  land  gathered  round  the  King,  and  united  in  demanding 
Saldana'k  liberty.  Alfonso,  aecocdingly,  offaed  Bernardo 
immediate  possession  of  his  fiUherli  person  In  eirhange  for 
his  castle  of  Garpia  Bernardo,  without  liesitation,  gave  up 
his  stronghold,  with  all  his  c^tives ;  and  bting  assured  that 
his  fother  was  then  on  hb  way  from  prison,  rode  forth  with 
the  King  to  meet  hhn.  *<  And  when  he  saw  his  fother  ap- 
proadiing,  he  exdaimed,**  says  the  andent  chronide,  **  *  Oh, 
God!  k  the  Count  of  Saldana  indeed  coming?'— *  Look 
where  he  is,*  rqdied  the  crod  King;  '  and  now  go  and  gred 
him  idiom  yon  have  so  long  desired  to  see."*  Tlw  remainder 
of  the stoty  win  be  found  rdated  in  the  ballad.  Thedutmldes 
and  romances  leate  us  nearly  in  the  dark  as  to  BcmardolB 
history  aftor  this  erent] 

The  warrior  bow'd  his  crested  head,  and  tamed 

his  heart  of  fire. 
And  sued  the  haughty  king  to  free  his  long-im- 

prison'd  sire : 
"  I  bring  thee  here  my  fortresB  keys,  I  bring  my 

captive  train, 
I  pledge  thee  £Ekith,  my  liege,  my  lord  ! — oh,  break 

my  fathers  chain  I" 

**  Rise,  rise  !  even  now  thy  Mhcr  comes,  a  ran- 

som'd  man  this  day  : 
Mount  thy  good  horse,  and  thou  and  I  will  meet 

him  on  his  way.** 
Then  lightly  rose  that  loyal  son,  and  bounded  on 

his  steed. 
And  urged,  as  if  with  lance  in  rest,  the  chaiger  s 

foamy  speed. 

And  lo  !  from  ftr,  as  on  they  press'd,  there  came 

a  glittering  band. 
With  one  that  midst  them  stately  rode,  as  a  leader 

in  the  land ; 
*'  Kow  haste,  Bernardo,  haste !  for  there,  in  very 

truth,  is  he. 
The  father  whom  thy  £Edthful  heart  hath  yeam'd 

so  long  to  see." 


EQs  dark  eye  flash'd,  his  proud  breast  beaTedylds 

cheek's  blood  came  and  went ; 
He  reach*d  that  gray-hair*d  chiefiain's  sd^  aid 

there,  dismounting,  bent ; 
A  lowly  knee  to  earth  be  bent,  his  fiithei's  hmd 

he  took, — 
What  was  there  in  its  touch  that  all  his  fieiy 

spirit  shook! 

That  hand  was  cold — a  fmten.  tlung — it  diopp'd 

from  his  like  lead : 
He  look*d  up  to  the  £eu»  above — the  fiioe  wis  of 

the  dead! 
A  plume  waved  o*er  the  noble  brow — the  farov 

was  fiz'd  and  white ; 
He  met  at  last  his  father's  eyes — but  in  them  wm 

no  sight ! 

Up  from  the  groimd  he  sprang,  and  gaaed,  but 

who  could  paint  that  gaze  t 
They  hush'd  their  very  hearts^  that  saw  its  hoRor 

andamase; 
They  mi^^t  have  cfaain'd  him,  as  before  that  ■tony 

form  he  stood. 
For  the  power  was  stricken  frt>m  bis  aim,  and 

frx>m  his  lip  the  blood. 

"  Father  !"  at  length  he  murmured  low,  andwi^ 

like  childhood  then — 
Talk  not  of  grief  till  thou  hast  seen  the  tears  of 

warlike  men  ! — 
He  thought  on  all  his  glorious  hopes,  and  all  his 

young  renown, — 
Ho  flung  the  fidchion  frt>m  his  side,  and  in  the 

dust  sat  down. 

Then  covering  with  his  steel-gloved  hands  ha 

darkly  mournful  brow, 
"  No  more,  there  is  no  more,**  he  said,  "  to  lift 

the  sword  for  now. — 
My  king  is  fisJse,  my  hope  betrayed,  my  fiitber— 

oh !  the  worth. 
The  glory  and  the  loveliness,  are  passed  away  from 

earth! 

**  I  thought  to  stand  where  banners  waved,  my 

sire !  beside  thee  yet — 
I  would  that  ihen  our  kindred  blood  on  ^pain'b 

free  soil  had  met ! 
Thou  wouldst  have  known  my  spirit  then — ^fbr 

thee  my  fields  were  won, — 
And  thou  hast  perish'd  in  thy  chains  n 

thou  hadst  no  son  1* 


Then,  starting  from  the  ground  once  more,  ho 
seized  the  monarch's  rein. 

Amidst  the  pale  and  wilder'd  looks  of  all  the 
courtier  train; 

And  with  a  fierce,  o'ermastering  grasp,  the  rearing 
war-horse  led. 

And  sternly  set  them  face  to  face — the  king  be- 
fore the  dead ! — 

"Came  I  not  forth  upon  thy  pledge,  my  fiither*s 

hand  tokissi — 
Be  sUU,  and  gaze  thou  on,  Mse  king !  and  tell 

mo  what  is  this ! 
The  voice,  the  glance,  the  heart  I  sought — give 

answer,  where  are  they  1 — 
If  thou  wouldst  dear  thy  peijured  soul,  send  Ufe 

through  this  cold  clay  I 

"  Into  these  glassy  eyes  put  light Be  still  1  keep 

down  thine  ire, — 

Bid  these  white  lips  a  blessing  speak — ^this  earth 
is  noi  my  sire ! 

Give  me  back  him  for  whom  I  sti'ove,  for  whom 
my  blood  was  shed, — 

Thoacanstnot — andaking!  His  dust  be  moun- 
tains on  thy  head  1" 

He  loosed  the  steed ;  his  slack  hand  fell — ^upon 
the  silent  fiice 

He  cast  one  long,  deep,  troubled  look — then  tum'd 
fh>m  that  sad  place : 

His  hope  was  crushed,  his  after-fieite  untold  in  mar- 
tial strain, — 

His  banner  led  the  spears  no  more  amidst  the 
hills  of  Spain. 


THE  TOMB  OF  MADAME  LANGHANS. 

"  To  a  mjnierkMMly  oonaortod  pair 
TbliplM«lieoBMermto;  todMlhaadM, 
And  to  «lw  bMk  ■flbetknu  ttal  procMd 
From  this  oon^oiuiUoa.'*  Wobimworth. 

[At  Hindlebank,  nmr  BeriM,  she  if  repraieiitod  as  tmnt- 
Ing  bom  Uw  lepQklire,  with  her  in&nt  in  bear  anns,  at  the 
toand  of  th«  last  tnimpet  An  inacription  on  tho  tomb  con- 
dodai  thos:— *'  Hera  am  I,  O  God!  with  the  child  whom 
thoo  hast  given  me."] 

How  many  hopes  were  borne  upon  thy  bier, 
O  bride  of  stricken  love !  in  anguish  hither ! 
Like  flowers,  the  first  and  fiiirest  of  the  year, 
Pluck'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  dead  to  wither  ; 
Hopes  trom  their  source  all  holy,  though  of  earth, 
All  brightly  gathering  round  affection's  hearth. 


Of  mingled  prayer  they  told ;  of  Sabbath  hours ; 
Of  mom's  £EU«well,  and  evening's  blessed  meeting; 
Of  childhood's  voice,  amidst  the  household  bowers ; 
And  bounding  step,  and  smile  of  joyousgreoting ; — 
But  thou,  yoimg  mother !  to  thy  gentle  heart 
Did'st  take  thy  bdbe,  and  meekly  so  depart. 

How  many  hopes  have  sprung  in  radiance  hence  I 
Their  trace  yet  lights  the  dust  where  thou  art 

sleeping ! 
A  solemn  joy  comes  o'er  me,  and  a  sense 
Of  triumph,  blent  with  nature's  gush  of  weeping; 
As,  kindling  up  the  silent  stone,  I  see 
The  glorious  vision,  caught  by  &ith,  of  thee. 

Slumberer !  love  calls  thee,  for  the  night  is  past; 
Put  on  the  immortal  beauty  of  thy  waking ! 
Captive  I  and  hear^st  thou  not  the  trumpet's  blast. 
The  long,  victorious  note,  thy  bondage  breaking  1 
Thou  hear'st^  thou  answex'st^  **  God  of  earth  and 

heaven! 
Hero  am  I,  with  the  child  whom  thou  hast  given !" 


THE  EXILE'S  DIRGE. 

**  Fear  no  mora  the  hmt  o'  ib«  Mia, 
Nor  ths  AirkMM  trtntor*!  caflM  ( 
TImmi  tlij  worldly  tuk  hait  dono. 
Boom  art  gen*  and  ta'«n  tlqr ' 


Craumm. 


[*'  I  attended  a  funeral  where  there  were  a  numbor  of  the 
German  aettlers  prewnt  After  I  had  performed  nich  nnrloe 
aa  if  unial  on  itmHar  ooeaaiona,  a  moik  ▼encnble-looldnf  old 
man  came  forward,  and  asked  me  if  I  were  willing  that  they 
ihoold  perform  some  of  their  pecoliar  rites.  He  opened  a 
very  ancient  renion  of  Luther's  Hymns,  and  they  aU  began 
to  sing,  in  German,  so  loud  that  the  woods  echoed  the  strain. 
There  was  something  aflbcting  in  the  singing  of  these  andent 
people,  eairying  one  of  their  brethren  to  his  last  home,  and 
using  the  language  and  rites  which  they  had  brought  with 
them  over  the  sea  from  the  V(Uerlandt  a  word  whidi  often 
oocnrred  in  thto  hymn.  It  was  a  long,  slow,  and  mournful 
air,  whidi  th^  sung  as  they  bore  the  body  along :  the  words 
*  mein  <7o«,'  *  mHn  Bruder,*  and  *  VaUriand,'  died  away  in 
distant  echoes  amongst  the  woods.  I  shall  long  remember 
that  ftmeni  hymn.**— Fust's  RouMutUmi  qf  the  VaUqf  r> 
Ou  Mit$Urippi.2 

There  went  a  dirge  through  the  forest's  gloom. 
— An  exile  was  borne  to  a  lonely  tomb. 

"  Brother  !**  (so  the  chant  was  sxmg 
In  the  Blumberer*s  native  tongue,) 
"  Friend  and  brother !  not  for  thee 
Shall  the  sound  of  weeping  be  : 
Long  the  exile's  woe  hath  lain 
On  thy  life  a  withering  chain ; 
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Masic  from  thine  own  blue  streams 
Wander*d  through  th j  ferer-dreamfl ; 
Voices  from  thy  oomitry's  Tines 
Met  thee  midst  the  alien  pines ; 
And  thy  troe  heart  died  awaj. 
And  thy  spixit  would  not  stay." 

So  swell'd  the  chant ;  and  the  deep  wind'a  moan, 
Seem'd  through  the  cedars  to  nrannnr— ''(%im  /" 

"  Brother !  by  the  roDiog^  Bhine 
Stands  the  home  that  once  was  thine; 
Brother  !  now  thy  dwelling  lies 
Where  the  Indian  arrow  flies  1 
He  that  bless'd  thine  in£mt  head 
fills  a  distant  greensward  bed ; 
She  that  heard  thy  liq>ing  prayer 
Slumbers  low  beside  him  thoe ; 
They  that  earliest  with  thee  play'd 
Best  beneath  their  own  oak-shade. 
Far,  far  hence  ! — yet  sea  nor  ehore 
Haply,  brother  !  part  ye  more ; 
Qod  hath  caU'd  thee  to  that  band 
In  the  immortal  Fatherland  !" 

"  The  PaM^rZcmdy— with  that  sweet  word 
A-  burst  of  tears  midst  the  strain  was  heard. 

"  Brother  !  were  we  there  with  thee 
lUch  would  many  a  meeting  be ! 
Many  a  broken  garland  bound. 
Many  a  mourned  and  lost  one  found  ! 
But  our  task  is  still  to  bear. 
Still  to  breathe  in  changeful  air; 
Loved  and  bright  things  to  resign. 
As  even  now  this  dust  of  thine ; 
Yet  to  hope  ! — ^to  hope  in  heaven. 
Though  flowers  £bJ1,  and  ties  be  riven — 
Tet  to  pray  t  and  wait  the  hand 
Beckoning  to  the  Fatherland  !" 

And  the  requiem  died  in  the  forest's  gloom ; 
They  had  reach'd  the  exile's  lonely  tomb. 


THE  DBEA3nNa  CHILD. 


Alu!  wbftkldndorirkritemldtkj 
Thy  brow  and  cheek  •*•  anooCh  M 
When  DO  bremh  troabin  them.** 


AsD  is  there  sadnees  in  thy  dreams,  my  boyi 
What  should  the  doud  be  made  of  1  Bteesedchildl 


Thj  spirit^  borne  upon  a  breen 
All  day  hath  ranged  throaf^ 


of  joy. 


[anld: 


And  nowthou  tremblest ! — wherefotoV- ^nliysool 
There  lies  no  past^  no  liitiir&    Tlioa 
No  sound  of  presage  from  the  distanc 
Thy  heart  bears  traces  of  no  anowy  mud. 


roD, 


From  thee  no  love  hathgone ;  thy  mind'a  yonnge^ 
Hath  look'd  not  into  deaili's,  and  thonee  baoooie 
A  questioner  of  mute  eternity, 
A  weary  searcher  for  a  viewless  home : 


Kor  hath  thy  sense  been  qnidun'd  unto  pain 
By  feverish  watdiing  for  soma  step  bdovad : 
FVee  are  thy  thooc^iti^  an  ever-ciiangelnl  tan^ 
Glancing  like  dewdropi^  and  as  lig^itly  moved. 


Tei  now,  on  billows  of  staraaga  passion  toa^d^ 
How  art  thou  wilder'd  in  the  cste  of  titeep  ! 
Ky  gentle  diild !  midst  what  dim  pkantoaDS  io< 
Thus  in  mysterious  anguish  dost  thoa  weep  1 


Awake!  they  sadden 
First  gushings  of  the  stro^  dark  xrfev's 
That  fMUt  o'ersweep  thy  sool  with  coming 
Th'  un&thomable  flood  of  human  woe  ! 


Awful  to  watch,  even  rolling  through  a  dream, 
Forcingwild  spray-dropsbut  from  duldhood*] 
Wake,  wake  !  as  yet  (Ay  life's  transparent  s 
Should  wear  the  tinge  of  none  but  summer 


Come  from  the  shadow  of  those  reafans  nnknovn, 
Where  now  thy  thoughts  dismay'd  and  <<*rHmg 

rove;  ' 

Come  to  the  kindly  r^on  all  thine  own,  j 

The  home  still  bright  for  thee  with  guardian  lore. 

^^PPy>  fiur  child  !  that  yet  a  mother'a  voice 
Can  wm  thee  back  from  visionary  strife  ! — 
Oh,  sha^l  mf  aool,  thus  waken'd  to  rejoice. 
Start  froLi  the  dreamlike  wilderness  of  life  ? 


TIE  CHARMED  PICTURE. 

*'0h!  UitlKiMliptlMdluiguge!    Lilbbatk 
WUa  0  bvi  loo^dy  wtafig  I  Mw  tkM  *— 1,~ 


Thzkx  eyi^  are  charm'd — thine  earnest 

Thou  iiige  of  the  dead  1 
A  spell  wioin  their  sweetness 

A  virtucthence  is  shed. 
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Oft  in  their  meek  blue  light  enshrined 

A  blessing  seems  to  be. 
And  sometimes  there  my  wayward  mind 

A  still  reproach  can  see : 

And  sometimes  pity— soft  and  deep. 

And  quivenng  through  a  tear ; 
Even  as  if  love  in  heaven  could  weep 

For  grief  left  drooping  here. 

And  oh,  my  spirit  needs  that  balm  ! 

Needs  it  midst  fitful  mirth ! 
And  in  the  night-hour^s  haunted  calm. 

And  by  the  lonely  hearth. 

Look  on  me  thus,  when  hollow  praiso 

Hath  made  the  weary  pine 
For  one  true  tone  of  other  days. 

One  glance  of  love  like  thine  i 

Look  on  me  ihui,  when  sudden  glee 

Bears  my  quick  heart  alon^ 
On  wings  that  struggle  to  be  free, 

As  bursts  of  skylark  song. 

In  vaixi,  in  vain ! — too  soon  are  felt 

The  wounds  they  cannot  flee : 
Better  in  childlike  tears  to  melt, 

Pouring  my  soul  on  thee  I 

Sweet  £m»,  that  o*er  my  childhood  shone ! 

Whence  is  thy  power  of  change, 
Thus  ever  shadowing  back  my  own. 

The  T^id  and  the  strange  ? 

Whence  are  they  charm'd — ^those  earnest  eycsl 

— I  know  the  mystery  well  I 
In  mine  own  trembling  bosom  lies 

The  spirit  of  the  spell ! 

Of  Memory,  Conscience,  Love,  'tis  bom — 

Oh  I  change  no  longer,  thou ! 
For  ever  be  the  blessing  worn 

On  thy  piure  thoughtful  brow ! 


PARTINa  WORDS. 

"  One  fltninto  mor«,  and  I  an  frw/'—Braoif. 

Leayb  me !  oh,  leave  me  I    Unto  all  below 
Thy  presence  binds  me  with  too  deep  a  spell ; 


Thou  makeet  those  mortal  regions,  whenco  I  go, 
Too  mighty  in  their  loveliness.    Farewell, 

That  I  may  part  in  peace ! 

Leave  me ! — ^thy  footstep,  with  its  lightest  sound, 
The  very  shadow  of  thy  waving  hair. 
Wakes  in  my  soul  a  feeling  too  profound. 
Too  strong  toanght  that  lovee  and  dies,  to  bear — 

Oh  1  bid  the  conflict  oeaset 

I  hear  thy  whisper— and  the  warm  tears  gosh 
Into  mine  eyes,  the  quidi  pulse  thrills  my  heart ; 
Thou  bid'st  the  peace,  the  reverential  hush. 
The  still  submission,  from  my  thoughts  depart : 

Dear  one  1  this  must  not  be. 

The  past  looks  on  me  from  thy  mournful  eye, 
The  beauty  of  our  free  and  vernal  days ; 
Our  communingB  with  sea,  and  hill,  and  sky — 
Oh !  take  that  bright  world  fmoL  my  ^irit's  gaze  ! 

Thoa  art  all  earth  to  me  1 

Shut  out  the  sunshine  from  my  dying  room. 
The  jasmine's  breath,  the  murmur  of  the  bee ; 
Let  not  the  joy  of  bird-notes  pierce  the  gloom ! 
They  speak  of  love,  of  sunmier,  and  of  thee. 

Too  much — and  death  is  here ! 

Doth  our  own  spring  make  happy  music  now. 
From  the  old  beech-roots  flashing  into  day  1 
Are  the  pure  lilies  imaged  in  its  flow  1 
Alas !  vain  thoughts !  that  fondly  thus  can  stray 

From  the  dread  hour  so  near ! 

If  I  could  but  draw  courage  from  the  li^t 
Of  thy  dear  eye,  that  ever  shone  to  bless  I 
— Not  now!  'twill  not  be  now  I — my  aching  sight. 
Drinks  from  that  fount  a  flood  of  tenderness. 

Bearing  all  strength  away ! 

Leave  me ! — thou  com'st  between  my  heart  and 

Heaven ; 
I  would  be  stiQ,  in  voiceless  prayer  to  die ! — 
Why  must  our  souls  thus  love,  and  then  be  rivont 
Return !  thy  parting  wakes  mine  agony  1 

Oh,  yet  awhile  delay ! 


THE  MESSAGE  TO  THE  DEAD. 

Thou'bt  passing  hence,  my  brother ! 

0  my  earliest  friend,  farewell ! 
Thou'rt  leaving  me,  without  thy  voice. 

In  a  lonely  home  to  dwell; 
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And  fh>m  the  hillsy  and  from  the  hearth, 

And  from  the  household  tree. 
With  thee  departs  the  lingering  mirth. 

The  brightness  goes  with  thee.^ 

But  thou,  my  friend,  my  brother ! 

Thou'rt  speeding  to  the  shore 
Where  the  dirgelike  tone  of  parting  words 

Shall  smite  the  soul  no  more ! 
And  thou  wilt  see  our  holy  dead. 

The  lost  on  earth  and  main : 
Into  the  sheaf  of  kindred  hearts, 

Thou  wilt  be  bound  again  I 

Tell,  then,  our  friend  of  boyhood 

That  yet  his  name  is  heard 
On  the  blue  mountains,  whence  his  youth 

Pass*d  like  a  swift,  bright  bird. 
The  light  of  his  exulting  brow, 

The  vision  of  his  glee. 
Arc  on  me  still — oh !  still  I  trust 

That  smile  again  to  see. 

And  tell  our  fair  young  sister. 

The  rose  cut  down  in  spring, 
That  yet  my  gushing  soul  is  fill'd 

With  lays  she  loved  to  sing. 
Her  soft  deep  eyes  look  through  my  dreams. 

Tender  and  sadly  sweet ; — 
Tell  her  my  heart  within  me  bums 

Once  more  that  gaze  to  meet. 

And  tell  our  white-hoir'd  father. 

That  in  the  paths  be  trode. 
The  child  he  loved,  the  lost  on  earth. 

Yet  walks  and  worships  Qod. 
Say,  that  his  last  fond  blessing  yet 

Rests  on  my  soul  like  dew. 
And  by  its  hallowing  might  I  trust 

Once  more  his  fojCQ  to  view. 

And  tell  our  gentle  mother. 

That  on  her  grave  I  pour 
The  sorrows  of  my  spirit  forth. 

As  on  her  breast  of  yore. 
Happy  thou  art  that  soon,  how  soon, 

Our  good  and  bright  will  see  ! — 
0  brother,  brother  I  may  I  dwell. 

Ere  long,  with  them  and  thee  ! 


1  "  Meanges  from  the  llTing  to  the  dead  are  not  uncommon 
in  the  Highlands.  The  Gaels  hare  such  a  ceaseleas  con- 
ficiousness  of  immortality,  that  thdr  departed  friends  are 
considered  as  merely  absent  for  a  time,  and  permitted  to 


THE  TWO  HOMES. 

"  Oh,  If  the  tool  tanmofftal  be. 
Is  not  iUlovs  tmmectal  tee  ?  ^ 

Sek'st  thou  my  homel  Tis  where  yon  woods  are 

waving, 
In  their  dark  richness,  to  the  summer  air. 
Where  yon  blue  stream,  a  thousand  flower-bonks 

laving, 
Leads  down  the  hills  a  vein  of  lights — 'tis  there ! 

Midst  those  green  wilds  how  many  a  fount  Vuok 

gleaming, 
Fringed  with  the  violet,  coloux'd  with  the  skies ! 
My  boyhood's  haunt,  through  days  of  summer 

dreaming. 
Under  young  leaves  that  shook  with  melodies. 

My  home !  The  spirit  of  its  love  is  breathing 
In  eveiy  wind  that  blows  across  my  track ; 
From  its  white  waUs  the  very  tendrils  wreathing 
Seem  with  soft  links  to  draw  the  wanderer  badL 

There  am  I  loved — ^there  pray'd  for — ^there  my 

mother 
Sits  by  the  hearth  with  meekly  thoughtful  eye ; 
There  my  young  sisters  watch  to  greet  their 

brother — 
Soon  their  glad  footsteps  down  the  path  will  fly. 

There,  in  sweet  strains  of  kindred  music  blending^ 
All  the  home-voices  meet  at  day's  decline ; 
One  are  those  tones,  as  from  one  heart  aaoendrng, 
There  laughs  my  home — sad  stranger !  where  is 
thinet 

Ask*st  thou  of  mine  ?    In  solemn  peace  tis  lyingi 
Far  o'er  the  deserts  and  the  tombs  away ; 
'Tis  where  /,  too,  am  loved  with  love  undyin^^ 
Andfondhearts  wait  my  step — Butwhere  are  they) 

Ask  where  the  earth's  departed  havetheirdwelliDg; 
Ask  of  the  clouds,  the  stars,  the  trackless  air ! 
I  know  it  not,  yet  trust  the  whisper,  telHng 
My  lonely  heart  that  love  unchanged  is  there. 

And  what  is  home,  and  where,  but  with  the  loving 
Happy  thou  art,  that  so  canst  gaze  on  thine  I 
My  spirit  feels  but,  in  its  weary  roving, 
That  with  the  dead,  where'er  they  be,  is  mine, 

relieve  the  hours  of  separation  by  occasional  interooone  with 
the  objects  of  their  earliest  affections.*'— See  the  Notes  to 
Mrs  Brunton's  Works. 
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Uo  to  thy  home,  rejoicing  son  and  brother  1 
Bear  in  fresh  gladness  to  the  household  scene  I 
For  me,  too,  watch  the  sister  and  the  mother, 
I  well  belieye — ^but  dark  seas  roll  between. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  DEATH-BED. 


WI«  iMtrBeh  41*  SoniM  dort  antergdU  I  da  leh  noeh  «iii  Buba  war 
LUblin«iB«daiik»,  wit  ri«  ra  Mm,  «to  ite  n  atarbtn  t " 

Ots: 


Like  thee  to  die,  thou  tun  ! — My  boyhood's  dream 
Was  this ;  and  now  my  spirit,  with  thy  beam. 
Ebbs  from  a  field  of  Tictoiy  I — ^yet  the  hour 
Bears  back  upon  me,  with  a  torrent's  power, 
Kature*8  deep  longings.    Oh  !  for  some  kind  eyo 
Wherein  to  meet  love's  fervent  £Eurewell  gaze ; 
Some  breast  to  pillow  life's  last  agony. 
Some  voice,  to  speak  of  home  and  better  days. 
Beyond  the  pass  of  shadows !    But  I  go, 
I  that  have  been  so  loved,  go  hence  alone ; 
A2idye,now  gathering  round  my  own  hearth's  glow. 
Sweet  friends  !  it  may  be  that  a  softer  tone, 
EVn  in  this  moment,  with  your  laughing  glee, 
Mingles  its  cadence  while  you  speak  of  me — 
Of  me,  your  soldier,  midst  the  mountains  lying, 
On  the  red  banner  of  his  battles  dying, 
Far,  fiur  away  !    And  oh  !  your  parting  prayer — 
Will  not  his  name  bo  fondly  murmured  there ) 
It  will ! — ^A  blessing  on  that  holy  hearth  1 
Though  clouds  are  darkening  to  o'ercast  its  mirth. 
Mother  !  I  may  not  hear  thy  voice  again ; 
Sisters !  ye  watch  to  greet  my  step  in  vain; 
Toung  brother,  fiire  thee  well ! — on  each  dear  head 
Blessing  and  love  a  thousandfold  be  shed. 
My  soul's  last  earthly  breathings  I    May  your  home 
Smile  for  you  ever ! — May  no  winter  come, 
Noi0or{(i,betweenyourheart8!  May  eVn  your  tears, 
For  my  sake,  full  of  long-remomber'd  years, 
Quicken  the  true  affections  that  entwine 
Tour  lives  in  one  bright  bond  !    I  may  not  sleep 
Amidst  our  fathers,  where  those  tears  might  shine 
Over  my  slumbers ;  yet  your  love  will  keep 
My  memory  living  in  th'  ancestral  halls, 
Whereshame  hath  never  trod.  Thedarknightfalls, 
And  I  depart    The  brave  are  gone  to  rest, 
The  brothers  of  my  combats,  on  the  breast 
Of  the  red  fieldthey  reap'd : — ^theirwork  is  done — 
Tkmit  too,  art  set ! — fiirewell,  fiirewell,  thou  sun  ! 
The  last  lone  watcher  of  the  bloody  sod 
Offers  a  trusting  spirit  up  to  Qod. 


THE  IMAGE  IN  THE  HEART. 

TO  •  •  • 

'*TnM,faidMd,ltlf, 
Thai  tlMj  whom  dM*h  hM  hlddan  frocB  oar  light. 
Ar>  worlhiMl  of  tl»  miad's  nf«rd ;  wtthtlMm 
Th*  ftittuPt  oumot  eoatnifdtet  Um  paat— 
MorlaB«]r*t  ImI  csmdM  and  proof 
Ii  nadMSOB*.'*  WoBiMwimTa. 

'*  Th*  low  wlMT*  dMih  hatli  Mt  bli  mU, 
Nor  aga  oaa  dklU,  nor  rival  alaal, 

Vor  fklathood  diaavow.**       Braoir. 

I  GALL  thee  blees'd ! — ^though  now  the  voice  be  fled 
Which  to  thy  soulbrought  dayspring  with  its  tone, 
And  o'er  the  gentle  eyes  though  dust  be  spread. 
Eyes  that  ne'er  look'd  on  thine  but  light  was  thrown 
Far  through  thy  breast : 

And  though  the  music  of  thy  Ufe  be  broken, 
Or  changed  in  every  chord  since  he  is  gone — 
Feeling  all  this,  even  yet>  by  many  a  token, 
0  thou,  the  deeply,  but  the  brightly  lone  ! 
I  call  thee  bleas'd  1 

For  in  thy  heart  there  is  a  holy  spot, 
As  mid  the  waste  an  isle  of  fount  and  palm. 
For  ever  green  ! — the  world's  breath  enters  not, 
The  passion-tempests  may  not  break  its  calm : 
'Tis  thine,  all  thine  1 

Thither,  in  trust  unbaffled,  may'st  thou  turn 
From  bitter  words,  cold  greetings,  heartless  eyca^ 
Quenching  thy  soul's  thirst  at  the  hidden  um 
That,  fiU'd  with  waters  of  sweet  memory,  lies 
In  its  own  shrine. 

Thou  hast  thy  home  / — there  is  no  power  in  change 
To  reach  that  temple  of  the  past ;  no  sway. 
In  all  time  brings  of  sudden,  dark,  or  strange. 
To  sweep  the  still  transparent  peace  away 
From  its  hush'd  air ! 

And  oh  1  that  glorious  image  of  the  dead  ! 
Sole  thing  whereon  a  deathless  love  may  rest, 
And  in  deep  &ith  and  dreamy  worship  shed 
Its  high  gifts  fearlessly  I  I  call  thee  bless'd, 
If  only  th/trt. 

Bless'd,  for  the  beautify  within  thee  dwelling 
Never  to  fiEMle  ! — a  refuge  from  distrust, 
A  spring  of  purer  life,  still  freshly  welling. 
To  clothe  the  barrenness  of  earthly  dust 
With  flowers  divine. 

And  thou  bast  been  beloved ! — it  is  no  dream, 
No  fiJse  mirage  for  thttt  the  fervent  love. 
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The  rainbow  still  unreach'd,  the  ideal  gleam^ 
That  ever  seems  l)efore,  beyond,  aboTC^ 
Far  off  to  shine. 

But  thou,  firom  all  the  danghtwrn  of  the  earth 
Singled  andmark*d,hast  hmown  its  home  and  place ; 
And  the  high  memoiy  of  its  holy  worth 
To  this  our  life  a  gloiy  and  a  grace 
For  thee  hath  given. 

And  art  thoa  not  ttiU  fondly,  tmty  lovBdt 
Thoa  art  1 — Uie  love  his  qrizit  bore  away 
Was  not  for  death ! — a  treasmm  but  removed, 
A  bnc^t  bird  parted  fdr  a  dearer  day, — 
Thine  still  in  heaven ! 


THE  LAND  OF  DBEAlCa 


And  toan  and  toctara, 
Tliqr  Imvi  a  ivdgkl  opoa 
Tliqr 


thm  tooeh  of joj ; 


0  8FIBIMJLBD !  thou  land  of  dreams ! 
A  world  thou  art  of  mysterious  gleams, 
Of  startling  voicesy  and  sounds  at  strife — 
A  world  of  the  dead  in  the  hues  of  Hfe. 

Like  a  wizard's  magic  glass  thou  art, 
Wlien  the  wavy  shadows  float  by,  and  port : 
Visions  of  aspects,  now  loved,  now  strange. 
Glimmering  and  mingling  in  ceaseless  change. 

Thou  art  like  a  city  of  the  past, 
With  its  goigeous  halls  into  fragments  cast, 
Amidst  whose  rmns  there  glide  and  play 
Familiar  forms  of  the  world's  to-day. 

Thou  art  like  the  depths  where  the  seas  have  birth. 
Rich  with  the  wealth  that  is  lost  from  earth, — 
All  the  sere  flowers  of  our  days  gone  by. 
And  the  buried  gems  in  thy  bosom  lie. 

Yes !  thou  art  like  those  dim  sea<»yes, 
A  realm  of  treasures^  a  realm  of  graves !  [and  go, 
And  the  shapes  through  thy  mysteries  that  come 
Are  of  beauty  and  terror,  of  power  and  woe. 

But  for  mc,  0  thou  picture-land  of  sleep  ! 
Thou  art  all  one  world  of  affections  deep, — 
And  wrung  from  my  heart  is  each  flushing  dye 
That  sweeps  o*er  thy  chamben  of  imagery. 


And  thy  bowers  are  &ir — even  as  Eden  fur: 
All  the  beloved  of  my  sool  are  there  I 
The  forms  my  spnit  most  pinea  to  eee^ 
The  eyes  whose  love  hath  been  life  to  me : 

They  are  there — and  each  blessed  voice  I  hear. 
Kindly,  and  joyous,  and  olvery  dear; 
But  under^tones  are  in  each,  that  say, — 
"It  is  but  a  dream;  it  will  melt  away !  * 

I  walk  with  sweet  friends  in  the  sunset's  glow; 

I  listen  to  music  of  long  ago; 

But  one  thought,  like  an  omen,  breathes  fein 

through  the  lay, — 
"Itisbatadieam;  it  will  meH  acway !  * 

I  sit  by  the  hearth  of  my  early  dsje; 
All  the  home-feoes  are  met  by  the  blaze, — 
And  the  ejm  of  the  mother  shine  soft^  yet  say, 
"  It  is  but  a  dream ;  it  will  melt  away  !  * 

And  away,  Uke  a  flowei's  passing  breatli,  *tisgOBij 
And  I  wake  more  sadly,  more  deeply  lone ! 
Oh!  a  haunted  heart  is  a  weig^  to  beer, — 
Bright  feces,  kind  voices !  v^iere  are  je;,  where! 

Shadow  not  forth,  O  thou  land  of  dreams. 
The  past»  as  it  fled  by  my  own  bhie  streams ! 
Make  not  my  spirit  within  me  bum 
For  the  scenes  and  the  hours  that  may  ne*erretnin! 

Call  out  from  ihe  future  thy  visions  bright^ 
From  the  world  o*er  the  grave,  take  thy  solemo 

light, 
And  oh  !  with  the  loved  whom  no  more  I  see;, 
Show  me  my  home,  as  it  yet  may  be ! 

As  it  yet  may  be  in  some  pxurer  sphere, 
No  doud,  no  parting,  no  sleepless  fear ;        [dsv 
So  my  soul  may  bear  on  through  the  long,  kmg 
Till  I  go  where  the  beautiful  mdts  not  away ! 


WOMAN  ON  THE  FIELD  OF  BATTLE 


QxNTLS  and  lovdy  form ! 

What  didst  thou  here. 
When  the  fierce  bsttleetorm 

Bore  down  the  spear? 
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Banner  and  BhiT6r*d  crest^ 

Beaido  thee  strowny 
Tell  that  Amidst  the  best 

Thy  work  was  done ! 

Yet  strangely^  sadly  iair, 

0*er  the  wild  scene. 
Gleams^  through  its  golden  hair. 

That  brow  serene. 

Low  lies  the  stately  head, — 
Earth-bound  the  free ; 

How  gave  those  haughty  dead 
A  place  to  thee) 

Slumberer  I  tJUne  early  bier 
Friends  should  have  crown'd, 

Many  a  flower  and  tear 
Shedding  around ; — 

Soft  voices,  clear  and  young; 

Mingling  their  swell. 
Should  o'er  thy  dust  have  sung 

Earth's  last  £eurewell  ;— 

Sisters,  above  the  grave 

Of  thy  repose, 
Should  have  bid  violets  wave 

With  the  white  roea 

Now  must  the  trumpet^s  note, 

Savage  and  simll. 
For  requiem  o'er  thee  float. 

Thou  fair  and  still  1 

And  the  swift  chaxgcr  sweep 
In  full  career. 

Trampling  thy  place  of  sleep- 
Why  cam'st  thou  here  1 

Why  1    Ask  the  true  heart  why 

Woman  hath  been 
Ever  whore  brave  men  die, 

Unshrinking  seen  1 

Unto  this  harvest  ground 
Proud  reapers  came^ — 

Some,  for  that  stirring  sound, 
A  warrior's  name ; 

Some  for  the  stormy  play 

And  joy  of  strife ; 
And  some  to  fling  away 

Aweary  life 


But  thou,  pale  sleeper  1  thou 
With  the  slight  frame. 

And  the  rich  locks^  whose  glow 
Death  cannot  tame; 

Only  one  thought^  one  power. 

Thee  could  have  led. 
So,  through  the  tempest's  hour, 

To  lift  thy  head  I 

Only  the  true,  the  strong. 
The  love,  whoee  trust 

Woman's  deep  soul  too  long 
Pours  on  the  dust  f 


THE  DESERTED  HOUSK 

Gloom  is  upon  thy  lonely  hearth, 

0  silent  house  !  once  fill'd  with  mirth ; 
Sorrow  is  in  the  breezy  sound 

Of  thy  tall  poplars  whispering  roimd. 

The  shadow  of  departed  hours 
Hangs  dim  upon  thine  early  flowers ; 
Ev'n  in  thy  sunshine  seems  to  brood 
Something  more  deep  than  solitude. 

Fair  art  thou,  fiedr  to  k  strange/s  gaze, 
Mine  own  sweet  home  of  other  days  I 
My  children's  birthplaoe  ! — ^yet  for  me 
It  is  too  much  to  look  on  thee. 

Too  much  !  for  all  about  thee  spread, 

1  feel  the  memory  of  the  dead. 
And  almost  linger  for  the  feet 
That  never  more  my  step  shall  meet. 

The  looks,  the  smiles,  all  vaniah'd  now. 
Follow  me  where  thy  roses  blow ; 
The  echoes  of  kind  household-words 
Are  with  me  midst  thy  singing-birds. 

Till  my  heart  dies,  it  dies  away 
In  yearnings  for  what  might  not  stay ; 
For  love  wiadx  ne'er  deceived  my  trust. 
For  all  which  went  with  " dust  to  dust !" 

What  now  is  left  me,  but  to  raise 
From  thee,  lorn  spot  I  my  spirit's  gaze. 
To  lift  through  tears  my  straining  cyo 
Up  to  my  Fathcr^s  house  oa  high  1 
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Oh  !  many  are  tho  mansioos  there,^ 
But  not  in  one  liath  grief  a  share  1 
No  haunting  shade  from  things  gone  by 
Kay  there  o'crsweop  th*  unchanging  sky. 

And  they  are  there,  whose  long-loved  mien 
In  earthly  home  no  more  is  seen ; 
Whose  places,  where  they  wmiling  sate, 
Are  left  unto  us  desolate. 

We  miss  them  when  the  board  is  spread ; 
We  miss  them  when  the  prayer  is  said ; 
Upon  our  dreams  their  dying  eyes 
In  still  and  moumftil  fondness  rise. 

But  they  are  where  these  longings  vain 
Trouble  no  more  the  heart  and  brain ; 
The  sadness  of  this  aching  love 
Dims  not  our  Father's  house  above. 

Te  are  at  rest,  and  I  in  tears,* 
Te  dwellers  of  immortal  spheres  ! 
Under  the  poplar  boughs  I  stand, 
And  mourn  the  broken  household  band. 

But,  by  your  life  of  lowly  £uth. 
And  by  your  joyful  hope  in  death, 
Guide  me,  till  on  some  brighter  shore 
The  sever'd  wreath  is  bound  once  more ! 

Holy  ye  wore,  and  good,  and  true  f 
No  change  can  cloud  my  thoughts  of  you ; 
Quido  me,  like  you  to  Hve  and  die, 
And  reach  my  Father's  house  on  high  ! 


THE  STRANGER'S  HEART. 

The  stranger  s  heart !    Oh,  wound  it  not ! 
A  yearning  anguish  is  its  lot ; 
In  the  green  shadow  of  thy  tree. 
The  stranger  finds  no  rest  with  thee. 

Thou  think'st  tho  vine's  low  rustling  leaves 
Glad  music  round  thy  household  eaves ; 
To  him  that  sound  hath  sorrow's  tone — 
The  stranger^s  heart  is  with  his  own. 

"  In  my  laUier's  home  tbei*  ai«  many  mMuiona."— 

John,  diap.  xiv. 
s  From  an  ancient  Hdnew  dirge : 

•«  Moon  fcr  tb«  BMMUMr,  and  Boi  ftw  tte  dMd, 
For  ht  If  at  i«i*,  and  «« la  ton !  * 


Thou  think'st  thy  children's  laughing  play 
A  lovely  sight  at  £^11  of  day ; 
Then  are  the  stranger^!  thoo^^ts  oppreas'd- 
His  mother's  voice*  comes  o'er  his  brettt. 


Thou  think'st  it  sweet  when  friend 
Beneath  one  roof  in  prayer  may  blend ; 
Then  doth  the  stranger's  eye  grow 
Far,  far  are  those  who  pray'd  with  him. 


Thy  hearth,  thy  home,  thy 

The  voices  of  thy  kindred  band — 

Oh  !  midst  them  all  when  blesB'd  thoa  art. 

Deal  gently  with  the  stranger's  heart ! 


TO  A  REMEMBERED  PICTURE. 

[8h«  waa  Bingnlarily  impvMnd  by  Um  pietm*  at  HoltF 
rood  Home,  shown  aa  that  of  Risdo.  The  aiiUieiilhilj  « 
thb  designation  it  more  than  doobtftd ;  but  hats  «m  net ; 
mind  for  qoeition  or  cavfll  on  points  of  this  aatara.  Ih 
**  local  habitotion  and  the  name"  were  In  tbemMires  adi 
dent  to  awaken  her  fiuicy,  and  to  aatSsfy  her  frith.  A 
Rixiio'k  portrait,  U  took  ito  place  hi  her  tnagiMlliHi ;  and  ih 
train  of  deepandmoomlul  thoiigfateitaaggerted,imbaed,a 
was  her  wont,  with  the  ooloarins  of  bar  own  IndiTidnal  fed 
inga,  was  embodied  \n  the  lines  "  To  a  Rememboed  Pie 
tan."— Memoir,  ^  197-8.] 

Thet  haunt  me  still — those  calm,  pure,  holy  eyes 
Their  piercing  sweetness  wanders  through  mi 
dreams; 

The  soul  of  music  that  within  them  lies 
Comes  o'er  my  soul  in  soft  and  sudden  gleams 

Life — spirit-life — immortal  and  divine — 

Is  there ;  and  yet  how  dark  a  death  was  thine! 

Could  it — oh!  eouLd  it  be — medc  child  of  song! 

The  might  of  gentleness  on  that  £Edr  brow — 
Was  the  celestial  gift  no  shield  from  wrong! 

Bore  it  no  talisman  to  ward  the  blowl 
Ask  if  a  flower,  upon  the  billows  cast. 
Might  brave  their  strife — aflute-notehush  theblast 

Are  there  not  deep,  sad  oracles  to  read 
In  the  clear  stillness  of  that  radiant  free? 

Yes !  even  like  thee  must  gifted  spirits  bleed. 
Thrown  on  a  world,  for  heavenly  things  no  place 

Blight,  ezHed  birds  that  visit  alien  skies. 

Pouring  on  storms  their  suppliant  melodies. 

And  seeking  ever  some  true,  gentle  breast^ 
Whereon  their  trembling  plmmyi  might  repon 
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And  their  free  song-notes,  from  that  happy  nest, 
Qnsh  as  a  fount  that  forth  from  sunlight  Aotts  ; 
Vain  dream! — the  love  whose  precious  balms  might 

save 
Still,  still  denied — they  struggle  to  the  grave. 

Yet  my  heart  shall  not  sink ! — another  doom. 
Victim !  hath  set  its  promise  in  thine  eye : 

A  light  is  there,  too  quenchless  for  the  tomb. 
Bright  earnest  of  a  nobler  destiny ; 

Telling  of  answers,  in  some  far^ff  sphere. 

To  the  deep  souls  that  find  no  echo  here. 


The  spirit  of  your  fiunny  life 
Alone  is  wanting  there  ! 


COME  HOME ! 

Coia  home !    There  is  a  sorrowing  breath 

In  music  since  ye  went. 
And  the  early  flower-scents  wander  by 

With  moumfiil  memories  blent. 
The  tones  in  every  household  voice 

Are  grown  more  sad  and  deep  ; 
And  the  sweet  word — brother — wakes  a  wish 

To  turn  aside  and  weep. 

0  ye  beloved  !  come  home !    Tlic  hour 
Of  many  a  greeting  tone. 

The  time  of  hearth-light  and  of  song 

Returns — and  ye  are  gone  ! 
And  darkly,  h^vily  it  falls 

On  the  forsaken  room. 
Burdening  the  heart  with  tenderness, 

That  deepens  midst  the  gloom. 

Where  finds  it  yott,  ye  wandering  ones ! 

With  all  your  boyhood's  glee 
Untamed  ?    Beneath  the  desert's  palm. 

Or  on  the  lone  mid-sea  ] 
By  stormy  hills  of  battles  old  ? 

Or  where  dark  rivers  foam  1 — 
Oh  !  life  is  dim  where  ye  are  not — 

Back,  ye  beloved,  come  home  ! 

Come  with  the  leaves  and  winds  of  spring, 

And  swift  birds,  o'er  the  main  ! 
Our  love  is  grown  too  sorrowful — 

Bring  us  its  youth  again  I 
Bring  the  glad  tones  to  music  back  ! 

Still,  still  your  home  is  fair, 

1  Qnoted  from  a  letter  of  Lord  Byron'i.  He  deecribee  the 
Iropreoion  produced  upon  him  by  lome  tombe  at  Bologna, 
bearlnf  this  liniple  inicriptioii,  and  adds,  *<  When  I  die,  I 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  OBLIVION. 

"ijnpkwapeM!"! 

One  draught,  kind  fairy !  frx>m  that  foimtaindccp, 
To  lay  the  phantoms  of  a  haunted  breast ; 
And  lone  affections,  which  are  griefs,  to  steep 
In  the  cool  honey-dews  of  dreamless  rest; 
And  frx>m  the  soul  the  lightning-marks  t-o  lave — 
One  draught  of  that  sweet  wave  I 

Yet,  mortal !  pause  I    Within  thy  mind  is  laid 
Wealth,  gather'd  long  and  slowly;  thoughts  divine 
Heap  that  full  treasure-house;   and  thou  hast 

made 
The  gems  of  many  a  spirit's  ocean  thine ; — 
Shall  the  dark  waters  to  oblivion  bear 
A  pyramid  so  fairl 

Pour  from  the  fount !  and  let  the  draught  efi&co 
All  the  vain  lore  by  memory's  pride  amass'd. 
So  it  but  sweep  along  the  torrent's  trace. 
And  fill  the  hollow  channels  of  the  past ; 
And  frx>m  the  bosom's  inmost  folded  leaf. 
Rase  the  one  master-grief  t 

Yet  pause  once  more !   All,  all  thy  soul  hath  known. 
Loved,  felt,  rejoiced  in,  from  its  grasp  must  fade  ! 
Is  there  ^0  voice  whose  kind,  awakening  tone 
A  sense  of  spring-time  in  thy  heart  hath  made  ? 
No  eye  whose  glance  thy  daydreams  would  recalll 
— Think — wouldst  thou  part  with  all  1 

Fill  with  forgetfulness  !     There  arc,  there  are 
Voices  whose  music  I  have  loved  too  well — 
Eyes  of  deep  gentleness ;  but  they  are  far — 
Never  t  oh  never,  in  my  home  to  dwell ! 
Take  their  soft  looks  from  off  my  yearning  soul — 
fill  high  th'  obUvious  bowl  I 

Tet  pause  again  !    With  memory  wilt  thou  cast 
The  undying  hope  away,  of  memory  bom  ) 
Hope  of  reunion,  heart  to  heart  at  last. 
No  restless  doubt  between,  no  rankling  thorn) 
Wouldst  thou  erase  all  records  of  delight 
That  make  such  visions  bright  ? 

could  wiah  that  lome  friend  would  see  tbeee  words,  end  nc 
other,  placed  abote  my  giMf9,—*Implorapaee/'  ** 
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Fill  with  forgetfi2ln68B,  fill  high  t ^Tet 

Tib  from  the  past  we  shadow  forth  the  land 
Where  smiles,  long  lost,  again  shall  light  our  way. 
And  the  soul's  friends  be  wreath'd  in  one  bright 

band. 
Pour  the  sweet  waters  back  on  their  own  rill — 
I  must  remember  stilL 

[**  The  *  Songs  of  the  AfliMtioiu '  were  publiabed  In  the 
•ammer  of  1830.  ThkooUeetionof  ^jiioetaMbeen,  periMpe, 
leii  popular  than  other  of  Bfn  Henuuia's  later  woriok  It  wee 
hardly.  Indeed,  to  be  expected  that  the  principal  poem,  '  A 
-Splrtfk  Retom,*  the  origin  and  eabjeet  of  whldH  we  baTe 
Jdready  deicribed,  riioiild  appeal  la  tiw  fceHnge  of  ao  large  a 
drde  ae  had  borne  witaea  to  the  trath  of  the  talea  of  wtual 
life  and  lacrifioeand  suffering  oontalned  in  the  *  Records  of 
Wonaan.*  Bat  there  are  parts  of  the  poem  eolemnly  and 
impressiTely  powerfU.  The  passages  in  which  the  wpeaket 
describes  bsr  yontb— the  disposition  bom  with  her  to  take 
pleaaare  in  spiritual  contemplations,  and  to  IMen  lo  that 
▼oice  in  nature  which  speaks  of  another  state  ^bafatg  beyond 
this  visible  world — prepare  us  most  naturally  for  the  agony  of 
her  desire — when  he,  in  whom  she  had  devotedly  embarked 
all  her  earthly  hopes  and  afiiectioBa— 


-  flU  Ite  wofU  ImM  naMkk 


Safe  tlM  oiM  bstaig  to  my  oHilrsd  thootl^**' 


For  their  sake,  for  the  dead— whose  image  nangfat 
Kay  dim  within  the  temple  of  my  brsaat — 
For  their  lovers  sake,  which  now  no  aarthly 

thought 
May  shake  or  trouble  with  its  own  nnresl^ 
Though  the  past  haunt  me  as  a  spirit — yet 
I  ask  not  to  forgat 


was  taken  awiQr  Ihmi  her  for  e»er    to  aee  him.  V  bnt  for  « 

moment— to  qpeak  with  him  on^  oaoe  again  1 

As  the  crisis  of  Interest  approadies,  the  Tarialy  givan  by 

alternate  rhymee  to  the  beroie  meaeure  1b  which  the  tde  was 

written,  is  wisely  laid  aakle,  and  it  proceeds  with  a  resfstlsst 

energy— 

«  Haat  UKra  been  told.  Vbmk  fron  tbe  ttowtai  tewne 
The  dark  wv  Mvwr  bath  allows  Niafn  ?' ale. 

**  The  conduston  of  thk  fine  poem  is  fiir  from  fnlfiOing  the 
promise  of  its  commencement;  but  it  was  impossible  to  imagins 
any  events,  or  ghre  utterance  to  any  fiseUngs,  suoeeedingtiioee 
so  awftil  and  exciting,  wiildi  dmild  not  appear  Mbla,  and 
vague,  and  exhausted.  Mrs  Hemanswwiklsomiitimae  regret 
that  she  had  not  bestowed  more  labour  upon  tlie  doee  ofber 
work:  this,  it  is  true,  mlglit  have  been  more  carsfkil^  ehbo- 
rated,  but,  trcm  the  nature  of  her  aolijeel,  I  dooM  the  possi- 
bility of  itshavingbeen  snbetantiany  Improved.**- 
Memorials  afMrs  Hemamtt  p.  10I-&] 
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THE  BRIDAL-DAY. 

[On  a  monument  in  a  Yeoetlan  church  is  an  epitaph,  re- 
cording that  the  remains  beneath  are  thoee  of  a  noble  lady, 
who  expired  suddenly  wiiHe  standing  as  a  bride  at  the  altar.] 

**  We  bear  her  home !  ««  bear  her  bom*  • 
Over  the  marmarlng  wH  eea'a  Ibam ; 


One  wlio  hae  fled  from  tbe  war  of  lUb, 
From  ■orrow,  pain,  and  the  ftrer  itrKb.** 

Basst  OoaMWALL. 

Brids  !  upon  thy  marriage-day. 
When  thy  gems  in  rioh  array 
Made  the  glistening  minor  seem 
As  a  star-reflecting  stream; 
When  the  clustering  pearls  lay  £Etir 
Midst  thy  braids  of  sunny  hair, 
And  the  white  veil  o*er  thee  stieaming, 
Like  a  silvery  halo  gleaming. 


Mollow*d  all  that  pomp  and  li^t 

Lito  something  meekly  bright ; 

Did  the  fluttering  of  thy  breath 

Speak  of  joy  or  woe  beneath  T 

And  the  hue  that  went  and  came 

O'er  thy  cheek,  like  waToring  flame, 

Flowed  that  crimson  from  th'  unrest 

Or  the  gladness  of  thy  breast  t 

— Who  shall  tell  us  1    From  thy  bower. 

Brightly  didst  thou  pass  that  hour ; 

With  the  many-glandng  oar. 

And  the  cheer  along  the  shore. 

And  the  wealth  of  summer  flowers 

On  thy  fur  head  cast  in  showeiB^ 

And  the  breath  of  song  and  flute;, 

And  the  clarion's  glad  salute. 

Swiftly  o*er  the  Adrian  tide 

Wert  thou  borne  in  pomp,  young  biida  I 


J 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS.                                       467 

Ifiiih  and  mnnic^  sun  ftnd  sky, 

Shiovded  in  thy  gleaming  veil. 

Welcomed  thee  triumphantly ! 

Deaf  to  that  wild  funeral  waiL 

Yet,  perchance,  a  chastening  thought 

Tet  perdianee  a  dhastening  thought 

In  some  deeper  spirit  wrought. 

In  some  deeper  spirit  wrought, 

Whispering,  as  untold  it  blent 

Whisperings  iHiile  the  stem,  sad  kndl 

With  the  sounds  of  merriment — 

On  the  airls  bright  stiUnees  fell— 

''  From  the  home  of  childhood's  glee. 

"  From  iSbA  power  of  chill  and  change 

From  the  days  of  laughter  ftee. 

Souls  to  sever  and  estrange; 

From  the  love  of  many  years, 

FVom  love's  wane— a  deatii  in  life. 

Thou  art  gone  to  cares  and  fears ; 

But  to  watch — a  mortal  strife ; 

To  another  path  and  guide. 

From  the  secret  fevers  known 

To  a  boiom  yet  untried  t 

To  tiie  burning  heart  alone, 

Bright  one  !  oh,  there  well  may  be 

Thou  art  fled — a&r,  away — 

Trembling  midst  our  joy  for  thee  !" 

Where  these  blights  no  more  have  sway  ! 

Bright  ODo  \  oh,  there  well  may  be 

Bride  !  when  through  the  stetely  ihne, 

Comfort  rnddst  our  teavs  for  thee  1 " 

Circled  with  thy  nuptial  train. 

Midst  the  banners  hung  on  high 

By  thy  warrior^mcestry. 

THE  ANCESTRAL  SONG. 

Midst  those  mighty  Others  dead, 

In  soft  beauty  thou  wast  led ; 
When  before  the  shrine  thy  form 

«*  ▲  fame  WW  dMwVd  jov  mlad^ 
Her*  your  ptHbei  p«M»  !■  litn'di 
*«■  now  mu  tfato 'twist  night  and  day- 

Quiver'd  to  some  boeom-storm, 

Bud  |OW  BOtt,  aad  «MM  awajr  1  ** 

When,  like  harp-strings  with  a  sigh 

WsMrn,  «  DnefacM  of  Ualiy.** 

Breaking  in  mid-harmony. 

THSBXwere£unt  sounds  of  weeping;  fearandgloom 

On  thy  lip  the  murmurs  low 

And  midnight  vigil  in  a  stately  room 

Died  with  love*s  unfinish'd  vow ; 

Of  Lusignan's  old  halls.    Rich  odours  there 

When,  like  scattered  rofle-leaTes,  fled 

Fill'd  the  proud  chamber  as  with  Indian  air. 

From  thy  cheek  each  tint  of  red. 

And  soft  light  fell  from  lamps  of  silver,  thrown 

And  the  light  forsook  thine  eye, 

On  jewels  that  with  ndnbow  lustre  shone 

And  thy  head  sunk  heavily ; 

Over  a  gorgeous  couch :  there  emeralds  g^eam'd. 

Was  that  drooping  but  th'  ezoees 

And  deeper  crimson  from  the  ruby  streamed 

Of  thy  spirit's  blesflednesal 

Than  in  the  heart-leaf  of  the  rose  is  set, 

Or  did  some  deep  feeUng^s  might. 

Hiding  from  sunshine.    Many  a  carcanot 

Folded  in  thy  heart  fhmi  sights 

Starry  with  diamonds,  many  a  burning  chain 

With  a  sudden  tempestshower 

Of  the  red  gold,  sent  forth  a  radiance  vain. 

Fiarthward  bear  thy  life's  young  flower  \ 

And  sad,  and  strange,  the  canopy  beneath 

—Who  shall  tell  us  1    On  %  tongue 

Whose  shadowy  curtains,  round  a  bed  of  death, 

SQenoe,  and  for  ever,  hung  1 

Himg  droopmg  solemnly, — for  there  one  lay. 

Never  to  thy  lip  and  cheek 

Passing  from  all  earth's  glories  fiist  away. 

Rush'd  again  the  crimson  streak; 

Amidst  those  queenly  treasures.    They  had  been 

Never  to  thine  eye  retum'd 

Qiffcs  of  her  lord,  from  ferHyff  Faynim  lands ; 

That  which  there  had  beam'd  and  bum*d  f 

And  for  hu  sake,  upon  their  orient  sheen 

With  the  secret  none  might  know, 

She  had  gazed  fondly,  and  with  faint,  cold  hands 

With  thy  rapture  or  thy  woe, 

Had  press'd  them  to  her  languid  heart  once  more. 

With  thy  marriage  robe  and  wreath. 

Melting  in  childlike  tears.    But  this  was  o'er — 

Thou  wert  fled,  young  bride  of  death  ! 

Love's  last,  vain  clinging  unto  life ;  and  now 

One,  one  lightning  moment  there 

A  mist  of  dreams  was  hovering  o'er  her  brow ; 

Struck  down  triumph  to  despair; 

Her  eye  was  fill'd,  her  spirit  seem  d  removed, 

Beauty,  splendour,  hope,  and  trusty 

Though  not  from  earth,  from  all  it  knew  or  loved. 

Into  darkness— tenor — dust ! 

Far,  &r  away  1    Her  handmaids  watch'd  around. 

In  awe,  that  lent  to  each  low  midnight  sound 

There  were  sounds  of  weeping  o*«r  thee, 

A  might,  a  mystery;  and  the  quivering  light 

Bride  !  as  forth  thy  kindred  bore  thee. 

Of  wind-sway'd  lamps  made  spectral  in  their  sight 
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The  fozma  of  buried  beauty,  md,  yet  box. 
Gleaming  along  the  walls  with  braided  hair« 
Long  in  the  dust  groi^  dim ;  and  she^  Ux^  saw. 
But  with  the  pint's  eye  of  laptored  awe^ 
Those  pictured  Bhi^>e8 1— a  bright,  yet  solami  train 
Beckoning,  they  floated  o'er  her  dreamy  brain. 
Clothed  in  diviner  hues ;  while  on  her  ear 
Strange  voices  fell,  which  none  besides  might  hear, 
— Sweety  yet  profoundly  mournful,  as  the  si^^ 
Of  winds  o*er  harp^trings  through  a  midni^^t 

sky; 
And  thus  it  seem'd,  in  that  low,  thrilling  tone, 
Th*  ancestral  shadows  called  awi^  their  own. 

Come^  come^  come ! 
Long  thy  fainting  soul  hath  yeam*d 
For  the  step  that  ne*er  retum*d ; 
Long  thine  anxious  ear  hath  listen'd. 
And  thy  watchful  eye  hath  glisten*d 
With  the  hope,  whose  parting  strife 
Shook  the  flower-leaves  from  thy  life. 
Now  the  heavy  day  is  done: 
Home  awaits  thee,  wearied  one ! 

Come,  come,  come ! 

From  the  quenchless  thoughts  that  bum 
In  the  seal'd  heart*s  lonely  urn ; 
From  the  coU  of  memoiys  chain 
Wound  about  the  throbbing  brain ; 
From  the  veins  of  sorrow  deep. 
Winding  through  the  world  of  sleep; 
From  the  haunted  haUs  and  bowers, 
Throng'd  with  ghosts  of  hi^pier  hours  ! 
Come,  come,  come ! 

On  our  dim  and  distant  shore 

Aching  love  is  felt  no  more  ! 

Wt  have  loved  with  earth's  excess — 

Past  is  now  that  weariness  I 

Wt  have  wept,  that  weep  not  now — 

Calm  is  each  once-beating  brow  1 

We  have  known  the  dreamer's  woes — 

All  is  now  one  bright  repose  1 

Come,  come,  come ! 

Weary  heart  that  long  hast  bled. 
Languid  spirit,  drooping  head. 
Restless  memory,  vain  regret^ 
Pining  love  whose  light  is  set. 
Come  away  ! — 'tis  hush'd,  'tis  well. 
Where  by  shadowy  founts  we  dwell. 
All  the  fever-thirst  is  still'd. 
All  the  air  with  peace  is  fill'd, — 
Come,  come,  come  1 


And  with  her  ^irit  wrapt  in  that  wild  lay. 
She  pass'd,  as  iwili^t  melts  to  ni^it^  aw:^  I 


THE  MAQIC  GLASS. 


tftedtk^r?-— ] 


*t 


Thb  dead  I  the  glorious  dead  \ — and  shall  they 
risel  [^Tvl 

Shall  they  look  on  thee  with  their  proud  brig^ 

Thou  ask'st  a  fearful  spell ! 
Tet  say,  fh»n  ahrine  or  dim  sepulchral  hall. 
What  kingly  vision  shall  obey  my  call  t 
The  deep  grave  knowa  it  w^ ! 

"  Wouldst  thou  behold  earth's  conquerors  I  shall 

they  pass 
Before  thee,  flushing  all  the  Magic  Glass 

With  triumph's  long  array  t 
Speak  !  and  those  dweUers  of  the  marble  vm. 
Robed  for  the  feast  of  victory,  shall  retum. 

As  on  their  proudest  day. 

"  Or  wouldst  thou  look  i^Km  the  lords  of  soog  ? 
O'er  the  dark  mirror  that  immortal  throi^ 

Shall  waft  a  solemn  gleam  ! 
Passing,  with  lighted  eyes  and  radiant  brows. 
Under  the  foliage  of  green  laurel-boug^ 

But  silent  as  a  dream."  ' 

"  Not  these,  O  mighty  master ! — though  their  lays 
Be  unto  man's  free  hearty  and  tears,  and  praise, 

HalloVd  for  evermore ! 
And  not  the  buried  conquerors — let  them  sfeep. 
And  let  the  flowery  earth  her  «ff^^Kathw  keep 

In  joy,  from  shore  to  shore  ! 

"  But,  if  the  narrow  house  may  so  be  moved. 
Call  the  bright  shadows  of  the  most  beknred 

Back  from  their  couch  of  rest ! 
That  I  may  learn  if  iktvr  meek  eyes  be  filTd 
With  peace,  if  human  love  hath  ever  stilTd 

The  yearning  human  breast" 

"  Away,  fond  youth  ! — an  idle  quest  is  thine : 
Theat  have  no  trophy,  no  memorial  ahrine  ; 

I  know  not  of  their  place  I 
Midst  the  dim  valleys,  with  a  secret  flow. 
Their  lives,  like  shepherd  reedriiote^  fiont  and 

Have  paaaTd,  and  left  no  tnca^        [few. 
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^  Haply,  begirt  with  Bhadowy  woods  and  hills. 
And  the  wild  sounds  of  melancholy  zills^ 

Their  coveringturf  may  bloom; 
But  ne*er  hath  fiune  made  relics  of  its  flowers — 
Keyerhath  pilgrim  sought  their  household  bowers, 

Or  poet  hail'd  their  tomb." 

**  Adieu,  then,  master  of  the  midnight  spell ! 
Some  voice,  perchance,  by  those  lone  grayee  may 

That  which  I  pine  to  know  1  [tell 

I  haste  to  seek,  from  woods  and  valleys  deep. 
Where  the  beloved  are  laid  in  lowly  sleep. 

Records  of  joy  and  woe." 


CORINNE  AT  THE  CAPITOL. 


**  Lw  tamoM  dolTcnt  penacr  qatl  «■!  dMWo«tttoanrlci«U«i  pea 
d«  Mfti  qui  poiMcnt  valoir  la  plot  obMwv  ▼!•  d'uiM 


ti^'BM 


iMamiM  '* 


Mapambi 


Dauohteb  of  th*  Italian  heaven  ! 
Thou  to  whom  its  fires  are  given. 
Joyously  thy  car  hath  roU'd 
Where  the  conqueror^s  pass'd  of  old ; 
And  the  festal  sun  that  shone 
O'er  throe  himdred  triumphs  gono,^ 
Makes  thy  day  of  glory  bright 
With  a  shower  of  golden  light. 

Now  thou  tread'st  th*  ascending  road 
Freedom's  foot  so  proudly  trode ; 
While,  from  tombs  of  heroes  borne, 
From  the  dust  of  empire  shorn. 
Flowers  upon  thy  graceful  head, 
Chaplets  of  all  hues,  are  shed. 
In  a  soft  and  rosy  rain, 
Touch'd  with  many  a  gem-like  stain. 

Thou  hast  gain*d  the  summit  now ! 
Music  hails  thee  from  below ; 
Music,  whose  rich  notes  might  stir 
Ashes  of  the  sepulchre ; 
Shaking  with  victorious  notes 
All  the  bright  air  as  it  floats. 
Well  may  woman's  heart  beat  high 
Unto  that  proud  harmony  ! 


Now  afieur  it  rolls — ^it 

And  thy  voice  is  heard  to  rise 

&  '•  Hm  trablj  bimdnd  triompfai.**— ByaoM. 


With  a  low  and  lovely  tono. 
In  its  thrilling  power  alone ; 
And  thy  lyre's  deep  silvery  strin^^ 
Touch'd  as  by  a  breeze's  wing. 
Murmurs  tremblingly  at  first» 
Ere  the  tide  of  rapture  burst 

All  the  spirit  of  thy  sky 
Now  hath  lit  thy  large  dark  eye. 
And  thy  cheek  a  flush  hath  caught 
From  the  joy  of  kindled  thought ; 
And  the  burning  words  of  song 
From  thy  lip  flow  £E0t  and  strong; 
With  a  rushing  stream's  delight 
In  the  freedom  of  its  might. 

Radiant  daughter  of  the  sun ! 
Now  thy  living  wreath  is  won. 
Crown'd  of  Rome  1— oh !  art  thou  not 
Happy  in  that  glorious  lott — 
Happier,  happier  fiur  than  thou. 
With  the  laurel  on  thy  brow. 
She  that  makes  the  humblest  hearth 
Lovely  but  to  one  on  earth ! 


THE  RUIN. 

"Oh!  HiailwbMfi  that  magnlflM  Mill  lift, 
MakbiK  a  trath  and  Iwaaty  of  ito  own." 

WononroBTM. 

««Blflhha*gladd«iVtti  dMih  has  HMltflod  tt." 

OvH»  AT  Tatm. 

No  dower  of  storied  song  is  thine, 

0  desolate  abode ! 
Forth  from  thy  gates  no  glittering  line 

Of  lance  and  q>ear  hath  floVd. 
Banners  of  knighthood  have  not  flung 

Proud  drapery  o'er  thy  walls. 
Nor  bugle-notes  to  battle  rung 

Through  thy  resounding  halls. 

Nor  have  rich  bowers  otpUoMounce  here 

By  courtly  hands  been  dress'd. 
For  princes,  from  the  chase  of  deer. 

Under  green  leaves  to  rest : 
Only  some  rose,  yet  lingering  bright 

Beside  thy  casements  lone. 
Tells  where  the  spirit  of  delight 

Hath  dwelt»  and  now  is  gone. 

Tet  minstrel-tale  of  harp  and  aword. 

And  sovereign  beauty's  lot, 
House  of  quench'd  li^t  and  silent  board ! 

For  me  thou  needest  not. 
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It  is  enough  to  know  that  hortf 

Where  thou^tfnlly  I  sUnd, 
Sorrow  and  loye»  and  hope  and  fear. 

Have  link'd  one  kindred  band. 

Thou  bindest  me  with  mighij  apells  t 

— ^A  Bolemnising  breath, 
A  presence  all  around  thee  dwaUa 

Of  human  life  and  death* 
I  need  but  phiok  yon  garden  flower 

From  where  the  wild  weeds  rise. 
To  wake,  with  strange  and  sadden  power, 

A  thousand  sympathies. 

Thou  hast  heard  many  sounds^  thou  haaith ! 

Deserted  now  by  all  I 
Voices  at  eve  here  met  in  mirth 

Which  eve  may  ne'er  recalL 
Youth's  buoyant  step,  and  woman's  tmie^ 

And  childhood's  laughing  ^ee. 
And  song  and  prayer,  have  all  been  known. 

Hearth  of  the  dead!  to  theeu 

Thou  hast  heard  Uessingi  fondly  poor'd 

Upon  the  infimt  head. 
As  if  in  every  fervent  word 

The  living  soul  were  shed; 
Thou  hast  seen  partings,  such  as  bear 

The  bloom  firom  life  away — 
Alas !  for  love  in  changeful  air, 

Where  naught  beloved  can  stay ! 

Hero,  by  the  restless  bed  of  pain. 

The  vigil  hath  been  kept. 
Till  sunrise,  bright  with  hope  in  vain. 

Burst  forth  on  eyes  that  wept; 
Here  hath  been  felt  the  hush,  the  gloom. 

The  breathless  influence,  shed 
Through  the  dim  dwellings  finom  the  room 

Wherein  reposed  the  dead. 

The  seat  left  void,  the  missing  &ce. 

Have  here  been  marked  and  moum'd. 
And  time  hath  fill'd  the  vacant  place, 

And  gladness  hath  retom'd ; 
Till  from  the  narrowing  household  chain 

The  links  dropp'd  one  by  one  I 
And  homewards  hither,  o*er  the  main. 

Came  tho  spring-birds  alone. 

Is  there  not  cause,  then— cause  fbr  thought, 

Fix'd  eye  and  lingering  tread, 
Where,  with  their  thousand  mysteries  franght, 

Even  lowliest  hearts  have  bled? 


Where^  in  ito  everhannting  thint 

For  dxauc^  of  purer  day, 
Han*s  soul,  with  fitfiil  strai^  hath  burst 

The  clouds  thai  wnpt  ita  way  1 

Holy  to  human  nature  seems 

The  long-forsaken  spot — 
To  deep  aflectionH,  tender  diiaam% 

H<^>e8  of  a  bri^^iter  lot  I 
Therefore  in  ailfint  reveienoe  herei. 

Hearth  of  the  dead  1  I  stand. 
Where  joy  and  sorrow,  smile  and 

Have  link'd  one  honadiold  band. 


THE  MINSTER. 

Speak  low !    The  place  is  holy  to  the  breath 
Of  awful  harmonies,  of  wlusper'd  prayer : 

Tread  lightly !— for  the  sanctity  of  deat& 
Broods  with  a  Toiceless  influence  <m  the  ain 

Stem,  yet  serene ! — a  reconciling  spell. 

Each  troubled  Milow  of  the  soul  to  qoelL 

Leave  me  to  linger  silently  awhile ! 

— Not  for  the  light  that  pours  its 
Of  rainbow  glory  down  throng  arch  and 

Km/lling  old  hanneni  into  haughty  gleams. 
Flushing  proud  ahrines,  or  by  some  warrioar^a  tomb 
Dying  away  in  douds  of  goigeous  ^oom : 

Not  for  rich  music,  though  in  triumph  pealing, 
Mighty  as  fbrest«ounds  when  winds  are  high ; 

Nor  yet  for  torch,  and  cross,  and  stole,  revealing 
Through  incense-mistB  their  sainted  pegeantzy,— 

Though  o'er  the  spirit  each  hath  charm  and  power. 

Tet  not  for  ihtu  I  ask  one  lingering  houz. 

But  by  strong  sympathies,  whoee  silver  eotd 
Links  me  to  mortal  weal,  my  soul  is  bound ; 

Thoughts  of  the  human  hearts,  that  here  have 
pour'd 
Their  anguish  forth,  are  with  me  and  around; 

I  look  back  on  the  pangs,  the  burning 

Elnown  to  these  altars  of  a  thousand  yi 


Send  up  a  murmur  fkvm  the  dost,  Bemorse! 

That  hero  hast  boVd  with  ashes  on  thy  bead ; 
And  thou,  still  battling  with  the  tempest's  force — 

Thou,  whoso  bright  spirit  through  aU  time  h&s 
bled— 
Speak,  wounded  Love !  if  penance  here,  or  prayer, 
Hath  laid  one  hanntittg  shadow  of  deqiair  I 
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No  Toice^  no  breath  1 — of  oonflicts  p&st»  no  trace  I 
— ^Doth  not  this  hush  givo  ukww  to  m j  quest  ? 

Surely  the  dread  religion  of  the  place 
By  every  grief  hath  made  its  might  confest ! — 

Oh !  that  within  my  heart  I  could  but  keep 

Holy  to  heaven^  a  spot  thus  pure,  and  still,  and  deep ! 


THE  SONG  OF  NIGHT.^ 


-  o  night, 
AbA  itovm,  and  darkiMM!  7*  an  wendrw  ilrong, 
T««  lofdly  In  your  ilnngth!" 


I  COME  to  thee,  0  Earth ! 
With  all  my  gifts  1 — ^for  every  flower  sweet  dew 
In  bell,  and  urn,  and  chalice,  to  renew 

The  glory  of  its  birth. 

Not  one  which  glimmering  lies 
Far  amidst  folding  hills^  or  forest  leaves, 
But>  through  its  veins  of  beauty,  so  receivee 

A  egini  of  fresh  dyes. 

I  come  with  every  star ; 
Making  thy  streams,  that  on  their  noon-day  track. 
Give  but  the  moss,  the  reed,  the  lily  back. 

Mirrors  of  worlds  a&r. 

I  come  with  peace, — I  shed 
Sleep  through  thy  wood-walks,  o'er  the  honey-bee, 
The  lark's  triumphant  voice,  the  &wn's  young  glee. 

The  hyacinth's  meek  head. 

On  my  own  heart  I  lay 
The  weary  babe ;  and  scaling  with  a  breath 
Its  ^ea  of  love,  send  fairy  dreams^  beneath 

The  shadowing  lids  to  play. 

I  come  with  mightier  things  I 
Who  calls  me  silent  ]    I  have  many  tones — 
The  dark  skies  thrill  with  low  mysterious  moans, 

Borne  on  my  sweeping  winga. 

I  waft  them  not  alone 
From  the  deep  organ  of  the  forest  shades, 
Or  buried  streams,  unheard  amidst  their  glades 

Till  the  bright  day  is  done  ; 

But  in  the  himian  breast 
A  thousand  still  bmall  voices  I  awake, 

1  Saggctted  by  ThorwaldMo's  liM-nUif  of  Kigbt,  icpra- 


Strong,  in  their  sweetness,  from  the  soul  to  shake 
The  mantle  of  its  rest 

I  bring  them  from  the  past : 
From  true  hearts  broken,  gentle  spirits  torn. 
From  cnish'd  aflbctions,  which,  though  long  o'er- 

Make  their  tones  heard  at  last,    [borne, 

I  bring  them  from  the  tomb : 
O'er  the  sad  couch  of  late  repentant  love 
They  pass — though  low  as  murmurs  of  a  dove — 

Like  trumpets  through  the  gloom. 

I  come  with  all  my  train : 
Who  calls  me  lonely  1    Hosts  around  me  tread. 
The  intensely  bright,  the  beautiful,  the  dead — 

Phantoms  of  heart  and  brain  1 

Looks  irojn  departed  eyes. 
These  are  my  lightnings ! — fill'd  with  anguish  vain, 
Or  tenderness  too  piercing  to  sustain. 

They  smite  with  agonies. 

I,  that  with  soft  control. 
Shut  the  dim  violet,  hush  the  woodland  song, 
I  am  the  avenging  one ! — the  arm'd,  the  strong — 

The  searcher  of  the  soul  I 

I,  that  shower  dewy  light  [pest  birth 
Through  slumberingleavesi,  bringstorms — the  tem- 
Of  memory,  thought,  remorse  I    Bo  holy.  Earth ! 

I  am  the  solemn  Night ! ' 

[The  howling  of  th«  wind  at  night  had  a  Yery  pecnliar 
effect  on  her  nenree— nothing  in  the  least  apprQaohing  to  the 
seniation  of  fiMr,  as  Um  were  more  exempt  from  that  daas  of 
alarms  tisaally  called  nerrous ;  but  working  upon  her  tana* 
gination  to  a  degree  whidi  was  alwaya  succeeded  by  a  reaction 
of  fittlgne  and  exhaustioB.  The  eolemn  infinenoes  thus  mys- 
teriously exerdsed  are  aUnded  to  tai  many  of  her  poems,  par- 
ticularly •*  Hie  Song  of  the  Night,"  and  "  The  Yoke  of  the 
Wind."— JfCTMrfr,  p.  M.] 


THE  STORM-PAINTER  IN  HIS  DUNGEON. 

**  WfeMv  ef  fi,  O  ftsrapwlt,  k  Hm  gMl  ? 
An  9«  llks  tkoM  tka*  ■hate  «lw  bosBM  bnMt  ? 
Or  do  jt  And  at  kagth,  Uka  «a(lM.  miim  high  bmI  ? " 

CaiLBB  Haboid. 

Midnight,  and  silence  deep  J 
— ^The  air  is  fill'd  with  sleep. 
With  the  stream's  whisper,  and  the  citron's  breath ; 

s  Pletro  Mnlier,  oaDed  U  Tempesta,  from  his  sorprisiag 


MBted  oader  the  form  of  a  winged  Cmale  flgun,  with  two      pictaree  of  stormii    **  Bis  composttions,"  snys  Lanrl,  *'  in- 
tnfimts  asleep  hi  her  arms.  '  ^ire  B  real  horror,  preeeatiog  to  our  ^yes  death-devoted  shffs 
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The  fix'd  and  solemn  stars 
Gleam  through  my  dimgeon-bars — 
Wake,  rushing  winds  I   this  breezelcss  calm  is 
death! 

Ye  watch-fires  of  the  skies ! 

The  stillness  of  your  eyes 
Looks  too  intensely  through  my  troubled  soul ; 

I  feel  this  weight  of  rest 

An  earth-load  on  my  breast — 
Wakei  rushing  winds,  awake !  and,  dark  cloudSi  roll ! 

I  am  your  own,  your  child, 

0  ye,  the  fierce,  and  wild, 
And  kingly  tempests  ! — ^wUl  ye  not  arise? 

Hear  the  bold  spirit's  Toice, 

That  knows  not  to  rejoice 
But  in  the  peal  of  your  strong  harmonies. 

By  sounding  ocean-waves. 

And  dim  Calabrian  caves. 
And  flashing  torrents,  I  have  been  your  mate ; 

And  with  the  rocking  pines 

Of  the  olden  Apennines, 
[n  your  dark  path  stood  fearless  and  elate. 

Your  lightnings  were  as  rods, 

That  smote  the  deep  abodes 
Of  thought  and  vision — and  the  stream  gush'd  free ; 

Come !  that  my  soul  again 

May  swell  to  burst  its  chain — 
Bring  me  the  music  of  the  sweeping  sea  ! 

Within  me  dwells  a  flame. 

An  eagle  caged  and  tame, 
7111  call'd  forth  by  the  harping  of  the  blast  ; 

TKm  is  its  triumph's  hour. 

It  springs  to  sudden  power. 
As  mounts  the  billow  o'er  the  quivering  mast 

Then,  then,  the  canvass  o'er. 

With  hurried  hand  I  pour 
The  lava-waves  and  gusts  of  my  own  soul ! 

Kindling  to  fiery  life 

Dreams,  worlds,  of  pictured  strife — 
Wake,  rushing  winds,  awake !  and,  dark  clouds,  roll ! 

Wake,  rise  !  the  reed  may  bend, 
The  shivering  leaf  descend. 
The  forest  branch  give  way  before  your  might ; 

orertaksii  by  tempests  and  darlmess— fired  by  lightning— 
now  rising  on  the  mountain-waTe,  and  again  submerged  In 
the  abyss  of  ocean.**    During  an  Imprisonment  of  five  yean 


But  I,  your  strong  compeer, 
Coll,  summon,  wait  you  hero — 
Answer,  my  spirit ! — ^answer,  storm  and  night ! 


THE  TWO  VOICES. 

Two  solenm  Voices,  in  a  frmeral  strain. 

Met  as  rich  sunbeams  and  dark  bursts  of  rain  . 

Meet  in  the  sky : 
"  Thou  art  gone  hence  !"  one  sang ;  "  our  light  is 

flown. 
Our  beautiful,  that  secm'd  too  much  our  own 

Ever  to  die ! 

"  Thou  ai-t  gone  hence  ! — our  joyous  hills  among 
Never  again  to  pour  thy  soul  in  song, 

When  spring-flowers  rise ! 
Never  the  friend's  familiar  step  to  meet 
With  loving  laughter,  and  the  welcome  sweet 

Of  thy  glad  eyes." 

''Thou  art  gone  home,  gone  homef*  then,  iiigb 

and  clear. 
Warbled  that  other  Voice.    "  Thou  host  no  tear 

Again  to  shed ; 
Never  to  fold  the  robe  o'er  secret  pain ; 
Never,  weigh'd  down  by  memory's  clouds,  again 

To  bow  thy  head. 

"  Thou  art  gone  home  I  0  early  crown'd  and  blest ! 
Where  could  the  love  of  that  deep  heart  find  rest 

With  aught  below  1 
Thou  must  have  seen  rich  dream  by  dream  decay; 
All  the  bright  rose-leaves  drop  from  lifo  away— 

Thrice  bless'd  to  go  !" 

Yet  sigh'd  again  that  breeze-like  Voice  of  grief— 
"Thou  art  gone  hence  !  Alas,  that  aught  so  brief 

So  loved  should  be ! 
Thou  takest  our  summer  hence ! — ^the  flower,  the 
The  music  of  our  being,  all  in  one,  [tone, 

Depart  with  thee ! 

'*  Fair  form,  young  spirit,  morning  vision  fled ! 
Canst  thou  be  of  the  dead,  the  awful  dead — 
The  dark  unknown  1 


in  Genoa,  the  pictures  which  he  painted  in  his  dungeon  irert 
marked  by  additional  power  and  gloom.— See  LAmrt  BUbrv 
q^  Painting,  translated  by  Roecoe. 
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Yee  !  to  the  dwelling  where  no  footsteps  fall, 
Never  again  to  light  up  hearth  or  hall. 
Thy  smile  is  gone  V* 

"Home;,  homer  once  more  the  exulting  Voice 

arose: 
"  Thou  art  gone  home  ! — ^from  that  divine  repose 

Never  to  roam  I 
Never  to  say  farewell,  to  weep  in  vain. 
To  read  of  change,  in  eyes  beloved,  again — 

Thou  art  gone  home ! 

"  By  the  bright  waters  now  thy  lot  is  cast — 
Joy  for  thee,  happy  friend  1  thy  bark  hath  past 

The  rough  sea's  foam  1 
Now  the  long  yearnings  of  thy  soul  are  still'd, 
Home !  home ! — ^thy  peace  is  won,  thy  heart  is  fill'd  : 

Thou  art  gone  home ! 


THE  PAKTING  SHIP. 


A  guttering  iblp.  that  hath  th«  ptads 

OfooMUi  fbr  h«r  own  domain.**       Woumwobtm. 


Go,  in  thy  glory,  o'er  the  ancient  sea. 
Take  with  thee  gentle  winds  thy  sails  to  swell; 

Sunshine  and  joy  upon  thy  streamers  be. 
Fare  thee  well,  bark  !  fSeurewell ! 

Proudly  the  flashing  billow  thou  hast  cleft, 
The  breeze  yet  follows  thee  with  cheer  and  song ; 

Who  now  of  storms  hath  dream  or  memory  left? 
And  yet  the  deep  is  strong  1 

But  go  thou  triumphing,  while  still  the  smiles 
Of  summer  tremble  on  the  water's  breast ! 

Thou  shalt  be  greeted  by  a  thousand  isles. 
In  lone,  wild  beauty  drest. 

To  thee  a  welcome  breathing  o'er  the  tide. 
The  genii  groves  of  Araby  shall  pour ; 

Waves  that  enfold  the  pearl  shall  bathe  thy  side. 
On  the  old  Indian  shore. 

Oft  shall  the  shadow  of  the  palm-tree  lie 
O'er  glassy  bays  wherein  thy  sails  are  furl'd. 

And  its  leaves  whisper,  as  the  winds  sweep  by. 
Tales  of  the  elder  world. 

Oft  shall  the  burning  stars  of  southern  skies. 
On  the  mid-ocean  see  thee  chain'd  in  sleep, 

A  lonely  home  for  human  thou^^ts  and  ties, 
Between  the  heavens  and  deep. 


Blue  seas  that  roll  on  goi^geous  coasts  renown'd. 
By  nightshallsparkle  wherethy  prowmakes  way; 
Strange  creatures  of  the  abyss  that  none  may 
In  thy  broad  wake  shall  play.  [sound. 

From  hiUs  imknown,  in  mingled  joy  and  fear. 
Free  dusky  tribes  shall  pour,  thy  flag  to  mark; — 

Blessings  go  with  thee  on  thy  lone  career  ! 
Hail,  and  fieurewoU,  thou  bark  ! 

A  long  fiirewell  I    Thou  wilt  not  bring  us  back 
All  whom  thou  bearest  fitr  from  home  and 
hearth: 

Many  are  thine,  whose  steps  no  more  shall  track 
Their  own  sweet  native  earth  ! 

Some  wilt  thoti  leave  beneath  the  plantain's  shade. 
Where  through  the  foliage  Indian  suns  look 
bright; 

Some  in  the  snows  of  wintry  regions  laid. 
By  the  cold  northern  light 

And  some,  far  down  below  the  sounding  wave. 

Still  shall  they  lie,  though  tempests  o'er  them 
sweep; 
Never  may  flower  be  strewn  above  their  grave, 

Never  may  sister  weep  I 

And  thou, the  billoVsqueen — evcnthyproud  form 
On  ourglad  sight  no  more  perchance  may  swell ; 

Yet  God  alike  is  in  the  calm  and  storm — 
Fare  thee  well,  bark  !  farewell ! 


THE  LAST  TREE  OF  THE  FOREST. 

Whibpeb,  thou  Tree,  thou  lonely  Tree, 
One,  where  a  thousand  stood  I 

Well  might  proud  tales  be  told  by  thee, 
Last  of  the  solemn  wood  ! 

Dwells  there  no  voice  amidst  thy  boughs. 
With  leaves  yet  darkly  green  1 

Stillness  is  round,  and  noontide  glows — 
Tell  12S  what  thou  hast  seen. 

"  I  have  8«en  the  forest-shadows  lie 
Where  men  now  rei^  the  com  ; 

I  have  seen  the  kingly  chase  rush  by 
Through  the  deep  glades  at  mom. 

**  With  the  glance  of  many  a  gallant  spear^ 
And  the  wave  of  many  a  plume, 
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And  the  bounding  of  a  hnndxed  deer. 
It  has  lit  the  woodland'ftc^ooin. 

"  I  have  seen  the  knight  and  hiatnin  lide  past, 

With  his  banner  borne  on  high ; 
0*er  all  my  leaves  there  was  brightnes  cart 

From  his  gUmming  ^gnoxxglif, 

**  The  pilgrim  al  my  feet  hath  laid 
His  palm-branch  midst  the  flowen^ 

And  told  his  beads,  and  meeUy  pray'd. 
Kneeling,  at  vesper  horns. 

**  And  the  merry  men  of  wild  and  ^eo^ 

In  the  green  array  they  wore, 
Have  feasted  here,  with  the  red  wine's  cheer. 

And  the  hmiter^s  song  of  yore. 

''And  the  minstrel,  resting  in  my  shads^ 

Hath  made  the  forest  ring 
With  the  lordly  tales  of  the  hi^  Gmsade, 

Once  loved  by  chief  and  king. 

"  But  now  the  noble  forms  are  gone 

That  walked  the  earth  of  old ; 
The  soft  wind  has  a  mournful  tone. 

The  sunny  light  looks  cold. 

''  There  is  no  glory  left  us  now 

Like  the  glory  vdth  the  dead ; 
I  would  that,  where  they  slumber  low. 

My  latest  leaves  were  shed  !" 

0  thou  dark  tree,  thou  lonely  tree^ 

That  moumest  for  the  past ! 
A  peasant's  home  in  thy  shades  I  see. 

Embower  d  froui  ever  blast. 

A  lovely  and  a  mirthfiil  sound    * 

Of  laughter  meets  mine  ear ; 
For  the  poor  man's  children  sport  aiound 

On  the  turf,  with  naught  to  fear. 

And  roses  lend  that  cabin's  wall 

A  happy  summer^ow : 
And  the  open  door  stands  free  to  all. 

For  it  recks  not  of  a  foe. 

And  the  village  bells  are  on  the  breese 

That  stirs  thy  lea^  daric  tree  ! 
How  can  I  mourn,  midst  things  like  these, 

For  the  stormy  past,  with  thee  ] 


THESTREAlia 


*«  TiM  poww,  tb*  baoftsr,  sad  Um 
TiMfc  kad  tkair  bMSta  la  did*  or  piay 
Or  fcc«i*  %sr  dow  aknHB,  or  pcU4r 


dqilte;  an 
laUMaith«ri 
dotkoMda 


OrelMB 
BatiUntk* 


Te  have  been  holy,  0  founts  and  floods ! 
Te  of  the  ancient  and  solemn  woodsy 
Te  that  are  bom  of  the  valleys  deep. 
With  the  water-flowers  on  yoor  breast  aslasm 
And  ye  that  gosh  from  the  aoimding  cavea — 
HalloVd  have  been  your  wares. 

HaDow'd  by  man»  in  his  dreams  of  old. 
Unto  beings  not  c^this  mortal  mould — 
Viewless,  and  deathless,  and  wondrous  powen^ 
Whose  voice  he  heard  in  his  lonely  hoars. 
And  sought  with  its  £EUicied  sound  to  stOl 
The  heart  earth  could  not  filL 

Therefore  the  flowen  of  bright  sommen  gone, 
0*er  your  sweet  waters,  ye  streams!  werethrowi 
Thousands  of  gifts  to  the  sonny  sea 
Have  ye  swept  along,  in  yoor  wanderings  tnt. 
And  thriU'd  to  the  nrannur  of  many  a  tow — 
Where  all  is  silent  now  ! 

Nor  seems  it  strange  that  the  heart  hath  been 
So  link'd  in  love  to  your  margins  green  ; 
That  still,  though  ruin'd,  your  early  shrines 
In  beauty  gleam  through  the  southern  vine^ 
And  the  ivied  chapels  of  colder  skies 
On  your  wild  banks  arise. 

For  the  loveliest  scenes  of  the  glowing  earth 
Are  those,  bright  streams!  where  your  springs  bar 

birth; 
Whether  their  cavem'd  murmur  fiUs, 
With  a  tone  of  plaint,  the  hollow  hiU% 
Or  the  glad  sweet  laugh  of  tiieir  healthful  flow 
Is  heard  midst  the  hamletB  low. 

Or  whether  ye  gladden  the  desert  sands 
With  a  joyous  music  to  pilgrim  bandsi. 
And  a  flash  from  nnder  some  anciefnt  rocft:,  [flee 
Where  a  shepherd  king  mig^  hava  watoh'd  I 
Where  a  few  lone  palm-trees  lift  their  heads» 
And  a  green  acacia  spnada. 

Or  whether,  in  bright  old  lands  renown'd. 
The  laurels  thrill  to  yoor  finttom 
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And  the  shadow,  flung  from  the  Qredan  pine» 
Sweeps  vrith  the  breeze  o'er  your  gleaming  line. 
And  the  tall  reeds  whisper  to  your  wares^ 
Beside  heroic  grayes. 

Voices  and  lights  of  the  lonely  plaoe  1 
By  the  fresheat  fern  your  path  we  trace ; 
By  the  brightest  oupa  on  the  emerald  moas^ 
Whose  &iry  gobleta  the  turf  emboM ; 
"Bj  the  rainbow-glancing  of  inaeot  winga^ 
In  a  thousand  mazy  rings. 

There  sucks  the  bee,  for  the  ridiest  flowere 
Are  all  your  own  through  the  summer  hoiirs ; 
There  the  proud  stag  his  £ur  image  knows, 
Traced  on  your  glass  beneath  alder^Mughs; 
And  the  halpyon's  breast^  like  the  skiea  array'd, 
Qleams  through  the  willow  8had& 

But  the  wild  sweet  tales  that  with  elves  and  fays 
Peopled  your  banks  in  the  olden  days^ 
And  the  memory  left  by  departed  love 
To  yo\ir  antique  founts  in  glen  and  grove, 
And  the  glory  bom  of  the  poef  s  dreams — 

Tkae  are  yo\ir  charms,  bright  streams  ! 

Kow  is  the  time  of  your  flowery  rites 
Qone  by  with  its  dances  and  yo\mg  delights : 
From  your  marble  urns  ye  have  burst  away. 
From  your  diapel-cells  to'  the  laughing  day ; 
Low  lie  your  altars  with  moss  o'ergrown, 
And  the  woods  again  are  lone. 

Tet  holy  still  be  your  living  springs. 
Haunts  of  all  gentle  and  gladsome  things  ! 
Holy,  to  converse  with  nature's  lore. 
That  gives  the  worn  spirit  its  youth  once  more. 
And  to  silent  thoughts  of  the  love  divine, 
iffftlring  the  heart  a  shrine  ! 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WIND. 


•«  Tk««  u  Bothtag  IB  tk*  vldt  w«cld  M  Uk*  tk*  T«iM  of  »  i^t." 

Oh!  manyavoioeisthine^thouWindl  fullmany 
a  voice  is  thine  1 

From  every  scene  thy  wing  o'ersweeps  thou  bear^st 
a  soimd  and  sign ; 

A  minstrel  wild  and  strong  thou  art,  with  a  mas- 
tery all  thine  own. 

And  the  spirit  is  thy  harp,  0  Wind  !  that  gives 
the  answering  tone. 


Thou  hast  been  across  red  fields  of  war,  whero 

shivered  helmets  lie. 
And  ihou  bringest  thenoe  the  thrilling  note  of  a 

clarion  in  the  sky ; 
A  rustling  of  proud  banner-folds,  a  peal  of  stormy 

drums, — 
All  these  are  in  thy  music  met,  as  when  a  leader 

comes. 

Thou  hast  been  o'er  solitary  seas,  and  from  their 

wastes  brought  back 
Each  noise  of  waters  that  awoke  in  the  mystery 

of  thy  track — 
The  chime  of  low,  soft^  southern  waves  on  some 

green  palmy  shore. 
The  hollow  roll  of  distant  suiige,  the  gather'd 

billowa^  roar. 

Thou  art  come  from  forests  dork  and  deep,  thou 

mighty  rushing  Wind  I 
And  thou  bearest  all  their  unisons  in  one  full  swell 

combined; 
The  restless  pinee^  the  moaning  stream,  all  hidden 

things  and  fr«e, 
Of  the  dim,  old,  sounding  wilderness,  have  lent 

their  soul  to  thee. 

Thou  art  come  from  cities  lighted  up  for  the  con- 
queror passing  by. 

Thou  art  wafting  from  their  streets  a  sound  of 
haughty  revelxy; 

The  rolling  of  triumphant  wheels^  the  harpings  in 
the  hall,  [&1L 

The  fa]>o£r  shout  of  nraltitudes,  are  in  thy  rise  and 

Thou  art  come  from  kingly  tombs  and  shrines, 

from  ancient  minsters  vast, 
Through  the  dark  aisles  of  a  thousand  years  thy 

lonely  wing  hath  pass'd; 
Thou  hast  caught  the  anthem's  billowy  swell,  the 

stately  dirge's  tone. 
For  a  chie^  with  sword,  and  shield,  and  helm,  to 

his  place  of  slumber  gone. 

Thou  art  come  fh>m  long-fbrsaken  homes,  wherein 

our  young  days  flew. 
Thou  hast  found  sweet  voices  lingering  there,  the 

loved,  the  kind,  the  true ; 
Thou  callest  back  those  melodies*  though  now  all 

changed  and  fled — 
Be  stUl,  be  still,  and  haunt  us  not  with  music  from 

the  dead! 
Aro  all  these  notesint^  wild  wind  1  these  many 

notes  in  tku  T 
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For  in  our  own  mi&thom'd  Bonis  their  fount  must 

surely  be; 
Yds!  buried,  butunsleepingytft^rethouc^twatohes, 

memory  lies, 
From  whose  deep  urn  the  tones  are  pour*d  through 

all  earth's  harmonies. 


THE  VIGIL  OF  ARMS.I 

A  SOUNDING  step  was  heard  by  night 

In  a  church  where  the  mighty  slept. 
As  a  m^-clad  youth,  till  moming^s  light, 

Midst  the  tombs  his  vigil  kept. 
He  walk'd  in  dreams  of  power  and  &me. 

He  lifted  a  proud  bright  eye. 
For  the  hours  were  few  that  withheld  his  name 

From  the  roll  of  chivalry. 

Down  the  moonlit  aisles  he  paced  alone. 

With  a  free  and  stately  tread ; 
And  the  floor  gave  back  a  muffled  tone 

From  the  couches  of  the  dead : 
The  silent  many  that  round  him  lay. 

The  crown*d  and  helm*d  that  were. 
The  haughty  chiefs  of  the  war  array — 

Each  in  his  sepulchre ! 

But  no  dim  warning  of  time  or  fieite 

That  youth's  flush'd  hopes  could  chill ; 
He  moved  through  the  trophies  of  buried  state 

With  each  proud  pulse  throbbing  stilL 
He  heard,  as  the  wind  through  the  chancel  sung, 

A  swell  of  the  trumpet's  breath ; 
He  look'd  to  the  baimers  on  high  that  hung, 

And  not  to  the  dust  beneath. 

And  a  royal  masque  of  splendour  seem'd 

Before  him  to  imfold ; 
Through  the  solemn  arches  on  it  stream'd. 

With  many  a  gleam  of  gold : 
There  were  crested  knight,  and  goigeous  dame. 

Glittering  athwart  the  gloom ; 
And  he  follow'd,  till  his  bold  step  came 

To  hie  warrior-fiither's  tomb. 

But  there  the  still  and  shadowy  might 

Of  the  monumental  stone. 
And  the  holy  sleep  of  the  soft  lamp's  light 

That  over  its  quiet  shone, 

1  The  candidate  for  knigfatfaood  was  under  the  neoeadty 
•f  keeping  watch,  the  night  befiine  Us  inauguration,  in  a 
chnrdi,  and  completelv  anned.  This  was  called  '*  the  Yigil  of 
Anns.- 


And  the  image  of  that  sire,  who  died 

In  his  noonday  of  renown — 
These  had  a  power  unto  which  the  pride 

Of  fiery  life  bow'd  down. 

And  a  spirit  from  his  early  years 

Came  back  o'er  his  thoughts  to  moTe, 
Till  his  eye  was  fill'd  with  memoiy's  tears, 

And  his  heart  with  childhood's  loTe ! 
And  helook'd,  witha  changeinhis  nofUming  ^an 

To  the  armour  o*er  the  grave — 
For  there  they  hung,  the  shield  and  lance. 

And  the  gauntlet  of  the  brave. 

And  the  sword  of  many  a  field  was  there. 

With  its  cross  for  the  hour  of  need. 
When  the  knight'sboldwaiKayhath  snnkin  pnj 

And  the  spear  is  a  broken  reed ! 
— ^Hush !  did  a  breeze  through  the  armovir  sigl 

Did  the  folds  of  the  banner  shake  t 
Not  so ! — ^from  the  tomb's  dark  myBtezy 

There  seem'd  a  voice  to  break ! 

He  had  heard  that  voice  bid  clarions  blow. 

He  had  caught  its  last  bleasing^B  braath — 
Twas  the  same — but  its  awful  sweetness  now 

Had  an  imder-tone  of  death  ! 
And  it  said — "  Tho  sword  hath  conqaa-'d  king* 

And  the  spear  through  realms  hath  pass'd ; 
But  the  cross,  alone,  of  all  these  things* 

Might  aid  me  at  the  last" 


THE  HEART  OF  BRUCE  IN  MELROSE 

ABBEY. 

Heart  !  that  didst  press  forward  still,* 

Where  the  trumpet's  note  rang  shrill. 

Where  the  knightly  swords  were  crossing 

And  the  plumes  like  sea-foam  tossing, 

Leader  of  the  charging  spear. 

Fiery  heart ! — and  liest  thou  here  f 

Hay  this  narrow  spot  inum 

Aught  that  so  could  beat  and  bom  I 

Heart !  that  lovedst  the  daiion*8  bkst. 

Silent  is  thy  place  at  last ; 

Silent — save  when  early  bird 

Sings  where  once  the  mass  was  beard  ; 


*  "  Now  pass  thoa  forward,  aa  fhoa 
Douglas  wffl  foOow  thee  or  die!"— with 
tbrewfrom  liim  the  heart  of  Bract  into 
the  Moors  of  Spain. 


wost,  a 
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Sflent — Baye  when  breeze's  moan 
Comes  through  flowers  or  firetted  stone ; 
And  the  wild-rose  waves  around  thee. 
And  the  long  dark  grass  hath  bound  thee« 
— Sleep*8t  thou,  as  the  swain  might  sleep. 
In  his  nameless  valley  deep  1 

No  I  brave  heart !  though  cold  and  lone, 
Kingly  power  is  yet  thine  own ! 
Feel  I  not  thy  spirit  brood 
O'er  the  whispering  solitude  1 
Lo  I  at  one  hi^  thought  of  thee. 
Fast  they  rise,  the  bold,  the  firee. 
Sweeping  past  thy  lowly  bed. 
With  a  mute,  yet  stately  tread. 
Shedding  their  pale  armour's  light 
Forth  upon  the  breathless  night, 
Bending  every  warlike  plume 
In  the  prayer  o*or  saintly  tomb. 

Is  the  noble  Douglas  nigh, 
Arm'd  to  follow  thee,  or  die  ? 
Now,  true  heart !  as  thou  wert  wont 
Pass  thou  to  the  peril's  front ! 
Where  the  banneivspear  is  gleaming, 
And  the  battle's  red  wine  streaming. 
Till  the  Paynim  quail  before  thee. 
Till  the  cross  wave  proudly  o'er  thee. 
— ^Dreams  1  the  fidling  of  a  leaf 
Wins  me  from  their  splendours  brief; 
Dreams,  yet  bright  ones  1  scorn  them  not, 
Thou  that  seek'st  the  holy  spot; 
Nor,  amidst  its  lone  domain. 
Call  the  faith  in  relics  vain ! 


NATURE'S  FAKEWELL. 

"Hm  bcMttflil  li  faoiah'd,Mid  rtiuna  not." 

ObtoiBeB'a  '*  Walhmldn." 

A  YOUTH  rode  forth  from  his  childhood's  home. 
Through  the  crowded  paths  of  the  world  to  roam ; 
And  the  green  leaves  whispex^d,  as  he  pass'd, 
"  Wherefore,  thou  dreamer !  away  so  fiist  ? 

"Knew*Bt  thou  with  what  thou  art  parting  here. 
Long  wouldst  thou  linger  in  doubt  and  fear; 
Thy  heart's  light  laughter,  thy  sunny  hours. 
Thou  hast  left  in  our  shades  with  the  springes 
wild  flowers. 

"Under  the  arch  by  our  mingliTig  made, 
Thou  and  thy  brother  have  gaily  play'd ; 


Te  may  meet  again  where  ye  roved  of  yore, 
But  as  ye  havt  met  there — oh !  never  more  !** 

On  rode  the  youth — and  the  boughs  among, 
Thus  the  fr«e  birds  o'er  his  pathway  sung : 
"  Wherefore  so  fiist  unto  life  away  1 
Thou  art  leaving  for  ever  thy  joy  in  our  lay ! 

"  Thou  may'st  oome  to  the  summer  woods  again. 
And  thy  heart  have  no  echo  to  greet  their  strain; 
Aflur  from  the  foliage  its  love  will  dwell — 
A  change  must  pass  o'er  thee.  Farewell,  farewell  T- 

On  rode  the  youth — and  the  founts  and  streams 
Thus  mingled  a  voice  with  his  joyous  dreams : 
"We  have  been  thy  playmates  through  many  a  day, 
Wherefore  thus  leave  us  T — ohl  yet  delay! 

"  Listen  but  once  to  the  sound  of  our  mirth ! 
For  thee  'tis  a  melody  passing  from  earth; 
Never  again  wilt  thou  find  in  its  flow 
The  peace  it  could  once  on  thy  heart  bestow. 

"Thou  wilt  visit  the  scenes  of  thy  childhood's  glee, 
With  the  breath  of  the  world  on  thy  spirit  fr-ee ; 
Passion  and  sorrow  its  depths  will  have  stirr'd. 
And  the  singing  of  waters  be  vainly  heard. 

"Thou  wilt  bear  in  our  gladsome  laugh  no  part — 
What  should  it  do  for  a  burning  heart  t 
Thou  wilt  bring  to  the  banks  of  our  freshest  rill, 
Thirst  which  no  fountain  on  earth  may  stilL 

"  Farewell ! — ^whenthou  comest  again  to  thine  own. 
Thou  wilt  miss  fit>m  our  music  its  loveliest  tone; 
Mournfully  true  is  the  tale  we  tell — 
Tet  on^  fiery  dreamer  I  fiurewell,  fiu^well !" 

And  a  something  of  g^oom  on  his  spirit  weigh'd 
As  he  caught  the  last  sounds  of  his  native  shade; 
But  he  knew  not,  till  may  a  bright  spell  broke. 
How  deep  were  the  oiudes  Nature  spoke ! 


THE  BEINGS  OF  THE  MIND. 


**  TIN  bdagi  oTCht  mind  art  sol  ofdajr  { 
K— tl>Hy  Iminortal,  Uicy  erMto 
And  mnttlplr  la  «•  a  brlfhtar  mjr* 
And  mors  bdovad  tsMcnot;  Uiat  whieh  Fat« 
PiolriMto  to  dmn  mb,  la  thii  o«r  itete 
OfiBortal  bondafls.'*  Bramc 

Comb  to  me  with  your  triumphs  and  your  woes, 
Te  fornis^  to  life  by  ^orious  poets  brought  1 
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I  Bit  alone  vith  flowers^  and  Ternal  boughi^ 

In  ihe  deep  shadow  of  a  Toioelefla  thought; 
Midst  the  glad  music  of  the  spring  alone, 
And  sorrowful  for  tiaions  that  are  gone  1 

Come  to  me !  make  yovir  thrilling  whiqpen  heard, 
Te,  by  thoee  masters  of  the  soul  endowed 

With  life,  and  love,  and  many  a  burning  word. 
That  bursts  from  grief  like  lightningfromadoud. 

And  smites  the  heart,  till  all  its  chords  reply. 

As  leaves  make  answer  when  the  wind  sweeps  by. 

Come  to  me !  visit  my  dim  haunt ! — ^the  sound 
Of  hidden  springs  is  in  the  grass  beneath ; 

The  stock-dove's  note  above ;  and  all  around. 
The  poesy  that  with  the  violet's  breath 

Floats  through  the  air,  in  rich  and  sudden  streams. 

Mingling,  like  music,  with  the  soul's  deep  dreams. 

Friends,  ftiendsl — ^forsuchtomyloneheartyeare — 
Unchanging  ones  I  from  idioee  immortal  eyee 

The  glory  melts  not  as  a  wamng  star. 
And  the  sweet  kindness  never,  never  dies ; 

Bright  dkildren  of  the  bardl  o'er  this  green  deU 

Pass  onoe  again,  and  light  it  with  your  spell  I 

Imogen!  £sdrfldelel  meekly  blendui^ 
In  patient  grief,  "  a  smiling  with  a  sigh ; "  ^ 

And  thou,  Cordelia!  fiuthful  daughter,  tending 
That  sire,  an  outcast  to  the  bitter  sky ; 

Thou  of  the  soft  low  voice  I — ^thou  art  not  gone ! 

Still  breathes  for  me  its  fidnt  and  flute-like  tone. 

And  come  to  me ! — sing  me  thy  willow-strain. 
Sweet  Desdemonal  with  the  sad  surprise 

In  thy  beseeching  glance,  where  still,  though  vain, 
Undimm'd,  unquenchable  affsction  lies; 

Come,  bowing  thy  young  head  to  wrong  and  scorn. 

As  a  frail  hyacinth  by  showers  o'erbome. 

And  thou,  too,  fair  Ophelia !  flowers  are  here. 
That  well  might  win  thy  footstep  to  the  spot — 

Pole  cowslips,  meet  for  maiden's  early  bier, 
And  pansies  for  sad  thoughts,' — but  needed  not ! 

Como  with  thy  wreaths,  and  all  the  love  and  light 

In  that  wild  eye  still  tremulously  bright 

And  Juliet,  vision  of  the  south !  enshrining 
All  gifts  that  unto  its  rich  heaven  belong ; 

The  glow,  the  sweetness,  in  its  rose  combining, 
The  soul  its  nightingales  pour  forth  in  song, 

»  "NoWyh«yoka« 

A  amiUng  with  &  •igii."-4?viaUiiira. 


Thou,  making  death  deep  joy! — bul  conkTif  thoa 

diet 
Ko ! — thy  yoimg  love  hath  immortality  1 

From  earth's  bright  fiioes  fidee  the  light  of  mom. 
From  earth's  glad  voices  drops  the  jojooa  tone ; 

But  ye,  the  children  of  the  soul,  were  bom 
Deathle8l^  and  for  undying  love  alone ; 

And,  0  ye  beantiful  i  'tis  well,  how  weDy 

In  the  soul's  worlds  with  you,  where  diange  is 
not,  to  dwell  1 


THE  LTHETS  LAMENT. 


"Alarg*  Ijivhaaff  In  aa  op«dagof(hti 
nMUaoboIy  moite  to  UMwlnd— bat  no  luuDAn  brfi^^ 


III 


I  to  bo 


A  DEKP-TONED  lyre  hung  miurmuring 

To  the  wild  wind  of  the  sea ; 
"  0  melancholy  wind,"  it  sigh'd, 

"What  would  thy  breath  with  mel 

"  Thou  canst  not  wake  the  spirit 

That  in  me  slumbering  lies, 
Thou  strikeat  not  forth,  th'  electric  five 

Of  buried  melodies. 

"  Wind  of  the  dark  sea-waters  1 
Thou  dost  but  sweq>  my  strings 

Into  wild  gusts  of  moumfiilnees. 
With  the  rushing  of  thy  wings. 

"  But  the  spell — the  gift — ^the  lightning — 

Within  my  frame  concealed. 
Must  I  moulder  on  the  rock  away 

With  their  triimiphs  unreveal'dl 

"  I  have  power,  high  power,  for  freedom 

To  wake  the  burning  soul ! 
I  have  sounds  that  through  the  ft»ft»^"t  hills 

Like  a  torrent's  voice  might  rolL 

"  I  have  pealing  notes  of  victoiy 

That  might  welcome  kings  from  war ; 

I  have  rich,  deep  tones  to  send  the  wail 
For  a  hero's  death  a&r. 

"  I  have  chords  to  lift  the  psaan 
From  the  temple  to  the  sky, 

s  "  JUmTt  panslM  for  jnoo— that's  for  thoi^fii*' 
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Full  m  the  forest-unisons 
When  sweeping  winds  are  high. 

**  And  love — for  love's  lone  sorrow 

I  haye  aooente  that  might  swell 
Through  the  summer  air  with  the  rose's  breath, 

Or  the  violet's  faint  fiurewell : 

"  Soft — spiritoal — ^moumfdl — 

Sighs  in  each  note  enshrined — 
But  who  shall  call  that  sweetness  fortht 

Thou  can'st  not»  ooean-wind  1 

**  I  pass  without  my  glory, 

Forgotten  I  decay — 
Where  is  the  touch  to  give  me  life  1 

—Wild,  fitful  wind,  away  r 

So  sigh'd  the  broken  music 

That  in  gladness  had  no  part — 
How  like  art  thou,  neglected  Lyre  \ 

To  many  a  human  heart  1 


TASSO'S  CORONATION.! 

A  erown  ofTtolovy  I  alriamphttl  MMf ! 
Ohl  obS  MOM  MMd,  «pon  wboM  pl^ytaf  hfM 
Th»  waftfy  OB*  BMj  ealmly  rink  to  r«il  I 
JM  tooM  kind  Toicv,  tMsId*  hla  kmly  eooeh* 
Poor  Um  iMt  prayv  Ibr  morUl  afony  I 

A  TEUMPvr'B  note  is  in  the  sky,  in  the  glorious 

Roman  sky. 
Whose  dome  hath  rung,  so  many  an  age,  to  the 

voice  of  victory ; 
There  is  crowding  to  the  Ci^tol,  the  imperial 

streets  along, 
For  again  a  conqueror  must  be  crown'd — a  kingly 

child  of  song : 

Yet  his  chariot  lingers, 
Tet  around  his  home 
Broods  a  shadow  silently. 
Midst  the  joy  of  Rome. 

A  thousand,  thousand  laurel  boughs  are  waving 
wide  and  &r, 

To  shed  out  their  triumphal  gleams  around  his 
rolling  car; 

A  thousand  haunts  of  olden  gods  have  given  their 
wealth  of  flowers. 

To  scatter  o'er  his  path  of  fione  bright  hues  in  gem- 
like showers. 

1  Taao  died  at  Rome  on  tht  diy  btfbn  tluU  appoliitod  (br 
hii  corooatton  in  Um  Capitol. 


THE  BETTER  LAND. 

"  I  HEAR  thee  speak  of  the  better  land. 
Thou  call'st  its  children  a  happy  band ; 
Mother  1  oh,  where  is  that  radiant  shore  1 
Shall  we  not  seek  it,  and  weep  no  morel 


Peace !    Within  his  chamber 

Low  the  mighty  lies — 

With  a  cloud  of  dreams  on  his  noble  brow. 

And  a  wandering  in  his  ejw. 

Sing,  sing  for  him,  the  lord  of  song — for  him^ 

whose  rushing  strain 
Li  mastery  o'er  the  spirit  sweeps,  like  a  strong 

vrind  o'er  the  main  t 
Whose  voice  lives  deep  in  burning  hearts,  for  ever 

there  to  dwell. 
As  fiill-toned  oraoles  are  shrined  in  a  temple  s 

holiest  celL 

Tes  1  for  him,  the  victor. 
Sing— but  low,  sing  low ! 
A  soft,  sad  Mtwrvrs  chant 
For  a  soul  about  to  go ! 

The  sun,  the  sun  of  Italy  is  pouring  o'er  his  way. 
Where  the  old  three  himdred  triumphs  moved,  a 

flood  of  golden  day ; 
Streaming  through  every  haughty  arch  of  the    \ 

CsBBSifl^  past  renown — 
Bring  forth,  in  that  exulting  light,  the  conqueror 

for  his  crown  ! 

Shut  the  proud,  bright  sunshine 
From  the  fading  sight  t 
There  needs  no  ray  by  the  bed  of  death. 
Save  the  holy  taper's  light 

The  wreath  is  twined — the  way  is  strewn>-the 

lordly  train  are  met— 
The  streets  are  hung  with  coronals — why  stays 

the  minstrel  yett 
Shout !  as  an  army  shouts  in  joy  around  a  royal 

chief — 
Bring  forth  the  bard  of  chivalry,  the  bard  of  love 

and  grief  1 

Silence  !  forth  we  bring  him, 

In  his  last  array ; 

From  love  and  grief  the  fineed,  the  flown — 

Way  for  the  bier  I — ^make  way ! 
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Is  it  where  the  flower  of  the  onngo  blows, 
And  the  fire-flies  glance  through  the  myrtle 
boughs r 
— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child  !" 

"  Is  it  where  the  feathery  palm-trees  rise, 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  1 
Or  midst  the  green  islands  of  gUtteiing  seaa^ 
Where  finagrant  forests  perfume  the  breese. 
And  strange,  bright  birds  on  their  stany  wings 
Bear  the  rich  hues  of  all  glorious  things  t" 
— "  Not  there>,  not  there,  my  child  T 


"  Is  it  fSar  away,  in  some  region  old. 
Where  the  rivers  wander  o'er  sands  of  gold  ? — 
Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  ruby  shine^ 
And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  secret  mine. 
And  the  pearlgleamsforthfromthecoralstrand 
Is  it  there,  sweet  mother  !  that  better  land  ^** 
— "  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child  I 

"  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy  1 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  deep  songs  of  joy ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  world  so  &ir — 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  enter  there : 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom. 
For  beyond  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb. 
It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child  1" 


THE  WOUNDED  EAGLE. 

Eagle  I  this  is  not  thy  sphere  I 
Warrior-bird  !  what  seek'st  thou  here  ? 
Wherefore  by  the  fountain's  brink 
Doth  thy  royal  pinion  sink] 
Wherefore  on  the  violet's  bed 
Lay'st  thou  thus  thy  drooping  head  ] 
Thou,  that  hold'st  the  blast  in  scorn. 
Thou,  that  wear'st  the  wings  of  mom  ! 

Eagle  !  wilt  thou  not  arise  1 
Look  upon  thine  own  bright  skies ! 
Lift  thy  glance  I  the  fiery  sun 
There  his  pride  of  place  hath  won  ! 
And  the  moimtain  lark  is  there. 
And  sweet  sound  hath  fill'd  the  air ; 
Hast  thou  left  that  realm  on  high  ] 
— Oh  !  it  can  be  but  to  die  I 

Eagle  1  eagle  !  thou  hast  bow'd 
From  thine  empire  o'er  the  cloud  ! 
Thou,  that  hadst  ctherial  birth, 
Thou  hast  stoop'd  too  near  the  earth. 


And  the  hunter's  shaft  hath  found  thee^ 
And  the  toils  of  death  have  bound  thee ! 
— ^Wherefore  didst  thou  leave  thy  plaoe^ 
Creature  of  a  kingly  race  1 

Wert  thou  weary  of  thy  thnme  > 
Was  thy  sky's  dominion  lone  1 
Chill  and  lone  it  well  might  be, 
Tet  that  mighty  wing  was  free ! 
Now  the  chain  is  o'er  it  cast, 
From  thy  heart  the  blood  flows  fiust^ 
— Woe  for  gifted  souls  and  high  I 
Is  not  such  thtir  destiny  1 


SADNESS  AND  MIRTH. 

"  Nay.  Omt  wild  flto  ofoiioaTb'd  laogliUr 
AUiwait  Uke  gloomj  tenor  of  your  mindp 
At  it  hM  lowcr'd  of  IMa.  to  k0M]y  CM*, 
Uiwaited  MflfB,  and  itiaaci. 

Ota,  DoUdaf  itTanga! 
INd'flt  thoa  ne'er  ae«  the  awallow**  tcartag  hwanT, 
Winging  ttae  air  Iwaeath  ■nna  nnrky  dood. 
In  the  ionn'd  gUxapeea  ofa  troabied  day, 
Bliivar  In  Mlrery  brlghtacM  ? 
Or  hoatrnan^  oar,  a*  Thrld  Bghfaaing,  flaih 
In  the  fUnt  gleam,  that,  like  a  ■pbtti  pach. 
Tracks  tlw  itin  water*  of  iome  MiUen  lake  ? 

OgmtUMaiidl 
Cltid*  net  hermlrth,  wlM  yaiterdagr  waa  Md, 
And  may  be  ao  to-morrow !  "  Joasou  BAitua. 

Te  met  at  the  stately  feasts  of  old. 
Where  the  bright  wine  foam'd  over  sculpturedgold; 
Sadness  and  Mirth  !  ye  were  mingled  there 
With  the  sound  of  the  lyre  in  the  scented  air ; 
As  the  cloud  and  the  lightning  are  blent  on  high, 
Ye  mix'd  in  the  gorgeous  revelxy. 

For  there  hung  oer  those  banquets  of  yore  a  glooDir 
A  thought  and  a  shadow  of  the  tomb ; 
It  gave  to  the  flute-notes  an  imder-tone. 
To  the  rose  a  colouring  not  its  own. 
To  the  breath  of  the  myrtle  a  mournful  power- 
Sadness  and  Mirth  !  ye  had  each  your  dower  ! 

Ye  met  when  the  triumph  swept  proudly  by. 
With  the  Roman  eagles  through  the  sky  ! 
I  know  that  even  then,  in  his  hour  of  pride. 
The  soul  of  the  mighty  within  him  died ; 
That  a  void  in  his  bosom  lay  darkly  still. 
Which  the  music  of  victory  might  never  fill ! 

Thou  wert  there,  0  Mirth  !  swelling  on  the  shoui. 
Till  the  temples,  like  echo-caves,  rang  out ; 
Thine  were  the  garlands,  the  songs,  the  wine— 
All  the  rich  voices  in  air  were  thine, 


The  incense^  the  sunshine — ^but»  Sadnega^  thy  part, 
Deepest  of  all,  was  the  victor  s  heart ! 

Te  meet  at  the  bridal  with  flower  and  tear; 
Strangely  and  wildly  ye  meet  by  the  bier  t 
As  the  gleam  from  a  sea-bird's  white  wing  shed 
Crosses  the  storm  in  its  path  of  dread ; 
As  adiige  meets  the  breese  of  a  sommer  sky — 
Sadness  and  Mirth  I  so  ye  come  and  fly  ! 

Ye  meet  in  the  poet's  haunted  breast. 
Darkness  and  raiobow,  alike  its  guest  I 
When  the  breath  of  the  violet  is  out  in  spring, 
When  the  woods  with  the  wakening  of  music  ring. 
O'er  his  dreamy  spirit  your  cunents  pass. 
Like  shadow  and  sunlight  o'er  mountain  grass. 

When  will  your  parting  be.  Sadness  and  Mirth  1 
Bright  stream  and  dark  one !  Oh,  never  on  earth! 
Never  while  triumphs  and  tombs  are  so  near. 
While  death  and  love  walk  the  same  dim  sphere, 
While  flowers  unfold  where  the  storm  may  sweep, 
While  the  heart  of  mania  ft  soundless  deep  1 

But  there  smiles  a  land«  0  ye  troubled  pair ! 
Where  ye  have  no  part  in  the  summer  air : 
Far  from  the  breathings  of  changeful  skies, 
Over  the  seas  and  the  graves  it  lies ; 
Where  the  day  of  the  lightning  and  doud  isdone. 
And  joy  reigns  alone,  as  the  lonely  sun  1 


THE  NIGHTINGALE'S  DEATH^ONG. 


'  WlIM  da  BMh  dn  KadiUfBlka  fragm, 

DtoBttiMlHivolto 
nieh  anltaektoQ  la  4m 

—Nor  to  iMif  ri«  ItobUo, 


MouBNTULLT,  sLog  moumfiilly, 

And  die  away,  my  heart ! 
The  rose,  the  glorious  rose  is  gone, 

And  I,  too,  will  depart 

The  skies  have  lost  their  splendour. 
The  waters  changed  their  tone, 

And,  wherefore,  in  the  &ded  worlds 
Should  music  linger  on  ? 

Where  is  the  golden  sunshine, 
And  whore  the  flower^mp's  glow  1 

And  where  the  joy  of  the  dancing  leaves. 
And  the  fountain's  laughing  flow  ] 


A  voice,  in  every  whisper 
Of  the  wave,  the  bough,  the  air. 

Comes  asking  for  the  beautiful. 
And  moaning,  "Where,  oh  1  where?" 

Tell  of  the  brightness  parted. 
Thou  bee,  thou  lamb  at  play  1 

Thou  lark,  in  thy  victorious  mirth  !, 
— ^Are  ye,  too,  pass'd  away  1 

Mournfully,  sing  mournfully ! 

The  royal  rose  is  gone : 
Melt  from  the  woods,  my  spirit !  melt 

In  one  deep  fiurewell  tone  1 

Not  so  ! — swell  forth  triumphantly 
The  full,  rich,  fervent  strain  1 

Hence  with  young  love  and  life  I  go, 
In  the  summer^s  joyous  train. 

With  sunshine,  with  sweet  odour, 

With  every  precious  thing, 
Upon  the  last  warm  southern  breeze 

My  soul  its  flight  shall  wing. 

Alone  I  shall  not  linger. 

When  the  days  of  hope  are  past, 
To  watch  the  frdl  of  leaf  by  leaf. 

To  wait  the  rushing  blast 

Triumphantly,  triumphantly  1 

Sing  to  the  woodsy  I  go  1 
For  me,  perchance,  in  other  lands, 

The  glorious  rose  may  blow. 

The  sky's  transparent  asure. 
And  the  greensward's  violet  breath. 

And  the  dance  of  light  leaves  in  the  wind. 
May  there  know  naught  of  death. 

No  more,  no  more  sing  mournfully ! 

Swell  high,  then  break,  my  heart ! 
With  love,  the  spirit  of  the  woods, 

With  summer  I  depart ! 


THE  DIVER. 


«t 


Tbqr  iMtfn  la  nflbftef  wkAl  tlwy 


Thou  hast  been  where  the  rocks  of  coral  grow. 
Thou  hast  fou^^t  with  eddying  waves ; — 

Thy  cheek  is  pale,  and  thy  heart  beats  low. 
Thou  searcher  of  ocean's  caves  1 


2n 
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Thou  hast  look'd  on  the  gleammg  wnlih  of  old. 
And  wrecks  where  the  bimTe  hsve  Btriven : 

The  deep  is  a  strong  and  ft  fesHul  held. 
But  thou  its  bar  hast  riven  ! 

A  wild  and  weary  life  k  thine — 

A  wasting  task  and  lone^ 
Though  treasiure^rotB  far  thee  mij  ahSne^ 

To  all  besides  unknown  I 


A  weary  life  !  but  a  swift  decsy^ 
Soon,  soon  shall  set  thee  free ; 

Thou'rt  passing  &8t  from  thy  toils  aw^. 
Thou  wrestler  with  the  sea  1 


In  thy  dim  eye,  on  thy  hoDow  dhedc. 

Well  are  the  deaih-sigDB  read — 
Gk> !  for  the  peari  in  its  cayem  seek^ 

Ere  hope  and  power  be  fled  1 

And  bright  in  beant/s  oaronal 

That  glistening  gem  shall  be  ; 
A  star  to  all  in  the  festire  hall — 

But  who  will  think  on  tftec  f 

None  ! — as  it  gleams  frtMn  the  queen-like  head. 

Not  one  midst  throngs  will  say, 
''  A  life  hath  been,  like  a  raindrop,  shed 

For  that  pale,  quivering  ray  I  ^ 

Woe  for  the  wealth  thus  dearly  bought ! 

— And  are  not  those  like  thee, 
Who  win  for  earth  the  gems  of  though  ? 

0  wrestler  with  the  sea  ! 

Down  to  the  gul&  of  the  soul  they  go. 
Where  the  passion-fountains  bum. 

Gathering  the  jewels  fiir  below 
From  many  a  buried  urn  : 

Wringing  from  lava-yeins  the  fire. 
That  o'er  bright  words  is  poured ; 

Learning  deep  sounds,  to  make  the  lyre 
A  spirit  in  each  chord. 

But,  oh  !  the  price  of  bitter  tears 

Paid  for  the  lonely  power 
That  throws  at  last,  o*cr  desert  years, 

A  darkly  glorious  dower  1 

Like  flower^seeds,  by  the  wild  wind  spread. 
So  radiant  thoughts  are  strewed ; 

— The  soul  whence  those  high  gifts  are  shed 
May  fiednt  in  solitude  ! 


And  who  will  think,  when  the  stndn  i 
Till  a  thouaand  hearta  are  stin'd. 

What  life-drops,  from  the  minstrd  wnm& 
Have  guah'd  with  ereiy  wovdl 


Noae^  none  1 — his  treanzes  live  like 
Bt  strivea  and  dies  like  thee ; 

»Thoa,  that  hast  been  to  the  peaif  8 
0  wrestler  with  the  sea  1 


THE  REQUIEM  OF  QENIUSl 


No  team  for  thee ! — thooghU^t  ba  from  va 
With  thy  scPollB  radiance,  bri^  y«t  rmAmm 

No  tears  for  thee  I 
They  thai  lmv«  loved  an  exile,  nrasi  not 
To  see  him  parting  Ibr  his  native  boame 

0*er  the  dark 


All  the  high  music  of  thy  qnrit  here 
Breathed  but  the  language  of  another  ^>1mr% 

IJneoho'd  loond ; 
And  strange,  thou^  sweet;  aa  midat  our 
Some  half-remembet'd  strain  of  Paradise 

Might  sadly  sound. 


D 


Hast  thou  been  answei'd  ? — thou,  that  frt)m  the   i 

night,  I 

And  from  the  Toices  of  the  tempest's  might,  | 

And  frx>m  the  past,  I 

Wert  seeking  still  some  ocade's  reply,  ! 
To  pour  the  secrets  of  man's  destiny 

Forth  on  the  blast ! 

Hast  thou  been  answei'd)— thou,  that  tbrou^  the   • 

gloom,  I 

And  shadow,  and  stem  sflenee  of  the  tomb^ 

A  cry  didst  send. 
So  passionate  and  deep  1 — ^to  pierce,  to  moTe^ 
To  win  back  token  of  unburied  loTe 

From  buried  fHend  I 


I 


And  hast  thou  found  where  Hving 

Thou  that  didst  pine  amidst  us  in  the  thirst 

Of  feveiMlrBams  I 
Are  the  true  fountains  thine  ftir  everanva? 
0  lured  so  long  by  shining  mista  thai 

The  light  of  streams  f 
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Speak  !  is  it  well  with  thee  1    We  call,  as  Hum, 
With  thy  lit  e je,  deep  voice,  and  kindled  brow, 

Wert  wont  to  call 
On  the  departed  !    Art  thou  bles8*d  and  free  ? 
— ^Alas  1  the  lips  earth  covers  oven  to  thee 

Were  silent  all  I 

Tet  shall  our  hope  rise  fium'd  by  quenchleegs  fidth, 
As  a  flame,  foster'd  by  some  warm  wind's  breath. 

In  light  upsprings : 
Freedsoulofsong!  yes, thou  hastfonndthesought; 
Borne  to  thy  home  of  beauty  and  of  thought, 

On  morning's  wings. 

And  we  will  dream  it  is  (Ay  joy  we  hear. 
When  life's  young  music,  ringing  fiir  and  clear, 

0  erflows  the  sky. 
Ko  tears  for  thee  I  the  lingering  gloom  is  ours — 
Thou  art  for  conyerse  with  all  glorious  powers, 

Never  to  die  I 


TRIUMPHANT  MUSIC 

**  Taetto,  taoato,  O  •aonl  irlonfluiti 
Bianf  Uat«  in  nuao  '1  oor  chs  lum  poo  libcrani. 

J 

Whxbefobb  and  whither  bear'st  thou  up  my  spirit. 
On  eagle  wings,  through  every  plume  that  thrilll 

It  hath  no  crown  of  victory  to  inherit — 
Be  still,  triumphant  harmony  !  be  still ! 

Thine  are  no  sounds  for  earth,  thus  proudly  swell- 
Into  rich  floods  of  joy.    It  is  but  pain        [ing 

To  mount  so  high,  yet  find  on  hi^  no  dwelling, 
To  sink  so  &&t,  so  heavily  again  1 

Nosoundsforearthi  Tee, to  youngohieftain dying 
On  his  own  battle-field,  at  set  of  son, 

With  his  freed  country's  banner  o'er  him  flying, 
Well  mightst  thou  speak  of  fiime's  high  guerdon 
won. 

No  sounds  for  earthi  Yes,  for  the  martyr,  leading 
Unto  victorious  death  serenely  on  ; 

For  patriot  by  his  rescued  altars  bleeding, 
Thou  hast  a  voice  in  each  majestic  tone. 

But  speak  not  thus  to  one  whose  heart  is  beating 
Against  life's  narrow  bounds  in  conflict  viin  ! 

For  power,  fbr  joy,  hig^  hope^  and  n^torous 

greetings  [strain ! 

Thou  wakest  lone  thint— b«  hush'd,  exalting 


Be  hush'd,  or  breathe  of  grief ! — of  exile  yearnings 
Under  the  willows  of  the  strangerndiore ; 

Breathe  <^  the  soul's  untold  and  restless  burnings 
For  looks,  tones,  footsteps,  that  return  no  more. 

Breathe  of  deep  love — a  lonely  vigil  keeping 
Through  the  nightrhours,  o'er  wasted  wealth  to 
pine ;  [heaping 

Rich  thoughts  and  ssd,  like  &ded  rose-leaves. 
In  the  shut  heart,  at  once  a  tomb  and  shrine. 

Or  pass  as  if  thy  spixitiiotes  came  sighing 
IVom  worlds  beneath  some  blue  Elysiaa  sky ; 

Breathe  of  repose,  the  pure,  the  brigfat^  th*  un- 
dying— 
Of  joy  no  more — ^bewildering  harmony  t 


SECOND-SIGHT. 


"  K«>r  •R'd  tk*  ftropbct-lHVt  ihat  grtof  laipiMd, 
Tbooilk  Joy'fe  OltuUms  moek  Uwir  ▼otarial.''— Matoxik. 

A  MOUBuruL  gift  is  mine,  0  friends  ! 

A  mournful  gift  is  mine  ! 
A  murmur  of  the  soul  which  blends 

With  the  flow  of  song  and  wine. 

An  eye  that  through  the  triumph's  hour 

Beholds  the  coming  woe. 
And  dwells  upon  the  fhded  flower 

Midst  the  rich  summer's  glow. 

Te  smile  to  view  feir  &ce8  bloom 
Where  the  father's  board  is  spread ; 

I  see  the  stillnees  and  the  gloom 
Of  a  home  whence  all  are  ^ed. 

I  see  the  wither'd  garlands  lie 

Forsaken  on  the  earth. 
While  the  lamps  yet  bum,  and  the  dancers  ^ 

Through  the  ringing  hall  of  mirth. 

I  see  the  blood-red  ftitore  stain 

On  the  warrior's  goxgeous  crest ; 
And  the  bier  amidst  the  bridal  train 

When  they  come  with  roses  drest 

I  hear  the  still  small  moan  of  time 
Through  the  ivy  branches  made. 

Where  the  palace,  in  its  glory's  prime. 
With  the  sunshine  standi  smy'd 
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The  thunder  of  the  seas  I  hear^ 

The  shriek  along  the  wave. 
When  the  bark  sweeps  forth,  andsoogand  cheer 

Salute  the  parting  brave. 

With  every  breeae  a  Q>irit  sends 

To  me  some  warning  sign, — 
A  mournful  gift  is  mine«  0  friends ! 

A  mournful  gift  is  mine ! 

O  prophet-heart !  thy  grie(  thy  power. 

To  all  deep  souls  belong — 
The  shadow  in  the  sunny  hour. 

The  wail  in  the  mirthful  song. 

Their  sight  is  all  too  sadly  dear — 

For  them  a  veil  is  riven ; 
Their  piercing  thoughts  repose  not  here, 

Their  home  is  but  in  heaven. 


Ohl  who  shall  say  to  a  spirit 

"  TKert  lies  the  pathway  of  bhas  for  thaeV 


THE  SEA-BIRD  FLYING  INLAKD. 

«*  Tk7  P^tl^  I*  "^  *•  oaiM  {— wham  thoa  ui  blMt 
Ky^ixH  would  bakwttlMr;  mloc  own  grtef 
la  la  mine  «7ai  a  ridier,  holter  thine. 
Than  aS  Uay  happin— .** 

Hath  the  summer's  breath  on  the  south-wind  borne. 
Met  the  dark  seas  in  their  sweeping  scorn! 
Hath  it  lured  thee,  bird !  from  their  sounding  caves 
To  the  river  shores  where  the  osier  waves  1 

Or  art  thou  come  on  the  hills  to  dwell. 
Where  the  sweet-voiced  echoes  have  many  a  cell? 
Where  the  moss  bears  print  of  the  wild-deer's  tread, 
And  the  heath  like  a  royal  robe  is  spread  1 

Thou  hast  done  well,  0  thou  bright  sea-bird  ! 
There  is  joy  where  the  song  of  the  lark  is  heard, 
With  the  dancing  of  waters  through  copse  and  dell. 
And  the  bee's  low  tune  in  the  fox-glove's  belL 

Thou  hast  done  well :  oh !  the  seas  are  lone. 
And  the  voice  they  send  up  hath  a  mournful  tone  ; 
A  mingling  of  dirges  and  wild  fisirewells. 
Fitfully  breathed  through  its  anthem  swells. 

The  proud  bird  rose  as  the  words  were  said — 
The  rush  of  his  pinion  swept  o'er  my  head. 
And  the  glance  of  his  eye,  in  its  bright  disdain, 
Spoke  him  a  child  of  the  haughty  main. 

He  hath  flown  from,  the  woods  to  the  ocean's  breast, 
To  his  throne  of  pride  on  the  billow's  crest 


THE  SLEEPER. 

Oh!  lightly,  lighUy  tread ! 

Aholy  thing  is  sleep. 
On  the  worn  spirit  shed. 

And  eyes  that  wake  to  weep. 

A  holy  thing  from  heaven, 

A  gracious  dewy  doud, 
A  covering  mantlA  given 

The  weaiy  to  enshroud. 

Oh !  lightiy,  lij^tiy  tread ! 

Revere  the  pale  stiU  brow. 
The  meekly  drooping  head. 

The  long  hair's  willowy  flow. 

Ye  know  not  what  ye  do. 
That  call  the  slumberer  back 

From  the  world  unseen  by  you 
Unto  life's  dim,  £uLed  track. 

Her  soul  is^^  away. 

In  her  childhood's  land  perdmnce^ 
Where  her  young  sisters  play. 

Where  shines  her  mother's  glano& 

Some  old  sweet  native  sound 

Her  spirit  haply  weaves ; 
A  harmony  profound 

Of  woods  with  all  their  leaves ; 

A  murmur  of  the  sea, 

A  laughing  tone  of  streams : — 
Long  may  her  sojourn  be 

In  the  music-land  of  dreams ! 

Each  voice  of  love  is  there. 
Each  gleam  of  beauty  fled. 

Each  lost  one  still  more  £ur — 
Oh  !  lighUy,  lightly  tread  ! 


THE  MIRROR  IN  THE  DESERTED  HALL 

O  DIM,  forsaken  mirror  f 
How  many  a  statdy  throng 
Hath  o'er  thee  gleam'd,  in  vanish'd  hours 
Of  the  wine-cup  and  the  song  ! 
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The  Bong  hath  left  no  echo ; 
The  bright  wine  hath  been  qnafTd ; 
And  hush'd  is  eveiy  silTery  voice 
That  lightly  here  hath  laugh'd. 

0  mirror — lonely  mirror  I 
Thou  of  the  silent  hall  1 
Thou  hast  been  flush'd  with  beauty's  bloom- 
Is  this,  too,  Tanish'd  all  1 

It  is,  with  the  scattered  garlands 
Of  triumphs  long  ago, 
With  the  melodies  of  buried  lyres^ 
With  the  £Eided  rainbow's  glow. 

And  for  all  the  goigeous  pageants — 
For  the  glance  of  gem  and  plume, 
For  lamp,  and  harp,  and  rosy  wreath. 
And  yase  of  rich  perfume — 

Now,  dim,  forsaken  mirror  ! 
Thou  givest  but  fidntly  back 
The  quiet  stars,  and  the  sailing  moon. 
On  her  solitary  track. 

And  thus  with  man's  proud  spirit 
Thou  tellest  me  'twill  be, 
When  the  forms  and  hues  of  this  world  &de 
From  his  memory,  as  from  thee : 

And  his  heart's  long-troubled  waters 
At  last  in  stillness  lie, 
Beflecting  but  the  images 
Of  the  solemn  world  on  hi^ 


•0  THE  DAUGHTER  OF  BERNARD  BARTON, 

TBI  QUAKER  FOET. 

Hafft  thou  art,  the  child  of  one 

Who  in  each  lowly  flower. 
Each  leaf  that  glances  to  the  sun. 

Or  trembles  with  the  shower; 

In  each  soft  shadow  of  the  sky. 

Or  sparkle  of  the  stream. 
Will  guide  thy  kindling  spirit  s  eye 

To  trace  the  Love  Supreme. 

So  shall  deep  quiet  fill  thy  breast, 
A  joy  in  wood  and  wild; 


And  e'en  for  this  I  call  thee  blesty 
The  gentle  poet's  child  1 


THE  STAR  OF  THE  MINE. 

Fbom  the  deep  chambers  of  a  mine. 

With  heavy  gloom  o'enpread, 
I  saw  a  star  at  noontide  shine 

Serenely  o'er  my  head. 

I  had  not  seen  it  midst  the  glow 

Of  the  rich  upper  day; 
But  in  that  shadowy  world  below. 

How  my  heart  bless'd  its  ray  1 

And  still,  the  feurther  from  my  sight 

Torches  and  lamps  were  borne. 
The  purer,  lovelier,  seem'd  the  light 

That  wore  its  beams  unshorn. 

Oh!  whatislike  that  heavenly  spark? 

— A  friend's  kind,  steadfiist  eye ; 
Where,  brightest  when  the  world  grows  dark, 

Hope,  cheer,  and  comfort  lie  1 


WASHINGTON'S  STATUE. 

tSJfT  raOM  ZMOLAMD  TO  AMmiCA. 

Tes  !  rear  thy  guardian  hero's  fonn 
On  thy  proud  soil,  thou  western  world  ! 

A  watcher  through  each  sign  of  storm. 
O'er  freedom's  flag  unfurl'd. 

There,  as  before  a  shrine,  to  bow. 
Bid  thy  true  sons  their  children  lead : 

The  language  of  that  noble  brow 
For  all  things  good  shall  plead. 

The  spirit  rear'd  in  patriot  fight, 
The  virtue  bom  of  home  and  hearth. 

There  calmly  throned,  a  holy  light 
Shall  pour  o'er  chainless  earth. 

And  let  that  work  of  England's  hand. 
Sent  throuc^  the  blast  and  surge's  roar. 

So  girt  with  tranquil  glory  stand 
For  ages  on  thy  shore ! 

Such,  through  all  time,  the  greetings  bo. 
That  with  the  Atlantic  billow  sweep ! 

Telling  the  mighty  and  the  free 
Of  brothers  o'er  the  deep. 
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jl  thougkbt  of  home  at  sea. 

Td  lone  on  the  waters 
When  eve's  monmfal  bell 

Sends  forth  to  the  sunset 
A  note  of  fiirewell ; 

When,  bonie  vhh  the  shadows 
And  winds  as  they  sweep. 

There  comes  a  fond  memoxy 
Of  home  o'er  the  de^ ; 

When  the  wing  of  the  aearbird 

Is  tam'd  to  her  nest^ 
And  the  thought  of  the  sailor 

To  all  he  loves  best  I 


lis  lone  on  the 

That  hour  hath  a  spell 
To  bring  back  sweet  voices, 

With  words  of  fiurewell  I 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  A  SISTERrlN-LAW. 

We  miss  thy  voice  while  early  flowers  are  blowing, 
And  the  first  flush  of  blossom  clothes  each  bough, 

And  the  spring  sunshine  roimd  our  home  is  growing 
Soft  as  thy  smile:  thoushooldstbewithusnow. 

With  iut  We  wrong  thee  by  the  earthly  thought : 
Could  our  fond  gaze  but  follow  where  thou  art, 

Well  might  the  glories  of  this  world  seem  naught 
To  the  one  promise  given  the  pure  in  heart 

Tet  wert  thou  blest  e*en  here — oh !  ever  blest 
In  thine  own  sunny  thoughts  and  tranquil  faith ! 

The  silent  joy  that  still  o'erfloVd  thy  breast 
Needed  but  guarding  firom  all  change,  by  death. 

So  is  it  sealed  to  peace  I    On  thy  dear  brow 
Never  was  care  one  fleeting  shade  to  cast ; 

And  thy  calm  days  in  brightness  were  to  flow 
A  holy  stream,  untroubled  to  the  last 

Farewell !  thy  life  hath  left  surviving  love 
A  wealth  of  records,  and  sweet  **  feelings  given/* 

From  sorrow's  heart  the  fiuntness  to  remove 
By  whispers  breathing  "less  of  earth  than 
heaven."  ^ 

1  AQading  to  the  I!nea  she  hendf  quoted  bat  an  hour 
before  her  dc*th  :— 


Thus  rests  thy  spirit  sUil  ou  those  with  wbom 
Thy  step  the  path  of  joyous  duty  trode^ 

Biddmg  them  make  an  altar  of  thy  tomli^ 
Where  chasten'dthou^ma^oflEerpcaketoGi] 


TO  AN  OBPHAX. 

Thou  hast  been  lear'd  too  tenderiy. 

Beloved  too  well  and  loo^ 
Watch'd  by  too  many  a  gentle  eye  : 

Now  look  on  life— be  atrang ! 

Too  quiet  seem'd  thy  joys  ibr  duDge, 

Too  holy  and  too  deep ; 
Bright  douds,  throu^sunomeri^es  that 

Seem  ofttimee  thus  to  sleep, — 

To  sleep  in  silvery  stillness  bound. 
As  things  that  ne'er  may  melt; 

Yet  gaxe  again — no  tnce  is  feond 
To  show  thee  whese  they  dwelt 

This  world  hath  no  mora  lofb  to  give 
like  that  which  thon  haat  knoiwxi ; 

Yet  the  hearl  breaks  not — we  survive 
Our  treasures — and  bear  on. 


But  oh  !  too  beautiful  and  blest 
Thy  home  of  youth  hath  been  ! 

Where  shall  thy  win^  poor  bird  !  filid  rest 
Shut  out  from  that  sweet  scene  1 

Kind  voices  from  departed  years 

Must  haimt  thee  many  a  day ; 
Looks  that  will  smite  the  source  of  tears 

Across  thy  soul  must  play. 

Friends — now  the  altered  or  the  dead. 

And  music  that  is  gone, 
A  gladness  o'er  thy  dreams  will  shed. 

And  thou  shalt  wake — alone. 

Alono  !  it  is  in  that  deep  word 

That  all  thy  sorrow  lies ; 
How  is  the  heart  to  oonrage  starred 

By  smiles  from  kindred  eyes  ! 

And  arc  these  lostY — and  have  I  aud 
To  aught  like  thee — be  strong? 

"  Some  feeliDgs  are  to  mortah  gHvn 
With  less  of  earth  in  tbem  thaa  haav^* 
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— So  bid  the  willow  lift  its  head. 
And  brave  the  tempest's  wrong ! 

Thou  reed!  o'er  which  the  storm  hath  pass'd- 

Thou  shaken  with  the  wind  1 
On  one,  one  friend  thy  weakness  csst — 

There  is  but  One  to  bind  I 


HYMN  BY  THE  SICKBED  OP  A  MOTHER 

Fathxk  !  that  in  the  ollreHihade, 
When  the  dark  hour  came  on. 
Didst,  with  a  breath  of  heavenly  aid. 
Strengthen  thy  Son  ; 

Oh  I  by  the  anguish  of  that  nig^t» 

Send  us  down  bless'd  relief; 
Or  to  the  chasten'd,  let  thy  might 
Hallow  this  grief ! 

And  Thou,  that  when  the  stairy  sky 

Saw  the  dread  strife  begun. 
Didst  teach  adoring  £uth  to  cry, 
"ThywiUbedone;" 

^y  thy  meek  spirit,  Thou,  of  all 

That  e'er  have  moum'd,  the  chief — 
Thou  Saviour  1  if  the  stroke  mutt  fall. 
Hallow  this  grief  1 


WHERE  IS  THE  SEA1 

SONO  OF  THE  QaXIX  TSLLSDKBk  DT  XXHJK. 

C  A  Greek  Uhmder,  being  taken  to  the  Tale  of  Temp«,  and 
called  upon  to  admire  ita  beaoty,  only  replied—**  The  mo — 

Where  is  the  seal — ^I  languish  here — 

Where  is  my  own  blue  sea? 
With  all  its  barks  in  fleet  career. 

And  flags,  and  breeses  free  1 

I  miss  that  voice  of  waves  which  first 

Awoke  my  childhood's  glee ; 
The  measured  dhime — the  thundering  burst — 

Where  is  my  own  blue  seal 

Oh  !  rich  your  myrtle's  breath  may  rise. 

Soft)  soft  your  winds  may  be ; 
Yet  my  sick  heart  within  me  dies — 

Where  is  my  own  blue  sea  1 


I  hear  the  shepherd's  mountain  flute^ 
I  hear  the  whispering  tree ; 

The  echoes  of  my  soul  are  mute, 
— ^Where  is  my  owb  blue  seal 


[All  this  time,  her  iuaginatfoa  irae  at  woric  meire  baUy 
than  ever;  new  thooghto  Sod  fresh  fitneies  seemed  to  spring 
op  **aa  wOtoKs  by  the  watOT-oourses:"  and  the  iMility  with 
which  her  lyrics  were  poured  forth,  approached,  in  many  in- 
stances, to  actual  improTisation.  Wh«n  confined  to  her  bed, 
and  unable  to  ose  a  pen,  aht  would  often  employ  the  serrioeB 
of  those  about  her,  to  write  down  what  she  had  eonqrased. 
*'  Fellda  has  just  sent  lor  m*,**  wrote  iMramanwoita  on  one 
of  theee  occasions,  **  with  pencO  and  paper,  to  pat  down  a 
little  song,  (*  'Where  is  the  Sea?*)  which,  she  said,  had  com« 
to  her  like  a  strain  of  music,  whilst  lying  in  the  twili^t  under 
theinfUetionof  abUater;  and  as  I  really  tUnk  *  a  scrap  *  (as 
our  late  eccentric  Tisitor  would  eaU  it)  composed  under  such 
dronmstances,  is,  to  use  the  words  of  Ckdarldga,  a  *  pqrcho- 
logioal  curiosity,'  I  cannot  resist  copying  it  for  you.  It  was 
suggested  by  a  story  she  somewhere  read  lately,  of  a  Greek 
iihmder,  canM  off  to  the  Tale  of  Tempo,  and  pining  amidst 
aU  its  beauties  for  the  sIgiM  and  soond  of  fata  natha  asa.^-^ 
ifMM<r,p.l34.] 


TO  MY  OWN  POKTRAIT. 

How  to  it  that  before  mine  eyes, 

While  gssdng  on  thy  mien, 
AH  my  psst  years  of  life  axise^ 

As  in  a  mirror  seen ) 
What  spell  within  thee  hsih  been  shrined 
To  image  bade  my  own  deep  mindl 

Even  as  a  song  of  other  times 

Om  trouble  memory's  springs ; 
Eren  as  a  sound  of  Tesperchimes 

Can  wake  depsrted  things ; 
Even  as  a  scent  of  vemad  flowers 
Hath  records  firanght  with  yanish'd  hours,— 

Such  power  is  thine  t    They  come,  the  dead. 

From  the  grave's  bondage  firee. 
And  smiling  back  the  changed  are  led 

To  look  in  love  on  thee ; 
And  voices  that  are  music  flown 
Speak  to  me  in  the  heart's  full  tone : 

Till  crowding  thoughts  my  soul  oppress — 
The  thoughts  of  &ippier  years — 

And  a  vain  gush  of  tenderness 
O'erflowB  in  child-like  tesxa; 

A  passion  which  I  may  not  stay, 

A  sudden  fount  that  must  have  way. 
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But  thoo,  the  while— oh !  almost  stnuige, 

Mine  imaged  self  1  it  aeelkia 
That  on  iky  hrow  of  peace  no  diange 

Beflects  mj  own  swift  dreama ; 
Almost  I  marrel  not  to  trace 
Those  lij^ts  and  shadows  in  iky  &08u 

To  see  ikee  calm,  while  powers  thus  deep — 

Affection,  Memory,  Qrief — 
FSss  o'er  my  soul  as  winds  that  sweep 

O'er  a  frail  aqpen  leaf  1 
Oh,  that  the  quiet  of  thine  eye 
Might  sink  there  when  the  storm  goes  by  ! 

Tet  look  thoa  stQl  serenely  on. 

And  if  sweet  friends  there  be 
That  when  my  song  and  soul  are  gone 

Shall  seek  my  form  in  thee, — 
Tell  them  of  one  for  whom  'twas  best 
To  flee  away  and  be  at  rest  1 

[In  the  aotemn  of  1827,  at  the  msent  raqoatt  of  Mr  Akrie 
Watts,  who  was  then  forming  a  gaDoy  of  portzaiti  of  the 
Uring  anthon  of  Gnat  Britain,  Mrs  Hemans  was  praraikd 
npon  to  dt  for  her  pietnrtu  TIm  artM  wlocted  on  thii  ooca- 
•ion  was  Mr  W.  E.  W«t,  an  Amariean  by  birth,  who  had 
paid  tome  timo  in  Ital^,  and  painted  the  hat  lUcenca  erer 
takan  of  Lord  Bjrron,  and  alio  one  of  Madama  Gnieeioil, 
whldi  was  cngraTed  in  ono  of  tlia  annnala.  During  his  iti^^ 
at  RhyHoo,  where  he  remained  for  eome  weelo,  be  finieiied 
three  eeveral  portraits  of  Mrs  Hemana— one  for  Mr  Alaric 
Watts,  one  which  b  now  in  tlia  possession  of  Professor  Norton , 
and  a  tliird,  which  he  meet  conrteoiHly  presented  to  Mrs 
Honans*  sisto',  to  wliom  it  was  eren  then  a  treasure,  and  is 
now  become  one  of  inesttmaUe  Talne.  This  lilrsnesB,  con- 
sidered by  her  £unily  as  the  best  ever  talcen  of  her,  is  the  one 
whidi  suggested  Mrs  Hemans's  affecting  lines,  **  To  my  own 
Portraif  ...  It  b,  however,  only  fair  to  repeat  the 
remarlc  already  made,  and  in  which  all  thoee  who  were  accus- 
tomed to  study  the  play  of  her  fsaturca  must  concur— that 
there  nerer  was  a  countenance  more  difficult  to  transfer  to 
canvass ;  so  varying  were  its  expressions,  and  so  impossible 
is  it  to  be  satisfied  with  the  one  which  can  alone  be  perpetu- 
ated by  the  artist  The  great  charm  of  Mr  WesfH  picture  is 
its  perfect  freedom  from  any  thing  eet  or  constrained  fai  the 
air ;  and  the  sweet,  serious  expression,  so  accordant  with  her 
maternal  character,  which  recaDs  her  own  lines— 
''Mother!  with cUm Mracti ajr* 
Kw  MlowtBff  rikntij ;" 

and  which  made  one  of  her  childreo  rsmark.inglandngfrom 
it  to  the  bust,  executed  boom  years  after  by  Mr  Angus 
Fletcher^—**  The  bust  is  the  poetess,  but  the  picture  is  all 
mctherr^Mewtoir,  p.  129.130.] 


NO  MORR 

No  vMre  /  A  harp-string^s  deep  and  breaking  tone, 
A  last,  low,  summer  breese,  a  fiur-off  swell, 

1  An  engraving  from  Mr  Fletcher's  admirable  bust  foms 
the  lk^ntiq>iece  to  tlie  present  vohnne. 


A  dying  edio  of  ridi  mnstc  gone, 
Breathe  throng^  those  words — ^thoee  mumiuri 
of  &rewell — 

Ko  more ! 

To  dwell  in  peace,  with  home«ifiBotiaiia  boond. 
To  know  the  sweetness  of  a  mother's  rtAoe, 

To  feel  the  spirit  of  her  Ioto  aroond. 
And  in  the  blessing  of  her  eye  rejoice — 

No  more ! 

A  dirge4ike  sound !    To  greet  the  early  friend 
Unto  the  hearth,  hjs  place  of  many  days; 

In  the  g^  song  with  kindred  Iqis  to  blend, 
Orjoin  the  hooseholdlanghter  by  the  blase — 

No  more ! 

Through  woods  that  shadow'domr  first  years  to  rore 
With  all  our  natire  mumc  in  the  air ; 

To  watch  the  sunset  with  the  eyes  we  lore^ 
Andtum,andreadourownheartrsana;wertAa7r— 

No  more  1 

Words  of  despair ! — yet  earth's,  all  earth's  the  woe 
Their  passion  breathes — Hxe  desolately  deep  ! 

That  sound  in  heaven — oh !  image  then  the  flow 
Of  gladness  in  its  tones — to  part^  to  weep- 
No  more  ! 

To  watch,  in  dying  hope,  affection's  wane. 
To  see  the  beautiful  firom  life  depart. 

To  wear  impatiently  a  secret  chain. 
To  waste  the  untold  riches  of  the  heart — 

No  more ! 

Through  long,  long  years  to  seek,  to  strive,  to  yearn 
For  human  love  ^ — and  never  quench  that  thirst; 

To  pour  the  soul  out,  winning  no  return. 
O'er  fragile  idols,  by  delusion  nursed — 

No  more ! 

On  things  that  fidl  us,  reed  by  reed,  to  lean. 
To  mourn  the  changed,  the  fiur  away,  the  dead ; 

To  send  our  troubled  spirits  throng^  the 
Intensely  questioning  for  treasuzea  fled — 

No  more  t 


Words  of  triumphant  music  !    Bear 
The  weight  of  life,  the  chain,  the 

Their  deathless  meaning,  when  our 

To  learn  in  joy, — to  struggle,  to 

No  more ! 

*  **  Jamais,  SamatttJe  ne  serai  aimti 
a  mournful  expression  of  M*ii«rw  de  Stad^ 


we  on 
ena 
aredoac^ 
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THOUGHT  FROM  AN  ITALIAN  POET. 

When  we  mingled  sympathies 

• 

"Passing  away  r 

HEBE  shall  I  find,  in  all  this  fleeting  earth, 

This  worid  of  changes  and  fiirewellSy  a  friend 

Oh  1  if  this  may  be  so, 

lat  will  not  fiul  me  in  his  love  and  worth. 

Speed,  speedy  thoa  bloeing  day  1 

Tender  and  firm,  and  fidthfhl  to  the  end  ? 

How  blest  from  earth's  vain  show 

To  pass  away  1 

T  hath  my  spirit  sought  a  place  of  rest — 

Long  on  vain  idols  its  devotion  shed ; 

me  have  forsaken,  whom  I  loved  the  best, 

And  some  deceived,  and  some  are  with  the  dead. 

THE  ANGIiKRi 

it  ilum,  my  Saviour  I  thou,  my  hope  and  trust, 

«« Iln  IhM*  flowwy  oMada  woold  bai 
ThMa  1 1  jilal  ■fnami  ■tirnlil  tnlairi  im  j 

Faithful  art  thou  when  friends  and  joys  depart; 

To  wImm  ^AimairfAaA  InbkHBC  mriM 

Ach  me  to  lift  these  yearnings  from  the  dust, 

I  with  aajrangU  woold  r^olM  I 

And  fix  on  thee,  th'  Unchanging  One,  my  heart! 

a                                      •                                      • 

▲ad  angU  on,  and  taf  le  hava 

▲  qvM  pa«as>  to  a  wokwaa  giwro.** 

Isaac  WaIiTow 

PAsama  away. 

Thou  that  hast  loved  so  long  and  well 
The  vale's  deep,  quiet  streams, 

'•«  Failing  away  •  is  wililHi  OB  th*  worid,  and  an  tht  iporld 

Where  the  pure  water-lilies  dwell. 

IMMltallM  ** 

Shedding  forth  tender  gleams ; 

It  is  written  on  the  rose. 

And  o'er  the  pool  the  May-fly's  wing 

In  its  glory's  full  array ; 

Olances  in  golden  eves  of  spring  1 

Read  what  those  buds  disclose — 

"Passing  away." 

Oh,  lone  and  lovely  haunts  are  thine ! 

Soft»  soft  the  river  flows. 

It  is  written  on  the  skiee 

Wearing  the  shadow  of  thy  line. 

Of  the  soft  blue  summer  day ; 

The  gloom  of  alder-boughs ; 

It  is  traced  in  sunset's  dyes — 

And  in  the  midst  a  richer  hue, 

"  Passing  away." 

One  glidiBg  vein  of  heaven's  own  blue. 

It  is  written  on  the  trees, 

And  there  but  low  sweet  sounds  are  heard — 

As  thoir  young  leaves  glistening  play. 

The  whisper  of  the  reed. 

And  on  brighter  things  than  these — 

The  plashing  trout,  the  rustling  bird. 

**  Passing  away.** 

The  scythe  upon  the  mead ; 

Tet,  through  the  murmuring  osiers  near. 

It  is  written  on  the  brow 

There  steals  a  step  which  mortals  fSear. 

Where  the  spirit's  ardent  ray 

Lives,  bums,  and  triumphs  now — 

Tis  not  the  stag,  that  comes  to  lave 

"  Passing  away." 

At  noon  his  panting  breast ; 

'Tis  not  the  bittern,  by  the  wave 

It  is  written  on  the  hewrt; 

Seeking  her  sedgy  nest ; 

Alas  !  that  there  Decay 

The  air  is  fill'd  with  summer^s  breath. 

Should  claim  firam  Love  a  part — 

The  young  fiowers  laugh— yet  look  1  'tis  Death  1 

"Passing  away." 

But  if,  where  silvery  currents  rove^ 

Friends,  friends  t — oh !  shall  we  meet 

Thy  heart,  grown  still  and  sage. 

In  a  land  of  purer  day. 

Hath  leam'd  to  read  the  words  of  love 

Where  lovely  things  and  sweet 

That  shine  o'er  nature's  page ; 

Pass  not  away) 

If  holy  thoughts  thy  guests  have  been 

Under  the  shade  of  willows  green ; 

Shall  we  know  each  other's  eyes. 

1  This,  and  the  following  potn,  tiwt  origfaaQj  written  for 

And  the  thou^ts  that  in  them  lay 

a  work  onUtlod  Xtantt'f  lMiv».  •diM  by  Mr  Alario  WatU 
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Then,  lover  of  the  sileiit  hour 

By  deep  lone  waters  paso'd ! 
Thence  hast  thou  drawn  a  faith,  a  power, 

To  cheer  thee  through  the  last ; 
And,  wont  on  brighter  worids  to  dwell, 
May'st  calmly  bid  thy  streams  fioewelL 


DEATH  AND  THE  WARRIOR. 

*'  At,  warrior,  arm  1  and  wear  thy  plume 

On  a  proud  and  fearless  brow  ! 
I  am  the  lord  of  the  lonely  tomb. 

And  a  mightier  one  than  thou  1 

"  Bid  thy  soul's  love  £uewell,  young  chief — 

Bid  her  a  long  fiupewell ! 
Like  the  morning's  dew  shall  pass  that  grief : 

Thou  comest  with  me  to  dwell  I 

"  Thy  bark  may  rush  through  the  foaming  deep, 

Thy  steed  o'er  the  breezy  hill ; 
But  they  bear  thee  on  to  a  place  of  sleep. 

Narrow,  and  oold,  and  ohill  1" 

"Was  the  voice  I  heard  iky  voioe,  0  Death  1 

And  is  thy  day  so  near  1 
Then  on  the  field  shall  my  life's  last  breath 

Mingle  with  victory's  cheer  \ 

"Banners  shall  float,  with  the  trumpet's  note. 

Above  me  as  I  die  ! 
And  the  palm-tree  wave  o'er  my  noble  grave, 

Under  the  Syrian  sky. 

"  High  hearts  shall  bum  in  the  royal  hall* 
When  the  minstrel  names  that  q>ot ; 

And  the  eyes  I  love  shall  weep  my  ML— 
Death,  Death,  I  fear  thee  not  1" 

"Warrior!  thou  bear^st  a  haughty  heart. 

But  I  can  bend  its  pride  I 
How  shouldst  thou  know  that  thy  soul  will  part 

In  the  hour  of  victory's  tidet 

"  It  may  be  far  from  thy  steel-clad  bands 

That  I  shall  make  thee  mine ; 
It  may  be  lone  on  the  desert  sands, 

Where  men  for  fountains  pine  ! 

"  It  may  be  deep  amidst  heavy  chains, 

In  some  deep  Faynim  hold ; 
I  have  slow,  dull  steps  and  lingering  pains 

Wherewith  to  tame  the  bold  ! " 


"  Death,  Death  1  I  go  to  a  doom  unblesti 

If  this  indeed  must  be ; 
But  the  Gross  is  bound  i^>on  my  bress^ 

And  I  msy  not  dirink  for  thae  1 

"  Sound,  dsaon  I  soimd  1 — lor  myvows  svs  gnen 

To  the  cause  of  the  holy  shrine  ; 
I  bow  my  soul  to  the  will  of  heaven, 

0  Death  1— and  not  to  thine  I" 


SONQ  FOR  AN  AIR  BY  HUXHELb 

Oh  1  if  thou  wiH  not  give  thine  hearty 

Give  baok  my  own  to  me; 
For  if  in  thine  I  have  no  part, 

Why  should  mine  dwell  with  thee  1' 

Yet  no  1  this  mouinfol  lore  of  mine 

I  wOl  not  from  me  csst; 
Let  me  but  dream  Will  win  me  thine 

^y  its  deep  truth  at  last  I 

Can  aught  so  fond,  so  fidthful,  live 
Through  years  wi&out  reply  1 

— Oh  !  if  thy  heart  thou  wilt  not  give, 
Give  me  a  though^  a  sigh  I 


TO  TBS 

MEMORY  OF  LORD  CHARLES  MURRAY, 


80ir  ov  nis  stTKS  or  atrolx.,  who  Dun>  iv 

AlVD  LAMSMTrnD  BT  THS  WWOMA  OV 


TKJI  CAISI 


*'  TiflM  oanaot  teach  forgvUhlnaw, 
WImo  grteTi  ftin  hMVt  It  fed  bj 


•— B 


Thou  shouldsfe  have  slept  beneath  the  statelypinee, 
And  with  th'  ancestgcal  trophies  of  thy  race ; 

Thou  that  hast  found,  where  alien  tombs  and 
shrines 
Speak  of  the  past,  a  lonely  dwelling^[>Iaoe  1 

Far  from  thy  brethren  hath  thy  oouoh  been  spread. 

Thou  bright  youi^stranger  midst themic^hty dead! 

Yet  to  thy  name  a  noble  rite  was  given. 
Banner  and  dirge  met  proudly  o'er  thy  grave, 

Under  that  old  and  glorious  Greoiaa  heaven. 
Which  unto  death  so  oft  hath  lit  the  bsave : 

And  thy  dust  blends  with  mould  heroic  there^ 

With  all  that  sanctifies  the  inspiring  air. 

1  TlMfintTeaeof  thbsoogisa  Htaal 
the  Geraaan. 
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Vain  voice  of  &me !  sad  sound  for  those  that  weep ! 

For  her,  the  mother,  in  whose  bosom  lone 
Thy  childhood  dwells — whose  thoughts  a  record 
keep 

Of  smiles  departed  and  sweet  aooents  gone ; 
Of  all  thine  early  giaoe  and  gentle  worth — 
A  vernal  promise,  faded  now  from  earth  I 

But  a  bright  memory  daims  a  proud  regret — 
A  lofty  sorrow  finds  its  own  deep  springs 

Of  healing  balm ;  and  she  hath  treasures  yet 
Whose  soul  can  number  with  love's  holy  things, 

A  name  like  thine  1    Kow^  past  all  doud  or  spot 

A  gem  is  hers,  laid  up  where  change  is  not. 


THE  BROE£N  CHAIK. 

I AU  free ! — ^I  have  burst  through  my  galling  chain, 
The  life  of  young  eagles  is  mine  again; 
I  may  cleave  with  my  bark  the  glad  sounding  sea, 
I  may  rove  where  the  wind  roree — ^my  path  is  finee ! 

The  streams  dash  in  joy  down  the  summer  hill. 
The  birds  pierce  the  depths  of  the  sky  at  will. 
The  arrow  goes  forth  with  the  singing  breeze, — 
And  is  not  my  spiiit  as  one  of  these) 

Oh !  the  green  earth  vrith  its  wealth  of  flowers. 
And  the  voices  that  ring  through  its  forest  bowers. 
And  the  laughing  glance  of  the  founts  that  shine. 
Lighting  the  valleys — ell,  all  are  mine ! 

I  may  urge  through  the  desert  my  foaming  steed, 
,    The  wings  of  the  morning  shall  lend  him  speed ; 


I  may  meet  the  storm  in  its  rushing 

Its  blasts  and  its  lightnings  are  not  more  free  ! 

Captive  !  and  hast  thou  then  rent  thy  diain? 
Art  thou  free  in  the  wilderness,  free  on  the  main? 
Yes !  there  thy  spirit  may  proudly  soar. 
But  must  thou  not  mingle  with  throngs  the  morel 

The  bird  when  he  pineth,  may  hush  his  soog. 
Till  the  hour  when  his  heart  shall  again  be  strong; 
But  thou — canst  thou  turn  in  thy  woe  aside, 
And  weep,  midst  thy  brethren  1  Ko,  not  for  pride. 

May  the  fiery  word  from  thy  lip  find  way,    [dayl 
When  the  thoughts  burning  in  thee  shall  ^ring  to 
May  the  care  that  sits  in  thy  weary  breast 
Look  forth  from  thine  aspect,  the  rerel's  guest  ? 


No  1  with  the  shaft  in  thy  bosom  borne. 
Thou  must  hide  the  wound  in  thy  fear  of  scorn ; 
Thou  must  fold  thy  mantle  that  none  may  see, 
And  mask  thee  with  laughter,  and  say  thou  art  free. 

No  1  thou  art  chain*d  till  thy  race  is  run. 
By  the  power  of  all  in  the  soul  of  one ; 
On  thy  hear^  on  tiiy  lip,  must  the  letter  be — 
Dreamer !  fond  dreamer !  oh,  who  is  free? 


THE  SHADOW  OF  A  FLOWER 

**  L*  n>U»  teOa  qo*  U  moti  noiu  I'a  fldte."— BoMvsr. 

["NeTBrwMaphfloec^csliiMginationaiorBbeapfciftdthan 
that  •xqoiaite  one  of  Kircber,  Diglij,  and  others,  who  dis- 
covered in  the  aabes  of  plante  tiielr  primittTB  fbnnf ,  which 
were  again  ndMd  up  by  the  power  of  heat^  13ie  aabee  of 
roeei,  aaj  they,  wOi  again  i«ffif»  in  xtiiee»  nnwhefsntiiil  and 
unodorileroae ;  they  m  not  roiee  wbid  grow  00  rose-trees, 
but  their  delicate  apparitions,  and,  like  apparitions,  they 
are  seen  but  for  a  moment."— -{Xirfoitfief  ftflAktobun^ 

TwAS  a  dream  of  olden  days 
That  Art,  by  some  strange  power. 

The  visionary  fSozm  could  raise 
From  the  ashes  of  a  flower. 

That  a  shadow  of  the  rose. 
By  its  own  meek  beauty  boVd, 

Might  slowly,  leaf  by  leaf,  unclose. 
Like  pictures  in  a  doud. 

Or  the  hyacinth,  to  grace. 

As  a  second  rainbow,  spring; 
Of  sunmier's  path  a  dreary  trace, 

A  &ir,  yet  mournful  thing  I 

For  the  glory  of  the  bloom 

That  a  flxish  around  it  shed. 
And  the  soul  within,  the  rich  perfume, 

Where  were  they  ?    Fled,  all  fled  I 

Naught  but  the  dim,  faint  line 

To  speak  of  vanished  hours. — 
Memory  t  what  are  joys  of  thine  ? 

— Shadows  of  buried  flowers  ! 


LINES  TO  A  BUTTERFLY  RESTING  ON 

A  SKULL. 

Creatubb  of  air  and  li^t ! 
Emblem  of  that  which  will  not  fiide  or  die  I 
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Wilt  thou  not  speed  thy  flight, 

THE  SUBTERRANEAN  STREA3L 

To  chase  the  south  wind  through  the  glowing  sky? 

What  lures  thee  thus  to  sti^ 

**ThWil*IMM, 

With  silence  and  decay. 

Wlittbtr  do  Uv  Bqr«teteu  «Bttn  MB<  ? 

I1x*d  on  the  wreck  of  cold  mortality  1 

— ThM  tanacHk  mj  Bk." 

Dabklt  thou  glidest  onward. 

The  thoughts  once  chambered  there, 

Thou  deep  and  hidden  wave ! 

Have  gather*d  up  their  treasuree  and  are  gone; — 

The  laughing  sunshine  hath  not  look'd 

Will  the  dust  teU  thee  whero 

Into  thy  secret  cave. 

That  which  hath  buist  the  prison-house  is  flown  ? 

Bise,  nursling  of  the  day  1 

Thy  current  makes  no  music — 

If  thou  wouldst  trace  its  way — 

A  hollow  sound  we  hear. 

Earth  has  no  Yoice  to  make  the  secret  known. 

A  muffled  voice  of  mystciy. 

And  know  that  thou  art  near. 

Who  seeks  the  vanished  bird 

Near  the  deserted  nest  and  broken  shell  T 

No  brighter  line  of  verdure 

Far  thence,  by  us  unheard. 

Follows  thy  lonely  way ; 

He  singSy  rejoicing  in  the  woods  to  dwell : 

No  faiiy  moss,  or  lily's  cup 

Thou  of  the  sunshine  bom. 

Is  freshened  by  thy  play. 

Take  the  bright  wings  of  mom  t 

Thy  hope  springs  heavenward  from  yon  ruin*d  celL 

The  halcyon  doth  not  seek  the^ 

Her  glorious  wings  to  lave; 

Thou  know'st  no  tint  of  the  suznzner  skv. 

Thou  dark  and  hidden  wave ! 

THE  BKLTi  AT  SEA. 

Tet  once  will  day  behold  thee. 

[The  dangerous  idet  eaDed  the  Bell  Rock,  on  the  ooait  of 

When  to  the  mi^ty  sea. 

For&nhire,  used  formerij  to  be  marked  only  byabeD,  which 

Fresh  burstmg  from  their  cavem'd  veins. 

was  10  placed  as  to  be  swung  by  the  motion  of  the  wmTet,  when 
the  tide  rose  above  the  rock.    A  lighthouse  has  dnce  been 

Leap  thy  lone  waters  free. 

erected  there.] 

There  wilt  thou  greet  the  sunshine 

W  HEN  the  tide's  billowy  swell 

For  a  moment,  and  be  lost. 

Had  reach'd  its  height, 

With  all  thy  melancholy  sounds^ 

Then  toll'd  the  rock's  lone  bell 

In  the  ocean's  billowy  host 

Sternly  by  night 

Oh !  art  thou  not,  dark  river ! 

Far  over  cliff  and  suige 

Like  the  fearful  thoughts  untold 

Swept  the  deep  sound. 

Which  haply,  in  the  hush  of  night. 

Making  each  wild  wind's  dixge 

O'er  many  a  soul  have  roU'd  1 

Still  more  profound. 

Those  earth-bom  strange  misgivings — 

Tet  that  funereal  tone 

Who  hath  not  felt  their  power! 

The  sailor  bless'd. 

Tet  who  hath  breathed  them  to  his  firiem 

Steering  through  darknefls  on 

E'en  in  his  fondest  hour  ? 

With  fearless  breast. 

They  hold  no  heartrcommunion. 

£  en  so  may  we,  that  float 

They  find  no  voice  in  son& 

On  life's  wide  sea, 

They  dimly  follow  &r  from  earth 

Welcome  each  warning  note. 

The  grave's  departed  throng. 

Stem  though  it  be  !  ^ 

Wild  is  their  course  and  lonely; 

^  It  may  be  scarcely  necessary  to  remind  the  reader,  that 

And  fruitless  in  man's  breast ; 

Ute  stealing  of  this  bell  by  a  Pfa«te  forms  the  sob)ect  of 

They  come  and  go,  and  leave  no  tneft 

6oiith«j*s  qiirited  ballad,  «*  The  Inchcape  Bock.*' 

Of  their  mysterious  guest 
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Yet  sorely  must  their  wanderings 
At  length  be  like  thy  way; 

Their  shadows,  as  thy  waters,  lost 
In  one  bri^^t  flood  of  day ! 


THE  SILENT  MULTITUDK 


'  For  «•  art  man/  la  our  nBtadM."— La: 


or  Tamo. 

A  lOGHTT  and  a  mingled  throng 

Were  gathered  in  one  spot ; 
The  dwellers  of  a  thousand  homos — 

Yet  midst  them  Toice  was  not 

The  soldier  and  his  chief  were  there — 

The  mother  and  her  ohild : 
The  friends,  the  sisters  of  one  hearth — 

None  spoke — ^none  mored — ^none  smiled. 

• 

There  lovers  met,  between  whose  lives 

Years  had  swept  darkly  by ; 
After  that  heartsick  hope  deferred. 

They  met — ^but  silently. 

You  might  have  heard  the  rustling  leaf. 

The  breeze*s  faintest  sound, 
The  shiver  of  an  insect's  wing, 

On  that  thick-peopled  ground. 

Your  voice  to  whispers  would  have  died 

For  the  deep  quiet's  sake ; 
Your  tread  the  softest  moss  have  sought^ 

Such  stillness  not  to  break. 

What  held  the  countless  multitude 

Bound  in  that  spell  of  peacel 
How  could  the  ever-sounding  life 

Amid  so  many  ceasel 

Was  it  some  pageant  of  the  air — 

Some  glory  high  above, 
That  link'd  and  hush'd  those  human  souls 

In  reverential  love  1 

Or  did  some  burdening  passion's  weight 
Hang  on  their  indrawn  breath  1 

Awe — the  pale  awe  that  freezes  words] 
Fear— the  strong  fear  of  death ! 

A  mightier  thing— Death,  Death  himself 

Lay  on  each  lonely  heartl 
Kindred  were  !!>«>    yit  Jmnniti  all, 


THE  ANTIQUE  SEPULCHRRi 

['*  Let  MTOophAfM  mtaM  cIim  Im  andnu,  ne  mpaOeiit 
qua  del  idte  guorriteee  ou  rfamtet :  on  Toit  dei  Jeuz,  dei 
d*ime,Tei>r<eenUeen  bot-rellefnir  lee  tombeMDc**— CSoHniv. 

O  xvxa-joyous  band 
Of  reveUers  amidst  the  sonthem  vines ! 
On  the  pale  marble,  by  some  gifted  hand, 

Fix'd  in  undying  lines ! 

Thou,  with  the  sculptured  bowl. 
And  thou,  that  wearest  the  immortal  wreath. 
And  thou,  from  whose  young  lip  and  flute  the  soul 

Of  music  seems  to  breathe; 

And  ye,  luxuriant  flowers ! 
Linking  the  dancers  with  your  gracefrd  ties. 
And  clustered  fhutage,  bom  of  sunny  hours. 

Under  Italian 


Ye,  that  a  thousand  springs. 
And  leafy  summers  with  their  odorous  breath. 
May  yet  outlast, — ^what  do  ye  there,  bright  things ! 

Mantling  the  place  of  death  ? 

Of  sunlight  and  soft  air. 
And  Dorian  reeds,  and  myrtles  ever  green. 
Unto  the  heart  a  glowing  thought  ye  bear ; — 

Why  thus,  whore  dust  hath  been  1 

Is  it  to  show  how  slight 
The  bound  that  severs  fiastivals  and  tombs, 
Music  and  silence,  roses  and  the  blight, 

Crowns  and  sepulchral  glooms  1 

Or,  when  the  fiither  laid 
Haply  his  child's  pale  aahes  here  to  sleep. 
When  the  friend  visited  the  cypress  shade 

Flowers  o'er  the  dead  to  heap ; 

Say  if  the  mourners  sought, 
In  these  rich  images  of  summer  mirth,   [thought 
These  wine-cups  and  gay  wreaths,  to  lose  the 

Of  our  last  hour  on  earth  1 

Ye  have  no  voice,  no  sound. 
Ye  flutes  and  lyres  I  to  tell  me  what  I  seek : 
Silent  ye  are,  li^^t  forma  with  vine-leaves  crown'd. 

Yet  to  my  soul  ye  speak. 

Alas !  for  those  that  lay 
Down  in  the  dust  without  their  hope  of  old ! 
Backward  they  look'd  on  life's  rich  banquet-day. 

But  all  beyond  was  cold. 
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Every  sweet  wood-^iote  then. 
And  through  the  plane-trees  every  sunbeam's  glow^ 
And  each  glad  mnimur  fit>m  the  homes  of  men. 

Hade  it  more  hard  to  go. 

But  we,  when  life  grows  dim^ 
When  its  last  melodies  float  o'er  our  way. 
Its  changelul  hues  before  us  fidntly  swim* 

Its  flitting  lights  decay ; — 

E'en  thou^  we  bid  fitfewdl 
Unto  the  spring's  bhie  skies  and  bnddiiig  trees, 
Tet  may  we  lift  our  hearts  in  hope  to  dwell 

Midst  brighter  thiogB  tbm  these ; 

And  think  of  deathlem  flowvra^ 
And  of  bright  streams  to  glorious  valleys  given. 
And  know  the  while,  how  little  dream  of  oars 

Can  shadow  forth  of  heaven. 


EVENING  SONG  OF  THE  TYBOLESE 
PEASANT&i 

Coics  to  the  sunset  tree ! 

The  day  is  past  and  gone; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  free, 

And  the  reaper^s  woil:  is  done. 

The  twilight  star  to  heaven. 
And  the  summer  dew  to  flowers. 

And  rest  to  us,  is  given 
By  the  cool,  soft  evening  hours. 

Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest ! 

Pleasant  the  wind's  low  sigh. 
And  the  gleaming  of  the  west. 

And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie ; 

When  the  burden  and  the  heat 

Of  labour's  task  are  o'er. 
And  kindly  voices  greet 

The  tired  one  at  his  door. 

Come  to  the  sunset  tree ! 

The  day  is  past  and  gone ; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  fr-ee. 

And  the  reaper's  woA,  is  done. 

Yes  !  tuneful  is  the  sound 
That  dwcOs  in  whispering  boughs ; 

1  (« xiie  loTsd  boor  of  repoM  is  itrildng.  Lti  as  oome 
to  Ura  sonaet  tree.**— See  Captam  8mKaxiL*B  interesting 
Kdta  and  BtfUcUom  dttrit^  a  SamUe  in  Oermanf, 


Welcome  the  freshness  round. 
And  the  gale  that 


But  rest  more  sweet  and  still 
Than  ever  nightfsdl  gave, 

Our  yearning  hearts  shall  fill 
In  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 

There  shall  no  tempest  blow. 
No  scorching  noontide  heat ; 

There  shall  be  no  moie  mnofw,^ 
No  weary,  wandering  fet^ 

So  we  lift  our  trusting  eyas 
From  the  hills  our  fietthers  trode» 

To  the  quiet  of  the  skies^ 
To  the  Sabbath  of  onr  God. 

Come  to  the  sunset  tree ! 

The  day  is  pAst  and  gone  ; 
The  woodman's  axe  lies  fr«e. 

And  the  reaper^s  wock  is  done. 


THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  DEAD. 

FoBGET  them  not ! — ^though  now  their  nam* 

Be  but  a  mournful  sound. 
Though  by  the  hearth  its  utterance  claim 

A  stillness  rouild. 

Though  for  their  sake  this  earth  no  more 

As  it  hath  botn  may  be. 
And  shadows,  never  mark'd  before. 

Brood  o'er  each  tree ; 

And  though  their  image  dim  the  sky. 

Yet,  yet  forget  them  not ! 
Nor,  where  their  love  and  life  went  by. 

Forsake  the  spot ! 

They  have  a  breathing  influence  therev 
A  charm,  not  elsewhere  found ; 

Sad — ^yet  it  sanctifies  the  air. 
The  stream,  the  ground. 

Then,  though  the  wind  an  alter'd  tone 
Through  the  young  foliage  bear. 

Though  every  flower,  of  something  gone 
A  tinge  may  wear; 

3  **  '"  "1  nim   nr  lit  Tiiinipmiwi 
Wo  kdn  Kknoe  molir  tot** 

ScaxixsB'S  iratfowasHieftt 
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Oh!  fly  it  not  1    No>riMt2etff  grie^ 

Thus  in  their  presence  folt> 
A  record  links  to  everj  leaf 

There,  where  they  dwelt 

Still  trace  the  ptth  which  knew  their  traad^ 

Still  tend  their  garden-bower, 
Still  commune  with  the  holy  dead 

In  each  lone  hour  t 

The  Ao^y  dead! — oh  I  bleu'dwean^ 

That  we  may  call  them  so. 
And  to  their  image  look  afar 

Through  all  our  woe  ! 

Blessed,  that  the  things  they  loved  on  earth 

As  relics  we  may  hold. 
That  wake  sweet  thooghts  of  parted  worth 

By  springs  untold  1 

Bless'd,  that  a  deep  and  fi^aatpming  power 

Thus  o'er  our  souls  is  given. 
If  but  to  bird,  or  song,  or  flower, 

Tet  all  for  heayen ! 


A  shepherd-king  on  Bastem  plains — 
The  patriarch  walk'd  with  Qod. 

And  calmly,  brightly,  that  pure  life 

Melted  &om  earth  away  ,* 
No  cloud  it  knew,  no  parting  strife, 

Ko  sorrowful  decay : 
He  boVd  him  not^  like  all  beside. 

Unto  the  spoiler's  rod. 
But  join'd  at  once  the  glorified. 

Where  angels  walk  with  God! 

So  let  ia  walk  1    The  ni^t  must  come 

To  us  that  comes  to  all ; 
We  through  the  darkness  must  go  home. 

Hearing  the  trumpet's  calL 
Closed  is  the  path  for  ever  more 

Which  without  death  he  trode ; 
Not  so  that  way,  wherein  of  yore 

His  footsteps  walk'd  with  Qod  I 


HE  WALKED  WITH  GOD. 

GENESIS,  v.  XZrV. 

C<*  Theae  two  Uttle  pieoM,"  C*  Ht  milkid  wftk  Ckjd,"  and 
"13m  Rod  of  Aaron/')  leys  tht  anthor  ia  ont  of  Imt  letters, 
"  an  part  of  a  collection  I  think  of  forsring,  to  be  ealtod  Sacred 
LyricSb  They  are  all  to  be  on  eeriptural  rabjects,  and  to  go 
throng^  the  most  striking  events  of  the  Old  Testament,  to 
those  &r  more  deeply  afBwting  onea  of  the  New."  Two 
others  (**  Hie  Voice  of  God  "  and  *'  Tha  Vountatn  of  Marah") 
are  nlijolned,  as  having  been  peobafalj  intaadad  to  fonn  a 
part  of  the  same  series.] 

He  walk'd  with  CJod,  in  holy  joy. 

While  yet  his  days  were  few ; 
The  deep,  glad  spirit  of  the  boy 

To  love  and  reverence  grew. 
Whether,  each  nightly  star  to  coimt, 

The  anoieat  hiDs  he  trode, 
Or  sought  the  flowers  by  stream  and  fount — 

Alike  he  walk'd  with  God. 

The  graver  noon  of  msnhood  came^ 

The  full  of  cares  and  fioan ; 
One  voice  was  in  his  heart — ^the  same 

It  heard  through  childhood's  years. 
Amidst  fiur  tenti^  and  ioek%  and  swain% 

Cerhk 


THE  ROD  OP  AARON. 
NXJMBEBSi,  xm.  Tin. 

Was  it  the  sigh  of  the  southern  gale 

That  flush'd  the  almond  bought 
Brightest  and  first  the  young  spring  to  hail. 

Still  its  red  blossoms  glow. 

Was  it  the  sunshine  that  woke  its  flowers 

With  a  kindlmg  look  of  love  1     . 
Oh !  £ELr  and  deep,  and  through  hidden  bowera, 

That  smile  of  heaven  can  rove ! 

No  !  from  the  breeze  and  the  living  light 

Shut  was  the  sapless  rod ; 
But  it  felt  in  the  stillness  a  secret  might. 

And  thrill'd  to  the  breath  of  God. 

E'en  so  may  that  breath,  like  the  vernal  air. 

O'er  our  glad  spirits  move ; 
And  all  such  things  as  are  good  and  fair  ^ 

Be  the  blossoms,  its  track  that  prove  ! 


THE  VOICE  OP  GOD. 

•  I  baerd  tlij  tolM  ia  tht  fvdan,  and  I WM  •lhiUL''-Osi.  Ui.  10. 

AxzDST  the  thrilling  leaves,  Thy  voice 

At  evening's  &11  draw  near; 
Father !  and  did  not  man  rajoios 

That  blesnd  sound  to  hear  t 
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Did  not  his  heart  within  him  bum, 
Touch*d  by  the  solemn  tone  1  . 

Not  so  1 — ^for,  never  to  return. 
Its  purity  was  gone. 

Therefore,  midst  holy  stream  and  bower. 

His  spirit  shook  with  dread. 
And  call'd  the  cedars^  in  that  hour. 

To  veil  his  consoioos  head. 

Oh  I  in  each  wind,  each  fountain-flow. 

Each  whisper  of  the  shade. 
Grant  me,  my  Qod !  thy  voice  to  know. 

And  not  to  be  afinud  1 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  MARAH. 


"AodwlMn  tkcy  euM  le  Xuah.  Um^  eomU  not  drink  of 
tlM  wBlart  of  Jfnnh,  Ibr  UMy  i*«f*  Mttar. 

**  And  thft  psopb  mumarad  i^nlnat  Moms,  ^mf^,  Wtet 
Aall  «•  drink  ? 

"AndhaertodontoUMLofd,  andtti*  Lord  ^o««d  Um  n 
trao,  wU^  whon  ho  ted  en*  Into  tht  imUn.  tba  ^ 


Where  is  the  tree  the  prophet  threw 

Into  the  bitter  wave) 
Left  it  no  scion  where  it  grew. 

The  thirsting  soul  to  save  ? 

Hath  nature  lost  the  hidden  power 

Its  precious  foliage  shed  \ 
Is  there  no  distant  Eastern  bower 

With  such  sweet  leaves  o'ersprcad  ? 

Nay,  wherefore  ask? — since  gifts  are  ours 

Which  yet  may  well  imbue 
Earth's  many  troubled  founts  with  showci's 

Of  heaven's  own  balmy  dew. 

Oh  1  mingled  with  the  cup  of  grief 

Let  faith's  deep  spirit  be  ! 
And  every  prayer  shall  win  a  leaf 

From  that  bless'd  healing  tree  ! 


THE  PENITENTS  OFFERING. 

ST  LUKE,  Vn.  XXXTTL-IX. 

Thou  that  with  pallid  cheek. 

And  eyes  in  sadness  meek. 
And  faded  locks  that  humbly  swept  the  ground. 

From  thy  long  wanderings  won. 

Before  the  all-healing  Son, 
Did'st  bow  thee  to  the  earth — 0  loat  and  found  ! 


When  thoa  wouldst  bathe  his  feet 

With  odours  richly  sweety 
And  many  a  shower  of  woman's  boimng  tear. 

And  dry  them  with  that  hair. 

Brought  low  the  dust  to  wear. 
From  the  crown*d  beauty  of  its  festal  7< 


Did  He  reject  thee  then. 

While  the  sharp  scorn  of  men 
On  thy  once  bright  and  stately  head 

No!  fixun  the  Saviour's  mien, 

A  solenm  light  serene 
Bore  to  thy  soul  the  peace  of  Qod  at  last. 


For  thee,  their  smiles  no  more 

Familiar  &oes  wore; 
Voices,  once  kind,  had  leam*d  the  strangier  a  ta 

Who  raised  thee  up,  and  bound 

Thy  silent  spirit's  wound  1 — 
He,  from  all  guilt  the  stainless,  He  alone  ! 

But  which,  O  erring  child. 

From  home  so  long  beguiled ! — 
Which  of  thine  offerings  won  thoaewoidsaf  heart 

That  o'er  the  bruisdd  reed, 

Condemn'd  of  earth  to  bleed. 
In  music  pass'd,  "  Thy  sins  are  all  forgiven  ?  * 

Was  it  that  perfume,  fraught 

With  balm  and  incense,  brought 
From  the  sweet  woods  of  Araby  the  Blest  ? 

Or  that  £E0t-flowing  rain 

Of  tears,  which  not  in  vain. 
To  Him  who  scom'd  not  tears,  thy  woes  confess' 

No !  not  by  these  restored 

Unto  thy  Father's  board. 
Thy  peace,  that  kindled  joy  in  heaven,  was  mac 

But,  costlier  in  his  eyes, 

By  that  bless'd  sacrifice, 
Thy  heart,  thy  full  deep  heart»  before  Him  \£\ 


THE  SCULPTURED  CHILDRKN. 

ox  CUA!rniXY*8  MOVUIIBICT  IN  VXCOMtKLD  CAnUDKAl 

['*  The  monument  by  Cliantrey  in  TJ<4i<m^|  r^,*lfY■^.«t 
the  memory  of  the  two  dilldren  of  Mn  Robimoa,  k  om 
the  most  affecting  works  of  art  ever  czaeBted.  HakMgii 
a  pathos  to  marble  which  one  idio  tmaCs  to  hk  bsIbibI  k 
ings,  and  admires  and  Is  toadied  on^  at  their  bidding  ■! 
hare  thought,  from  any  prerioos  CKperieoee,  timl  II  was  oal 
the  power  of  statuary  to  attain.  Tbs  nifiiiMiini  h  ■■■ml 
with  all  his  beautifial  simplicity  and  trath. 
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two  Itttto  girit,  art  rtftraaented  aa  lying  ia  each  other's  anns, 
and,  at  firat  fl^oe,  i^pear  to  be  ileephig  :— 

*  But  MmMtlilnc  Bm 
Too  dMp  and  tUn  oo  thoM  loft-MaM  tjM. 

It  It  while  lyfaig  in  the  helptennen  of  Innocent  ileep  that  in- 
Cuqr  ABd  cWfcltiood  axe  liewed  with  the  meet  touching  hi- 
tweak ;  and  this,  and  the  lorelinen  of  the  chUdrea,  the  un- 
certainty of  the  expression  at  first  view,  the  dim  shadowing 
forth  of  that  sleep  from  which  they  cannot  be  awalcened— their 
hoTsring,  as  it  were,  upon  the  confines  of  life,  as  if  tb^  might 
stm  he  recalled-«ll  conqrire  to  render  the  last  CBsHng,  Uiat 
death  fsiadeed  before  us,  most  deeply  aHiictfaig;  Th^  were 
tiM  only  diildrMi  of  their  mother,  and  she  was  a  widow.  A 
tablet  oommemoratiTe  of  their  lather  hangs  orer  the  monu- 
ment. This  stands  at  the  end  of  one  of  the  side-aides  of  the 
dioir,  where  there  is  nothing  to  distract  the  attention  from 
it,  or  wialren  its  eflTect.  It  may  be  contemplated  in  silence 
and  alooa.  The  inscription,  in  that  subdued  tone  of  strong 
feeling  which  seeks  no  relief  in  words,  harmonixes  with  the 
character  of  the  whole.    It  isas  follows : — 

« SMNd  to  Um  K cmoiy  of 

Xujor  Jamb  and  If  AMAmra,  only  ehUdnn 

or  the  late  Rot.  Wiluam  BoannoM,  and  Kllbii  Jaks,  hU  wlfr, 

Thdr  aibeUonato  M  othtr. 

In  a»d  mnoBbranoa  ofUiair  heoTon-IoTed  Innoetneo, 

OOorigns  tkair  rMambtanoe  to  this  ■anotaair. 

In  haaMognUttodo  fcr  tbo  fknrkMM  BMuoneo 

That 'ofmehiat]MldogdoniorGod.'l  A.  IV.'*] 

Fair  images  of  sleep, 

Ha]low*d,  and  8oft»  and  deep, 
On  whose  calm  lids  the  dreamy  quiet  lies^ 

Like  moonlight  on  shut  bells 

Of  flowers  in  mossy  dells, 
Filled  with  the  hush  of  night  and  summer  skies  ! 

How  many  hearts  have  felt 

Tour  silent  beauty  melt 
Ilieir  strength  to  gushing  tenderness  away ! 

How  many  sudden  tears, 

IVom  depths  of  buried  years 
AU  fredily  huxsting,  having  confessed  your  sway ! 

How  many  eyes  will  shed 

Still,  o*er  your  maible  bed,  [wrung — 

Such  drops  from  memoiy's  troubled  fountains 

While  hope  hath  blights  to  bear, 

While  lore  breathes  mortal  air, 
While  loees  perish  ere  to  glory  sprung  ! 


Yet  from  a  voiceless  home, 
If  some  sad  mother  come 
Fondly  to  linger  o'er  your  lovely  rest, 
As  o'er  the  cheek's  warm  glow. 
And  the  sweet  breathings  low, 
^    Of  babes  that  grew  and  fiEided  on  her  breast ; 

If  then  the  dove-like  tone 
Of  tlioee  ihint  murmurs  gone, 

I  '9wm  TktQffkrifigt  an  American  aanuaL 


0*er  her  sick  sense  too  piercingly  return ; 

If  for  the  soft  bright  hair. 

And  brow  and  bosom  &ir, 
And  life,  now  dust,  her  soul  too  deeply  yearn ; 

0  gentle  forms,  entwined 

Like  tendrils,  indiidh  the  wind 
May  wave,  so  dasp'd,  but  never  can  unlink  i 

Send  from  your  calm  profound 

A  still,  small  voice — a  soimd 
Of  hope,  forbidding  that  lone  heart  to  sink  \ 

By  all  the  pure,  meek  mind 

In  your  pale  beauty  shrined. 
By  childhood's  love — too  bright  a  bloom, to  die 

O'er  her  worn  spirit  shed, 

0  fidrest,  holiest  dead  ! 
The  fEuth,  trust,  joy,  of  immortality  ! 


WOMAN  AND  FAME. 

Thou  hast  a  charmdd  cup,  0  Fame  ! 

A  draught  that  mantles  high. 
And  seems  to  lift  this  earthly  frame 

Above  mortality. 
Away  I  to  me — a  woman — ^bring 
Sweet  waters  from  affection's  spring  ! 

Thou  hast  green  laurel  leaves,  that  twine 

Into  so  proud  a  wreath. 
For  that  resplendent  gift  of  thine 

Heroes  have  smiled  in  death : 
Qive  fM  from  some  kind  hand  a  flower. 
The  record  of  one  happy  hour  I 

Thou  host  a  voice,  whose  thrilling  tone 

Can  bid  each  life-pulse  beat, 
As  when  a  trumpet's  note  hath  blown. 

Calling  the  brave  to  meet : 
But  mine,  let  mine — a  woman's  breast. 
By  words  of  home-bom  love  be  bless'd. 

A  hollow  sound  is  in  thy  song, 

A  mockery  in  thine  eye, 
To  the  sick  heart  that  doth  but  long 

For  aid,  for  sympathy — 
For  kindly  looks  to  cheer  it  on. 
For  tender  accents  that  are  gon& 

Fame  t  Fame  !  thou  canst  not  be  the  stay 

Unto  the  drooping  reed. 
The  cool,  fr^sh  fountain  in  the  day 

Of  the  soul's  feverish  need : 
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Where  most  the  lone  one  torn  or  flee  ! — 
Not  unto  thee — oh  1  not  to  thee  1 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  FUTURE. 

Dreamer  1  and  woiddrt  thoa  know 
If  love  goes  with  us  to  the  viewleeB  bonmel 
WouldBt  thou  bear  hence  th'  nn&tbom'd  source 
of  woe 

In  thy  heart's  lonely  urn  1 

What  hath  it  been  to  thee. 
That  power,  the  dweller  of  thy  seeret  breast  1 
A  dove  sent  forth  aoroes  a  stormy  sea, 

Finding  no  place  of  rest : 

A  precious  odour  oast 
On  a  wild  stream,  that  recklessly  swept  by ; 
A  voice  of  music  utter'd  to  the  blast. 

And  winning  no  reply. 

.  Even  were  such  answer  thine,  [found, 

Wouldst  thou  be  blees'd  t  Too  sleepless,  too  pro- 
Are  the  soul's  hidden  q>xing8 ;  there  is  no  line 
Their  depth  of  love  to  sound. 

Do  not  words  fiunt  and  fail  [power  1 

When  thou  wouldst  fill  them  with  that  ocean's 
As  thineown  cheek,  before  highthoughtsgrowB  polo 

In  some  o'erwhelming  hour. 

Doth  not  thy  frail  form  sink 
Beneath  the  chain  that  binds  thee  to  one  spot, 
When  thy  heart  strives,  held  down  by  many  a  link. 

Where  thy  beloved  are  not  1 

Is  not  thy  very  soul 
Oft  in  the  gush  of  powerleflB  blessing  shed. 
Till  a  vain  tenderness,  beyond  control. 

Bows  down  thy  weary  head  1 

And  wouldst  thou  bear  all  thii — 
The  burden  and  the  shadow  of  thy  lifo — 
To  trouble  the  blue  skies  of  cloudless  bliss 

With  earthly  feelings'  strife  1 

Not  thus,  not  thus — oh,  no  ! 
Not  veil'd  and  mantled  with  dim  clouds  til  care, 
That  spirit  of  my  soul  should  with  me  go 

To  breathe  celestial  air. 

But  as  the  skylark  spirin^i 
To  its  own  sphero^  ^ers  sight  afiur  is  driven. 


As  to  its  place  the  flow«ir«eed  findaCh  winsi^ 
So  must  love  mount  to  hesren ! 


of  fire; 


Vainly  it  shall  not  stim 
There  on  weak  words  to  poor  a 
Thought  unto  thou^  diall  kindling 

As  light  might  wake  a  lyre. 


And  oh  !  its  blwwnga  that, 
Shower'd  like  rich  balsam  forth  on  flome  daarhMM^ 
Powerless  no  more,  a  gift  shall  surely  bear, 

A  joy  of  sunlight  shed. 

Let  ma,  then — ^let  me  dream 
That  love  goes  with  us  to  the  shore  TmkiMnrn ; 
So  o'er  its  burning  tears  a  heavenly  g^eam 

In  mercy  shall  be  thrown  1 


THE  VOICE  OF  MUSKL 

"  striking  tlM  tiMtrie  dudn  wbaMtrith  tw  an  dMl4j 
Okxtm 


Whence  is  the  might  of  thy  nisitsff«apnll  \ 
Speak  to  me,  voice  of  sweet  sound  I  and  taD: 
How  canst  thou  wake,  by  one  gentle  braath. 
Passionate  visions  of  love  and  death  1 

How  call'st  thou  back,  with  a  note,  a  w^ 
Words  and  low  tones  from  the  days  gone  by- 
A  sunny  glance,  or  a  fond  forewell  t — 
Speak  to  mo,  voice  of  sweet  sound  f  and  tsD. 


What  is  thy  power,  from  the  soul's  deep 
In  sudden  gushes  the  tears  to  bringt 
Even  midst  the  swells  of  thy  fostal  fjij&d. 
Fountains  of  sorrow  are  stirr'd  by  thee  1 


Vain  are  those  tears  J — ^vain  and  fruitlflai  all— 
Showers  that  refreA  not^  yet  still  must  foU ; 
For  a  purer  bliss  while  the  full  heart  bons^ 
For  a  brighter  home  while  the  spirit  yearns ! 

Something  of  mystery  there  surely  dwaOs^ 
Waiting  thy  touch*  in  our  bosom-oellfl ; 
Something  that  finds  not  its  answer  hare — 
A  chain  to  be  dasp'd  in  another  qihera. 

Therefore  a  current  of  sadness  deep  [sweeps 

Through  the  stream  of  thy  trium;^  »  heard  to 
Like  a  moan  of  the  breese  through  a  suxmner  sky-" 
Like  a  name  of  the  dead  when  the  windfoams  hig^ ! 
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kk  to  me  still,  though  tfajtoneBb*  fimigiit 
in  remembnuioe  and  troubled  thought ; 
for  thou  telleet  my  soul  that  its  birth 
with  regions  more  bright  than  earth. 


THE  ANGEL'S  QREETINQ. 

8lfll«riiiMt!  eooMAwif.'*        Vova. 

IS  to  the  land  of  peace  1 
here  the  tempest  hath  no  longer  sway, 
dow  passes  from  the  soul  away, 
)  sounds  of  weeping  cease. 

r  hath  no  dwelling  there  ! 
» the  mingling  of  repose  and  love, 
1  by  the  silent  spirit  of  the  dove 
•ough  the  celestial  air. 

ae  to  the  bright,  and  blest, 
wn^dforeverl  Midst  that  shining  band, 
I  to  heayen's  own  wreath  from  every  land, 
f  spirit  shall  find  rest ! 

)u  hast  been  long  alone : 
)  thy  mother  1    On  the  Habhath  ahora, 
rt  that  rock'd  thy  childhood,  badLonoemore 
Jl  take  its  wearied  one. 

n  silence  wert  thou  left : 
» thy  sisters  I    Joyously  again 
bome-Toicee,  blent  in  one  sweet  strain, 
ihall  greet  their  long  bereft 

)ver  thine  orphan  head 
*m  hath  swept,  as  o'er  a  willow's  boa^ : 
>  thy  &ther  1    It  is  finish'd  now ; 
'by  tears  have  all  been  shed. 

n  thy  dirine  abode, 

finds  no  pathway,  memovy  no  daik  trace, 
!  bright  Tiotory^— death  by  lore  no  pkoe. 
/ome,  spirit  1  to  thy  God. 


A  FAREWELL  TO  WALES, 

HKLODY  CALLSO  <*  TBS  ASB  aSOTS/*  OB  LBAVIITO 
THAT  COUHTBT  WITH  MT  CilLDIlSir. 


ind  of  thy  streams  in  mj  qpiiii  I 
1,  and  a  blessing  be  with 


On  thy  hearthi^  on  thy  halls,  on  thy  pure  moun- 
tain air,  [hand. 
On  the  chords  of  the  harp,  and  the  minstrel's  free 
From  the  lore  of  my  soul  with  my  tears  it  is  shed, 
Aslleavethee,  green  landof  my  home  and  my  dead ! 

I  bless  thee  I — ^yet  not  for  the  beauty  which  dwells 
Li  the  heart  of  thy  hills,  on  the  rocks  of  thy  shore; 
And  not  for  the  memoxy  set  deep  in  thy  dells. 
Of  the  bard  and  the  hero,  the  mighty  of  yoce ; 
And  not  for  thy  songs  of  those  i>roud  ages  iled^ 
Green  land,  poet-land  of  my  homo  and  my  dead ! 

I  bless  thee  Car  all  the  true  bosoms  thai  beat 
Where'er  a  low  hamlet  smiles  up  to  thy  akiea ; 
For  thy  cottage-hearths  burning  the  stranger  to 

gr^t,  [kind  eyes  1 

For  the  squTthat  shines  forth  from  thy  children's 
May  the  blessinj^  like  snnahinfl^  about  thee  be 

qpread,  [dead! 

Green  land  of  my  bhildhood,  my  home,  and  my 

C'*II  WM  about  th&i  tin*  (IBS8)  that  *Tli«  Fawvill  to 
Wslot'VM  written. 

« I  blM  ttiM  for  mU  the  tTM  bocouu  th>*  bMl 
WtaaM^r  a  low  hamlei  nnitai  np  to  thy  ddM  j 
ForttvwItHt-bMrthibaniiif  thoUcMilMrtogfMl,     * 
ror  tht  ami  that  ihiaaB  fbffth  fron  thy  chUdma'i  kind  «9M.' 

MnHooiMia  ahrajs  ipok*  of  this '  land  of  Ym  dilMhoort, 
her  borne,  and  her  dead,'  with  intereet  and  affaetion.  When 
she  aaQed  from  iti  ihore,  ihe  covered  her  ftce  in  her  doak, 
deriring  ber  boya  to  leB  her  when  liM  bOto  wen  ont  of  right, 
that  she  might  than  look  np^  She  would  oAen,  too,  isfw  to 
the  pain  she  had  eafliBred— in  addition  to  tboeocrow  of  parting 
Ihmiher  Idndred  and  friends,  for  the flxst  time  since  her  birth, 
to  make  aetoal  acquaintance  with  the  daily  cares  of  lilis— 
upon  taking  leate  of  the  simple  and  homely  peaeanlsy  of  Ihe 
neighbonrhood,  by  whom  she  was  beloved  with  that  old- 
fitfhkmed  heartiness  which  yet  linfin  in  eoaoe  of  the  noolcf 
and  mnote  places  of  England.  Maoy  of  them  rushed  fbrward 
to  touch  the  poete  of  the^iate  through  which  the  poetees  had 
passed ;  and  when,  three  years  afterwards,  she  paid  a  visit 
to  St  Asaph,  eame  and  wept  over  ber,  and  eatieated  her  to 
return  and  make  ber  home  among  them  again.**— Cborxjiy's 
Me$HoriaU  (^Mrs  Utmant,  p.  206-7.] 


IMPROMPTU  LINES, 


•OKB 


r.  A.  L.,  osr  macsiniie  »moM  an 

WJUX  OOMWUIMD  BT  ILLiri 


Tb  ten  me  not  of  birds  and  bees, 

Kot  of  the  summer's  murmuring  trees, 

Not  of  the  streams  and  woodland  bowers — 

A  sweeter  tale  is  yours,  fidr  flowers ! 

Qlad  tidings  to  my  couch  ye  bring, 

or «gM«Ua  Mgk^  still  flowing  ^ffinc^*- 


A  fount  of  kindnoBB  ever  new. 

In  a  friend*8  heart,  the  good  and  troe. 


A  PARTING  SONG. 


••< 


WHZir  will  ye  think  of  me,  my  friendst 

When  will  ye  think  of  me  1 — 
When  the  last  red  light,  the  fiEtrewell  of  day. 
From  the  rock  and  the  river  is  passing  away — 
When  the  air  with  a  deepening  hush  is  finsnght. 
And  the  heart  growsbnrden'd  with  tenderthoug^t. 
Then  let  it  be  I 

When  will  ye  think  of  me,  kind  friends  ? 

When  will  ye  think  of  me  t — 
When  the  rose  of  the  rich  midsummer-time 
Is  fill*d  with  the  hues  of  its  glorious  prime — 
When  ye  gather  its  bloom,  as  in  bright  hours  fled, 
From  the  walks  where  my  footsteps  no  more  may 
Then  let  it  be  !  [tread- 

When  will  ye  think  of  me,  sweet  friends) 

When  will  ye  think  of  me  1 — 
When  the  sudden  tears  o*erflpw  your  eye 
At  the  sound  of  some  olden  melody — 
When  ye  hear  the  voice  of  a  mountain  stream. 
When  ye  feel  the  charm  of  a  poet's  dream — 
Then  let  it  be  ! 

Thus  let  my  memory  be  with  you,  friends  ! 

Thus  ever  think  of  me  ! 
Kindly  and  gently,  but  as  of  one 
For  whom  'tis  well  to  be  fled  and  gone — 
As  of  a  bird  from  a  chain  unbound. 
As  of  a  wanderer  whose  home  is  found — 
So  let  it  be. 

["  The  description  of  her  fedings,  when  the  actual  parting 
took  place,  provee  that  there  was  no  exaggoation  in  the 
affectionate  sadness  of  her  *  Farewell  to  Waks/  and  the 
blessing  she  thus  fondly  left  with  it : — 


/ 


'  Tlw  Kmnd  of  thy  ■trouna  in  my  tpirli  I 

FwewcU  !  and  ft  blaring  be  with  thee,  green  land  ! 
On  thy  hearths,  on  thy  hftlle,  on  thy  port  moontnln  air. 

On  the  chords  of  the  haip.  and  the  minstrelii  flree  hand. 
From  the  love  of  my  sool  with  zny  tears  it  is  shed, 
JU I  leare  thee,  green  huad  of  my  home  and  my  dead ! 

'  Oh !  that  Toeeday  morning !.'  (thos  she  wrote  in  her 
first  letter  to  81  Asaph.)  *  I  Htermlly  coTered  my  fitoe  aU  the 
way  firom  Bronwylfit,  until  the  boys  told  me  we  bad  passed 
the  Clwyd  range  of  bOls.  Then  something  of  the  bitterness 
'vasorer. 

*  Miss  P.  met  ma  at  Bagillt,  and  on  board  the  packet  we 


I 


.1 


fcood  Mr  D.,  liho  WM  Uadtr  to  me  Attn  I 

yon.    Ha  nally  vatebid  over  ma  aU  the  waj  with  a 

slall  not  soon  te|«t ;  and  notwithifaniHng  aO  joa 

oryfanoleprotaetion,  Ifaltthatof  a  gmtkoiaB  to  bt  a 

coiulbrt,  for  w%  had  a  dMImlt  and 

wo  entved  tho  port,  a  ybssbI,  oomfaig  oat, 

oon,  and  eansad  a  great  concnsikm 

imagbio,  bat  it  gare  ona  a  faint  notion  of  wbat  the 

most  have  been  between  the  Comet  and  the  Alra.    Wo  hoi 

a  pretty  sight  on  the  watar ;  anotter  pockot,loodod,  dvlarad 

an  over  with  blae-eoatbQyi,ailBd  past.  Itwaa  theb>aBaBy 

boBday,  on  which  they  hato  a  watar  troniion  ;  aad  aa  thsy 

wtnt  by,  aD  the  Uttla  fsDows  wmvod  their  faat^  and  asBt  forth 

three  cbaers,  which  made  oar  veesel  ring  agnfai.   Only 

a  sh^load  of  happiness !    That  word  rcnaiada  i 

bqjB,  who  are  enjoying  thameehras  great^.    Of 

canlajtoyoa? When  Ilook  bade  oa  tho 

ttana  that  has  elapsed  sfakoa  I  left  this  plaoa,  I 
Iseem  init  to  have  livod  an  age  of  deep,  strong^.  Tain 
—Mamobr,  p.  151-a] 


WE  RETURX  NO  HOBE  5* 


Whenlslood 


WtthfrottsaDdtetile 


Ibefrtah 
aMthawMefleld 
promlm:  and  the 

to 


WtthaOhi 

I  tani'dfromall 


■betaroagkttoalli 


"  We  return ! — ^we  return ! — ^we  retam  no  more!* 
So  comes  the  song  to  the  mountain  shore, 
From  those  that  are  leaving  their  Highland  home 
For  a  world  £Eff  over  the  blue  sea*s  foam : 
"  W^e  return  no  more !"  and  throu^  cave  and  deH 
Mournfully  wanders  that  wild  &rewelL 


i» 


"  We  return ! — we  return  I — ^we  retam  no 
So  breathe  sad  voioes  our  spirits  o*er ; 
Murmuring  up  from  the  depths  of  the  heart. 
Where  lovely  things  with  their  Hgfat  depart : 
And  the  inborn  sound  hath  a  prophet's  tone^ 
And  we  feel  that  a  joy  is  for  ever  gone. 

"We  return  ! — ^we  return  ! — we  return  no  more !' 
Is  it  heard  when  the  days  of  flowers  are  o*er ! 
When  the  passionate  soul  of  the  n|g^hinl*8  hj 
Hath  died  from  the  summer  woods  away  t 
When  the  glory  from  sunset's  robe  bath  paai*d. 
Or  the  leaves  are  borne  on  the  rushing  blast ! 


No !    It  is  not  the  rose  that  returns  no  more.: — 
A  breath  of  spring  shall  its  bloom  restore ; 


>  Ha  ta  l-ha  m  !—ha  tU  mi  tuUdki^**  w 
return  !— we  retmn  no  more !  **— tho  luiiflwi  of  i 
1  soog  of  emigration. 
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And  it  is  not  the  Toioe  that  o'erflows  the  bowers 
With  a  stream  of  love  through  the  stony  hours ; 
Kor  IB  it  the  crimson  of  sunset  hoea^  [strews. 
Kor  the  finul  flush'd  leares  which  the  wild  wind 

**  We  return  I — ^we  return  1 — ^we  return  no  more!" 
Doth  the  bird  sing  thus  from  a  brighter  shore  1 
Those  wiogs  that  follow  the  southern  breeze. 
Float  they  not  homeward  o'er  yemal  seas  ? 
Teel  from  the  lands  of  the  vine  and  palm  [calm. 
They  eome,  with  the  sunshine,  when  wayes  grow 

"  But  we  I — we  return ! — ^we  return  no  more  1 " 
llieheart'syoungdreams,  when  their  spring  is  o'er; 
The  lorre  it  hath  pour*d  so  freely  forth — 
The  boundless  trust  in  ideal  worth ; 
The  fiuth  in  affection — deep,  fond,  yet  vain — 
ThtMe  are  the  lost  that  return  not  again ! 


LIGHTS  AND  SHADEa 

Thb  gloomiest  day  hath  gleams  of  light ; 
The  dackest  wave  bath  li^^t  foam  near  it ; 


TO  A  WANDERING  FEMALE  SINGER.      | 

Thou  hast  loved  and  thou  hast  suffered  1 

Unto  feeling  deep  and  strong, 
Thou  hast  trembled  like  a  harp's  frail  string — 

I  know  it  by  thy  song ! 

Thou  hast  loved — ^it  may  be  vainly — 

But  well— oh,  but  too  well ! 
Thou  hast  suffer'd  all  that  woman's  breast 

Kay  bear — but  must  not  tell. 

Thou  hast  wept,  and  thou  hast  partedi 

Thou  hast  been  forsaken  long. 
Thou  hast  watch'd  for  steps  that  came  not  back — 

I  know  it  by  thy  song ! 

By  the  low,  clear  silvery  gushing 

Of  its  music  from  thy  breast ; 
By  the  quivering  of  its  flute-like  swell — 

A  sound  of  the  heart's  unrest ; 

By  its  fond  and  plaintive  lingering 

On  each  word  of  grief  so  long. 
Oh !  thou  hast  loved  and  suffer'd  much — 

I  know  it  by  thy  song ! 


And  twinkles  through  the  cloudiest  nigh% 
Some  solitazy  star  to  cheer  it 

The  gloomiest  soul  is  not  all  gloom ; 

The  saddest  heart  is  not  all  sadness ; 
And  sweetly  o'er  the  darkest  doom 

There  shines  some  lingering  beam  of  gladness. 

Despair  is  never  quiU  despair ; 

Nor  life  nor  death  the  future  closes ; 
And  round  the  shadowy  brow  of  Care 

Wi^  Hope  and  Fancy  twine  their  roses. 

[ThawqiiritedandgraoeftilitaiMMi^IWMwdln  the  "For- 
get-me-Not  **  for  18S9,  and  are  here  for  the  first  Ume  ad- 
mitted Into  the  general  coUeotion  of  the  author**  worki.  In 
all  probability,  ttiey  are  an  earty  eflbalon,  and  poured  Ibcth 
when  the  poetry  ci  Moore  was  firtHh  in  her  mind.] 


THE  PALMER. 

**Thm  Aidtd  palm*bnneh  la  hli  hMid 
ShowM  pilgrim  from  tht  H0I7  Land.' 


SOOVT. 


Abt  thou  come  from  the  fiiroff  land  at  last  ? 

Thou  that  hast  wander*d  long  1  [pass'd 

Thou  art  come  to  a  home  whence  the  smile  hath 

With  the  merry  voice  of  song. 

For  the  sunny  glance  and  the  bounding  heart 

Thou  wilt  seek — ^but  all  are  gone ; 
They  are  parted,  e'en  as  waters  part. 

To  meet  in  the  deep  alone ! 

And  thou — ^from  thy  lip  is  fled  the  glow. 
From  thine  eye  the  light  of  mom ; 

And  the  shades  of  thought  overhang  thy  brow, 
And  thy  cheek  with  life  is  worn. 

Say  what  hast  thou  brought  from  the  distant  shore 

For  thy  wasted  youth  to  pay  1 
Hast  thou  treasure  to  win  thee  joys  once  more  ? 

Hast  thou  vassals  to  smooth  thy  way  ? 

"  I  have  brought  but  the  palm-branch  in  my  hand. 
Yet  I  call  not  my  bright  youth  lost ! 

I  have  won  but  high  thought  in  the  Holy  Land, 
Tet  I  coimt  not  too  dear  the  cost  I 

"  I  look  on  the  leaves  of  the  deathless  tree — 

These  records  of  my  track; 
And  better  than  youth  in  its  flush  of  glee. 

Are  the  memories  they  give  me  back ! 


\ 
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"  They  sp^ak  of  toil,  and  of  high  mnpiiM^ 

''And  by  the  brook  and  in  the  fjisdm 

As  in  words  of  tolemn  oheor; 

Are  all  our  wanderings  o'er  f 

They  speak  of  lonely  victories 

Ohl  while  my  brother  with  me  play'd^ 

O'er  pain,  and  doubt^  and  fear. 

WvMIhadhveAhmmonJ'' 

"  They  speak  of  soenea  which  haTa  now  beooBift 

Bright  pictures  in  my  breaat; 

Where  my  spirit  finds  a  glorious  home. 

And  the  love  of  my  heart  caa  rest 

TO  THE  IIEW-BOBN.^ 

"  The  coloun  pass  not  from  Um$  mmj. 

A  BLMmroon  thy  head,  thoa  child  of  mn^  hopes 

like  tints  of  shower  or  son ; 

and  fears  I 

Oh  I  beyond  all  treasures  that  know  decay. 

A  raanbow-weloome  thine  hath  been,  of  aiiiig^ 

Is  the  wealth  my  soul  hath  won  t 

smiles  and  teanr 

Thy  flither  greets  thee  m:ito  lifli  widi  a  ftdi  nd 

"A  rich  li^t  thenca  o'er  my  life's  dedins^ 

chasten'd  hearty 

An  inborn  light  is  cast; 

For  a  solemn  gift  from  Qod  than  comert^  all  pie- 

For  the  sake  of  the  palm  from,  the  holy  shrine. 

clous  as  thou  art  \ 

I  bewail  not  my  bright  days  past ! 

I  see  thee  not  acdeep,  £gur  boy  I  upon  thy  mother's 

breast. 

Tet  well  I  know  how  guarded  there  shall  be  thy 

rosy  rest; 

THE  CHILD'S  FIBST  GRIEP. 

And  how  her  soul  with  love^  and  pn^ar,  ad 

gladness,  will  o'erflow. 

OhI  call  my  brother  back  to  me! 

While  bending  o'er  thy  8oft«eal*d  eyaa^  thoa  dev 

I  cannot  play  alone ; 

one  !  well  I  know. 

The  Bommer  oomes  with  flower  and  b«»— 

Where  is  my  brother  gone  1 

A  blessing  on  thy  gentle  head !  and  bleafd  thoa 

art  in  truth. 

"  The  butterfly  is  glancing  bri^t 

For  a  home  where  Qod  is  felt  awaita  thy  child- 

Across the  sunbeam's  track ; 

hood  and  thy  youth : 

I  care  not  now  to  chase  its  flight — 

Around  thee  pure  and  holy  thoughts  shall  dweQ 

Ohl  call  my  brother  back ! 

as  light  and  air, 

And  steal  unto  thine  hearty  and  wake  the  gsnns 

"  The  flowers  run  wild--tha  flowers  we  eow^d 

now  folded  there. 

Around  our  garden  ti«e ; 

Our  vine  is  drooping  with  its  load — 

Smile  on  thy  mother  1  while  she  feels  that  unto 

Oht  call  him  back  to  me!" 

her  is  given, 

In  that  yoimg  day-spring  glance,  the  pledge  c£  a 

''  He  would  not  hear  thy  Toioe,  fidr  child  \ 

soul  to  rear  for  heaven  1 

He  may  not  come  to  thee; 

Smile !  and  sweet  peace  be  o*er  thy  deep,  joy 

The  fBiCe  that  once  like  spring-time  smiled. 

o'er  thy  wakening  shed  ! 

On  earth  no  more  thou'lt  sea. 

Blessings  and  bleasings  evermore,  Ihir  boy  1  u^ 

thy  head ! 

"  A  rose's  brief,  bright  lifb  of  joy. 

Such  unto  him  was  given : 

•i^MMM 

Qo — ^thoa  must  play  alone,  my  boy  f 

Thy  brother  is  in  heaven." 

THE  DEATH-SONG  OF  ALCISTIS. 

"And  has  he  left  his  birds  and  flowers; 

She  came  fbrth  hi  her  bridal  robes  array'd, 

And  must  I  call  in  vain  ? 

And  midst  the  graceful  statues,  round  the  hall 

And  through  the  long,  long  sommer  hoars^ 

Will  he  not  come  again  ? 

>  Addnind  to  tiM  cfaOd  of  htt  tltei  broitav. 
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Shedding  the  calm  of  their  celestial  mien. 
Stood  pale  yet  proudly  beautiful  aa  they  : 
flowers  in  her  bosom,  and  the  star-like  gleam 
Of  jewels  trembling  from  her  bndded  hair, 
And  deaih  upon  her  brow  I— but  glorious  death  ! 
Her  own  heart's  choice,  the  token  and  the  seal 
Of  love,  o'ermastering  love ;  which,  till  that  hour, 
Almost  an  angnish  in  the  brooding  weig^ 
Of  its  unutterable  tenderness, 
Had  burden'd  her  full  souL    But  now,  oh  t  now. 
Its  time  was  come— and  from  the  spirit's  depths, 
The  passion  and  the  mighty  melody 
Of  its  immortal  Toice  in  triun^h  broken 
Like  a  strong  rushing  wind  1 

The  soft  pure  air 
Game  floating  through  that  hall — the  Ghredaa  air. 
Laden  with  musio-— flute-notes  fhim  the  vales. 
Echoes  of  song — the  last  sweet  sounds  of  life 
And  the  g|ad  sunshine  of  the  golden  dirn^ 
Stream'd,  as  a  royal  mantle^  round  her  fovm — 
The  glorified  of  love  1    But  she—she  look'd 
Only  on  Aim  for  whom  'twas  joy  to  dia^ 
Deep— deepest^  holiest  joy  1    Or  if  a  thoQ^^t 
Of  the  warm  sunlight^  and  the  scented  breeze, 
And  the  sweet  Dorian  songs,  o'erswept  the  tide 
Of  her  unswerving  soul — ^"twas  but  a  thou^^t 
That  own'd  the  summer  loveliness  of  life 
For  him  a  worthy  offoring  t    So  ahe  stood, 
Wr^>t  in  bright  silence,  as  entranced  awhile ; 
Till  her  eye  kindled,  and  her  quivering  fhime 
With  the  swift  breeze  of  inspiration  shook. 
As  the  pale  priestess  trembles  to  the  breath 
Of  inborn  oracles  !  Then  flush'd  her  cheek. 
And  all  the  triumph,  all  the  agony. 
Borne  on  the  battling  waves  of  love  and  death, 
All  from  her  woman's  hearty  in  sudden  song, 
Burst  nke  a  fount  of  fire. 

"Igq^IgoI 
»       Thou  sun  !  thou  golden  sun !  I  go 
Far  firom  tliy  light  to  dwell : 
Thou  shalt  not  find  my  place  below. 
Dim  is  that  world — ^bright  sun  of  Qreece,  farewell  I 

"The  laurel  and  the  glofriooi  rose 

Thy  glad  beam  yet  may  see; 
But  where  no  purple  summer  glows, 
O'er  the  daric  wave  /  haste  from  them  and  thee. 

"Tet  doth  my  spirit  fiiint  to  part? 

—•I  mourn  thee  not»  O  son  I 
Joy,  soleiiiD  joy,  o'eiAowB  my  heart : 
(Sogme  trimqplHl  iSBga  i*  iiniy  ciown  is  won  I 


"  Let  not  a  voice  of  weeping 

My  heart  is  girt  with  power ! 
Let  the  green  earth  and  festal  skies 
Laugh,  as  to  grace  a conquerorli  doang  hour! 

"  For  thee,  &»  thu^  my  bosom's  lord  I 

Thee,  my  soul's  loved  \  I  die; 
Thine  is  the  torch  of  life  restored. 
Mine,  mine  the  nq;yture,  mine  the  viotoiy  t 

"  Now  may  the  boundless  love,  that  lay 

Un&thom'd  still  befbre^ 
In  one  oonsun^ng  burst  find  way — 
In  one  bright  flood  all,  all  its  riches  pour  t 

"  Thou  know'st, thou  know'st whatlofe  is  now  i 

Its  gloxy  and  its  might — 
Are  they  not  written  on  my  brow) 
And  will  that  image  ever  quit  thy  sightt 

"No!  deatiilesB  in  thy  fidthftd  brwHt, 

There  shall  my  memory  keep 
Its  own  bright  altar-place  of  rest, 
\Vhile  o'er  my  grave  the  cypress  branches  weep. 

"  Oh,  the  glad  light  1— the  light  is  fidr. 

The  soft  breeze  warm  and  fkve; 
And  rich  notes  fill  the  scented  air. 
And  all  are  gifts— my  lofve's  last  gifts  to  thee ! 

"  Take  me  to  thy  warm  heart  once  more  t 

Nic^t  £a11s— my  pulse  beats  low : 
Seek  not  to  quicken,  to  restore — 
Joy  is  in  evexy  pang.  I  go,  I  go ! 

"I  feel  thy  tears,  I  fieel  thy  breath, 

I  meet  thy  fond  look  stfll ; 
Keen  is  the  strife  of  love  and  death ; 
Faint  and  yet  fidnter  grows  my  bosom's  thrill. 

"  Tet  swells  the  tide  of  rapture  strong, 

Though  mists  o'ershade  mine  eye ! 
— Sing,  Ptoan  1  sbg  a  oonquerox^s  song  f 
For  thee,  for  thee,  my  spirit's  lord,  I  die !  * 


THE  HOME  OF  LOYS. 

Thou  mov'st  in  visions,  Love  1  Around  thy  way. 
E'en  through  this  world's  rough  path  and  changeful 
For  ever  floats  a  gleam —  [day. 

Not  firom  the  realms  of  moonli^t  or  the  mom. 


A 
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But  thine  own  soul's  illumined  chambers  bom — 
The  colouzing  of  a  dream ! 

LoTe!  shall  I  read  thy  dream  f    Oh!  is  it  not 
'  All  of  some  sheltering  wood-embosom'd  spot — 

A  bower  for  thee  and  thine  1 
Yes !  lone  and  lowly  is  that  home ;  yet  there 
Something  of  heaven  in  the  tranqparebt  air 

Makes  oTexy  flower  divine. 

Something  that  mdUows  and  that  glorifies. 
Breathes  o'er  it  ever  firom  the  tender  skies, 

As  o'er  some  blessed  isle ; 
E'en  like  the  soft  and  spiritual  g^w 
KinHling  rich  woods,  whereon  th*  ethereal  bow 

Sleeps  lovingly  awhile. 

The  vexy  whispers  of  the  wind  have  there 
A  flute-like  harmony,  that  seems  to  bear 
Greeting  from  some  bright  shore, 
Where  none  have  said /oreweQ/ — where  no  decay 
Lends  the  &int  crimson  to  the  dying  day ; 
•  Where  the  storm's  might  is  o'er. 

And  there  thou  dreamest  of  Elysian  rest, 
In  the  deep  sanctuary  of  one  true  breast 

Hidden  from  earthly  ill :  [whose  sound 
There  wouldst  thou  watch  the  homeward  step. 
Wakening  all  nature  to  sweet  echoes  round, 

Thino  inmost  soul  can  thrilL 

There  by  the  hearth  should  many  a  glorious  page. 
From  mind  to  mind  the  immortal  heritage. 

For  thee  its  treasures  pour ; 
Or  music's  voice  at  vesper  hours  be  heard. 
Or  dearer  interchange  of  playful  word, 

Affection's  household  lore. 

And  the  rich  unison  of  mingled  prayer, 
The  melody  of  hearts  in  heavenly  air, 

Thence  duly  should  arise ; 
Lifting  th'  eternal  hope,  th'  adoring  breath. 
Of  spirits,  not  to  be  disjoin'd  by  death. 

Up  to  the  starry  skies. 

There,  dost  thou  well  believe,  no  storm  should  come 
To  mar  the  stillness  of  that  angel-home ; 

There  should  thy  slimibers  be 
Weigh'd  down  with  honey-dew,  serenely  bless'd. 
Like  theirs  who  first  in  Eden's  grove  took  rest 

Under  some  balmy  tree. 

Love  !  Love  !  thou  passionate  in  joy  and  woe  ! 
And  canst  (hxiu  hope  for  cloudless  peace  bdow  — 


Hen,  where  bright  things  musfc  diel 
0  thou  !  that,  wildly  woishq^nng,  dost  shed 
On  the  frail  altar  of  a  mortal  head 

Qifts  of  infini^ ! 

Thou  must  be  still  a  trembler,  fearful  Lore ! 
Danger  seems  gathering  from  beneath,  above. 

Still  round  thy  predoos  things; 
Thy  stately  pine-tree,  or  thy  gracioos  rose. 
In  their  sweet  shade  can  yield  thee  no  Fef^oae, 

Here,  where  the  blight  hath  wings^ 

And  as  a  flower,  with  some  fine  aenae  imbaed. 
To  shrink  before  the  wind's  vioasitxidfl^ 

So  in  thy  prescient  breast 
Are  lyre«trings  quivering  with  prophetic  thzill 
To  the  low  footstep  of  each  ccmiing  ill : 

Oh !  canst  tio»  dream  of  resti 

Bear  up  thy  dream !  thou  mighty  and  tfaofa  weak 
Heart,  strong  as  death,  yet  as  a  reed  to  bieak— 

As  a  flame,  tempest^wa/d  ! 
He  that  sits  calm  on  hig^  is  yet  the  somoe 
Whence  thy  soul's  current  hath  its  tnmbled  ooan 

He  that  great  deep  hath  made  I 

Will  He  not  pity  \ — ^He  whose  seardiing  eye 
Reads  all  the  secrets  of  thine  agony! — 

Oh  !  pray  to  be  fbigiven 
Thy  fond  idolatry,  thy  blind  exoees. 
And  seek  with  Him  that  bower  of  blessedness. 

Love  !  thy  sole  home  is  heaven  ! 


BOOKS  AND  FLOWEBS. 


tnaqvOte  akri  «« 
dM  Smu*  «*  dii 


'*  La  TUb  d'uM  flaur  c^rw 
point  iiMxpftmable.    Sou  !■ 
Bonrrte  im  PenlkiM*  avee 
Mwcinte  d'una  {nrteMi,  aa  millaa 
J'oaMla  llAioftlM  d« 
Um*  ti  do  flaara.'* 


CoxE  !  let  me  make  a  sunny  realm  anmnd  thee 

Of  thought  and  beauty !     Here  are  books  aa 

flowers,  [thee- 

Wiih  spells  to  loose  the  fetter  whidi  bath  boim 
The  ravel'd  coil  of  this  world's  fevendi  boms 

The  soul  of  song  is  in  these  deathleea  p^qi. 

Even  as  the  odour  in  the  flower 
Here  the  crown'd  spirits  of  departed 

Have  left  the  silent  melodies  of  mmd. 
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Their  thoughts,  that  strove  with  time,  and  change, 
and  anguish,  [rest, 

For  some  high  place  where  fidth  her  wing  might 
Arebuming  here — aflame  that  may  not  languish — 

Still  pointing  upward  to  that  bright  hill's  crest ! 

Their  grief,  the  veil'd  infinity  e^qploiing 
For  treasureslosty  is  here ; — ^their boundless  love, 

Its  mighty  streams  of  gentleness  outpouring 
On  all  things  round,  and  clasping  all  above. 

And  the  bright  beings,  their  own  heart's  creations, 
Bright,  yet  all  human,  here  are  breathing  still ; 

Conflicts,  and  agoniesi,  and  exultations 
Are  here,  and  victories  of  prevailing  will ! 

Listen!  oh,  listen!  let  their  high  words  cheer  thee! 

Their  swan-like  music  ringing  through  all  woes ; 
Let  my  voice  bring  their  holy  influence  near  thee — 

The  Elysian  air  of  their  divine  repose ! 

Or  would'st  thou  turn  to  earth  Y  iVbt  earth  all 
furrowed 

By  the  old  traces  of  man's  toil  and  care. 
But  the  green  peaceful  world  that  never  sorroVd, 

The  world  of  leaves,  and  dews,  and  summer  air ! 

Look  on  these  flowere  I  as  o*er  an  altar  shedding, 
O'er  Milton's  page,  soft  light  from  coloured  urns ! 

They  are  the  links,  man's  heart  to  nature  weddiag, 
When  to  her  breast  the  prodigal  returns. 

They  are  firom  lone  wild  places,  forest  dingles. 
Fresh  banks  of  manyalow-voicedhiddenstream. 

Where  Uie  sweetstarof  evelooksdown  and  mingles 
Faint  lustre  with  the  water-lily's  gleam. 

Theyarefrom  where  thesoftwfaids  play  in  gladness. 

Covering  the  turf  withflowexy  blossom-showers ; 

— ^Too  richly  dower'd,  0  friend !  are  we  for  sad- 


Look  on  an  empire — ^mind  and  nature — ours  ! 

C"  TlM  *  brightly  anoeiftttd  boon  *  ib*  pMMd  with  Mrs 
LftwrtDos,  hare  been  aDuded  to  by  Ifn  Henuuu,  in  the  dedi- 
cation to  the  *  National  Lyrics,*  and  recorded  by  *her 
friend,  and  the  fitter  of  ber  fHend,  Ckdonel  D'AgoQar/  in  ber 
own  affectionate  '  BeooUectiona.'  Ibe 'Bodiaand  Flownt* 
of  Wavertree  HaU  were  erer  fondly  Identified  with  their  dear 
mirtreu ;  and,  yean  after  Uie  enjoyment  of  them  had  pawed 
away  iktm  all  leneee  bat  memory,  ibe  who  was  then  herself, 
too,  '  passing  away,*  thns  tenderly  aDoded  to  them  fma.  her 
sick  couch  at  Bedeedale :— -'  When  I  write  to  yon,  my  bna- 
gination  always  brightens,  and  pleasant  thooghts  of  lorety 
flowers,  and  dear  old  bo(As,  and  strains  of  antique  Italian 
melody,  come  floating  over  me,  as  Bacon  s«ys  the  rich  scents 
fo  *  to  and  fh>  like  mnrio  la  the  air.' *^ 


FOR  A  PICTURE  OF  ST  CECILIA  ATTENDED 

BY  ANGELS. 

*'  How  fioh  thai  fbrdiMdIi  eafan  opeiiM ! 
How  bright  that  hnT«n-<Ureetod  flue* ! 
—Waft  Iwr  to  glorjr,  wingsd  powan  ! 

Kra  •onrow  bo  noowid. 
And  Interooant  with  mortal  boon 

Bring  back  a  homblor  mood ! "        WosMwomi. 

How  can  that  eye,  with  inspiration  beaming, 
Wear  yet  so  deep  a  calmt    O  child  of  song  ! 

Is  not  the  musio-Iand  a  world  of  dreaming, 
Where  forms  of  sad,  bewildering  beauty  throng] 

Hath  it  not  sounds  from  voices  long  departed? 

Echoes  of  tones  that  rung  in  childhood's  ear  ? 
Low  haunting  whispers,  which  the  weary-hearted, 

Stealing  midst  crowds  away,  have  wept  to  hear? 

No,  not  to  thee  !  Thy  spirit,  meek,  yet  queenly. 
On  its  own  starry  height^  beyond  all  thisi, 

Floating  triumphantly  and  yet  serenely,  [bliss. 
Breathes  no  fiunt  under>tone  through  songs  of 

Say  by  what  strain,  through  cloudless  ether  swell- 
ing, 
Thou  hast  drawn  down  those  wanderers  from 
the  skies? 
Bright  guests  I  even  such  as  left  of  yore  their 
dwelling 
For  the  deep  cedar^hades  of  Paradise  ! 

What,  strain  ?   Oh  !  not  the  nightingale's,  when, 
showering 

Her  own  heart's  life-dreps  on  the  burning  lay. 
She  stirs  the  young  woods  in  the  days  of  flowering. 

And  pours  her  strength,  but  not  her  grief,  away : 

And  not  the  exile's— when,  midst  lonely  billows. 
He  wakes  the  Alpine  notes  his  mother  sung, 

Or  blends  them  with  the  sigh  of  alien  willows, 
Where,  murmuring  to  the  wind,  his  harpishung : 

Andnotthepilgrim's — ^though  his  thoughtsbeholy. 
And  sweet  his  avd-song  when  day  grows  dim ; 

Tet,  as  he  journeys,  pensively  and  slowly. 
Something  of  sadness  floats  through  that  low 
hymn. 

But  thou  ! — ^the  spirit  which  at  eve  is  fiUing 
All  thehush'd  air  and  reverential  sky — 

Founts,  leaves,  and  flowers,  with  solemn  rapture 
thrilling — 
This  is  the  soul  of  Ihy  rich  hannony . 
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This  bears  up  high  those  breathings  of  devotion    I 
•Wherein  titie  currents  of  thy  heart  gnih  free; 

Therefore  no  world  of  sad  and  Tain  emotion 
Is  the  dream-haunted  musio-land  for  iku. 


THE  BRIGAND  LEADER  AND  HIS  WIFE. 
voQwuaxD  BT  A  noTumB  or  aAcnLAxvUb 

Dark  chieftain  of  the  heath  and  height ! 
WUd  feaster  on  the  hills  by  night! 
See'st  thou  the  stormy  sonset^s  ^w 
Flung  back  by  glancing  fqwon  bdowt 
Now  for  one  strife  of  stem  deqiair  I 
The  foe  hath  track'd  thee  to  thy  lair. 

Thou,  against  whom  the  Toioe  of  blood 
Hath  risen  from  rock  and  lonely  wood ; 
And  in  whose  dreams  a  moan  should  be^ 
Not  of  the  water,  nor  the  tree ; 
Haply  thine  own  last  hour  is  nigh, — 
Tet  shalt  thou  not  forsaken  die. 

There's  one  that  pale  beside  thee  standsi, 
More  true  than  all  thy  mountain-bands ! 
She  will  not  shrink  in  doubt  and  dread 
When  the  balls  whistle  round  thy  head : 
Nor  leave  thee,  though  thy  closing  eye 
No  longer  may  to  hers  reply. 

Oh !  many  a  soft  and  quiet  grace 
Hath  &ded  from  her  form  and  &ce ; 
And  many  a  thought,  the  fitting  guest 
Of  woman's  meek,  religious  breast. 
Hath  pezish'd  in  her  wanderings  wide. 
Through  the  deep  forests  by  thy  side. 

Tet,  mournfully  surviving  all, 

A  flower  upon  a  ruin's  wall — 

A  friendless  thing,  whose  lot  is  cast 

Of  lovely  ones  to  be  the  last — 

Sad,  but  unchanged  through  good  and  ill. 

Thine  is  her  lone  devotion  stilL 

And  oh !  not  wholly  lost  the  heart 
Where  that  undying  love  hath  part ; 
Not  worthless  all,  though  £ur  and  long 
From  home  estranged,  and  guided  wrong; 
Tet  may  its  depths  by  heaven  be  stirred, 
Ita  prayer  for  thee  be  pour'd  and  heard! 


THE  CHILD'S  RETURN  FROM  THE 
WOODLANDa 

8UOOX8TSX>  BT  A  PICHTBB  OF  BIB.  THOIIAB  LAWmBBCS'flw 


AB  good  aad  fdniiM  M  thfov 

ouwiUMiiiMtgriiawm 

GrMk  ttet  along  «^  aMw'd 
wm  lircaUM  A  mora  nbdalB 
Tten  •««  «kM  looki  of  Joy 
On  the  wrfl  eh— k  of  inSuiey.** 


IfeiilUs 


W 


Hast  thou  been  in  the  woods  wit&  the  hoDfly-bee? 
Hast  thou  been  with  the  lamb  in  the  paatumftee? 
With  thehaze  through  the  copses  and  dln|^wild? 
With  the  butterfly  over  the  heath,  £ur  childt 
Tea!  the  li^t  fall  of  thy  bounding  ieet 
Hafch  not  startled  the  wren  from  her  moaiiy  seat : 
Tet  hast  thou  ranged  tlie  green  Ufnsib^iSk^ 
And  brought  bat^  a  treasure  of  bods  and  bslk 

Thou  know*st  not  the  sweetoies,  by  anti^ie  so^g 
Breathed  o'er  the  names  of  that  flowery  throng : 
The  woodbine,  the  primrose,  the  liolel  din^ 
The  lily  that  gleams  by  the  fbuntain's  brim; 
These  are  old  words,  that  have  noMde  each  giof e 
A  dreaming  haunt  for  romance  and  love — 
Each  sunny  bank,  where  £unt  odoun  lie^ 
A  place  for  the  gushings  of  poesy. 

Thou  know'st  not  the  light  wherewith  fiuzy  lore 
Sprinkles  the  turf  and  the  daisies  o'er : 
Enough  for  thee  are  the  dews  that  alesp 
Like  hidden  gems  in  the  floweruma  deq> ; 
Enough  the  rich  crimson  spots  that  dw^ 
Midst  the  gold  of  the  cowslip's  petfuxned  oa&; 
And  the  scent  by  the  blossoming  sweetbrien  shed, 
Andthebeautythat  bowsthe  wood-hyaeinth%h«id. 

0  happy  child !  in  thy  fitwn-like  gl«e. 
What  is  remembrance  or  thought  to  thee) 
Fill  thy  bright  locks  with  thoae  gifts  of  q«in^ 
O'er  thy  green  pathway  their  colours  fling; 
]^d  them  in  chaplet  and  wild  festoon — 
What  if  to  droop  and  to  perish  sooni 
Nature  hath  mines  of  sadi  wealth — and  tboa 
Never  will  prise  its  delights  as  now  I 

For  a  day  is  coming  to  quell  the  tone 
That  rings  in  thy  laughter,  thou  joyooa  one! 
And  to  dim  thy  brow  with  a  touch  of  cit^ 
Under  the  gloss  of  its  clustering  hair ; 
And  to  tame  the  flash  of  thy  cloudless  eyes 
Into  the  stillness  of  autumn  skies; 
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And  to  teaoh  thee  Uiat  grief  hath  her  needAil  part 
Midst  the  hidden  things  of  each  human  heart 

Tet  shall  we  mourn,  gentle  child  1  fat  thisf 
Life  hath  enough  of  yet  holier  blias  I 
Such  be  thy  portion ! — the  blias  to  look, 
Witii  a  reverent  spirit,  through  nature's  book ; 
By  fount,  by  forest,  by  river^s  line. 
To  track  the  paths  of  a  love  divine ; 
To  read  its  deep  meanings — ^to  see  and  hear 
God  in  earth's  garden — and  not  to  fear  1 


THE  FAITH  OF  LOVE. 

Thou  hast  watch'd  beside  the  bed  of  death, 

0  fearless  human  Love  t 
Thy  1^  received  the  last,  fiont  breath. 

Ere  the  spirit  fled  above. 

Thy  prayer  was  heard  by  the  parting  bier, 

Li  a  low  and  farewell  tone ; 
Thou  hast  given  the  gravoboth  flower  and  tear — 

— 0  Love  1  thy  task  is  done. 

Then  turn  thee  from  each  pleasant  spot 

Where  thou  wert  wont  to  rove ; 
For  there  the  friend  of  thy  soul  is  not, 

Nor  the  joy  of  thy  youth,  0  Lovel 

Thou  wilt  meet  but  mournful  Memory  there; 

Her  dreams  in  the  grove  she  weaves^ 
With  echoes  filling  the  summer  air, 

With  sighs  the  trembling  leaves. 

Then  torn  thee  to  the  world  again, 
From  those  dim,  haunted  boweri^ 

And  shut  thine  ear  to  the  wild,  sweet  strain 
That  tells  of  vanish'd  hours. 

And  wear  not  on  thine  aching  heart 

The  image  of  the  dead ; 
For  the  tie  is  rent  thai  gave  thee  port 

Li  the  gladnftas  its  beauty  shed. 

And  gaoe  on  the  pictured  smile  no  more 

That  thus  can  life  outlast : 
All  between  parted  souls  is  o'er. — 

Lovel  Love!  forget  the  past  1 

"  Voice  of  vain  boding !  away,  be  still  1 
Strive  not  against  the  faith 


That  yet  my  bosom  with  light  can  fill, 
Unquench'd,  and  undim'd  by  death. 

"From  the  pictured  smile  I  will  not  turn. 

Though  sadly  now  it  shine ; 
Nor  quit  the  shadea  that  in  whispers  mourn 

For  the  step  once  link'd  with  mine ; 

"  Nor  shut  mine  ear  to  the  song  of  old, 
Though  its  notes  the  pang  renew. 

— Such  meniories  deep  in  my  heart  I  hold. 
To  keep  it  pure  and  true. 

^  By  the  holy  instinct  of  my  heart. 

By  the  hope  that  bean  me  on, 
I  have  still  my  own  undying  part 

In  the  deep  aflfeotion  goneu 

"By  the  presence  that  about  me  seems 
Through  night  and  day  to  dwdl, 

Yoioe  of  vain  bodings  and  f earftil  dreams ! 
— ^I  have  breathed  no  VauA  fiurewell !" 


THE  SISTER'S  DREAM. 

[Suggwted  bjft  ptetoreiii  which  ftyoong  girl  is  repiraiented 
as  deeping,  and  rlsiied  during  her  diunben  by  the  spirits  of 
her  departed  dstan.} 

Shb  sleeps  I — ^but  not  the  free  and  sunny  sleep 
That  lightly  on  the  brow  of  childhood  lies : 

Though  happy  be  her  rest,  and  soft,  and  deep. 
Yet,  ere  it  sank  upon  her  ahadoVd  eyes^ 

Thoughts  of  past  scenes  and  kindred  graves  o'e^ 
swept 

Her  soul'smeokstillness — she  hadpray'dand  wept 

And  now  in  visions  to  her  couch  they  come, 
The  eaily  lost— the  beautiful — ^the  dead  ! 

That  unto  her  bequeath'd  a  mournful  home, 
Whence  with  their  voioea  all  sweet  laughter  fled 

They  rise — ^the  sisters  of  her  youth  arise. 

As  from  the  world  where  no  firail  blossom  dies. 

And  well  Uie  sleeper  knows  them  not  of  earth — 
Not  as  they  were  when  binding  up  the  flowers, 

Tolling  wild  legends  round  the  winter-hearth. 
Braiding  their  lon^^  fkir  hair  for  festal  houn : 

These  things  are  past— a  spiritual  e^lten, 

A  Bolenm  gloiy,  robes  them  in  that  draam. 

Tet,  if  the  glee  of  life's  fresh  budding  years 
In  those  pure  aspects  xovi  no  more  be  read, 
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Thenoe,  too,  hath  sorrow  melted — end  the  tesn 
Which  o'er  their  mother's  holy  dost  they  shed. 
Are  all  effiu^ed.   There  earth  hath  left  no  sign 
Save  its  deep  love,  still  touohiiig  ereiy  line. 

But  oh !  more  soft,  more  tender — breathing  more 
A  thought  of  pity,  than  in  Taniah'd  days ! 

While,  hovering  silently  and  brightly  o*er 
The  lone  one's  head,  they  meet  her  qoritTs  gaze 

With  their  immortal  eyes,  that  seem  to  say, 

"  Tet^  sister !  yet  we  love  thee — come  awi^  1" 

Twill  &de,  the  radiant  dream !  And  will  she  not 
Wake  with  more  painful  yearning  at  her  heart  1 

Will  not  her  home  seem  yet  a  lonelier  Bpot>  |part1 
Her  task  more  sad,  when  those  bright  shadows 

And  the  green  summer  after  them  look  dim. 

And  sorrow's  tone  be  in  the  bird's  wild  hymn  Y 

But  let  her  hope  be  strong,  and  let  the  doad 
Visit  her  soul  in  heaven's  calm  beauty  still ; 

Be  their  names  utter'd,  be  their  memoxy  spread 
Tet  round  the  place  they  never  more  may  fill ! 

All  i9  not  over  with  earth's  broken  tie — 

Where,  where  should  sisters  love,  if  not  on  high  \ 


1 


A  FAREWELL  TO  ABBOTSPORD. 

[These  Unes  were  gifen  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  at  the  gate  of 
Abbotsford,  in  the  summer  of  1829.  He  waa  then  apparently 
in  the  rtgoar  of  an  exisAenoe  wfaoae  energies  promised  long 
continuance;  and  the  glance  of  his  quick,  smiling  eye,  and  the 
veiy  sound  of  his  kindly  Toioe,  seemed  to  kindle  the  gladness 
of  hk  own  sunny  and  benignant  spirit  in  all  who  had  the 
happiness  of  approadiing  him.] 

HoMB  of  the  gifted  !  &re  thee  well. 

And  a  blessing  on  thee  rest ! 
While  the  heather  waves  its  purple  bell 

O'er  moor  and  mountain-crest ; 
While  stream  to  stream  around  thee  calls. 

And  braes  with  broom  are  drest, 
Glad  be  the  harping  in  thy  haUs — 

A  blessing  on  thee  rest ! 

While  the  high  voice  from  thee  sent  forth 

Bids  rock  and  cairn  reply. 
Wakening  the  spirits  of  the  North 

Like  a  chieftain's  gathering-cry ; 
While  its  deep  master4ones  hold  sway 

As  a  king's  o'er  every  breast, 
Home  of  the  Legend  and  the  Lay ! 

A  blessing  on  thee  rest ! 


Joy  to  thy  hearth,  and  board,  and  bower ! 

Long  honours  to  thy  line ! 
And  hearts  of  proo^  and  hands  of  power. 

And  bright  names  worthy  thine ! 
By  the  meny  step  of  childhood,  still 

May  thy  free  sward  be  preet  I 
— While  one  proud  pulse  in  the  land  can  thriD 

A  blessing  on  thee  restJ 


O'CONNOR'S  CHILD. 


[This  piaos  was  inggestad  by  a  pActore  in  tha 
Mrs  Lawrence  of  WavertreeHalL    Iti 
Child  ■*  of  Gampbeirfe  Po«:^  Mated 
ro^  mailBBd  with  a  cross,  in  a  wild  and 
tan^ett  eeems  gathering  in  the  aagiy  skies  abore  her,  but  li 
attitada  of  the  drooping  figure  «zpreBseBtiM  otter  < 
of  dasoiatton,  and  the  countenance  speaka  of 
tkm  fhmi  aU  external  d^eeta.    A  bow  and  spkmm  Be  ft 
her,  *»nftng«t  the  weeds  and  wild-flowen  of  the  dasert.] 


tDfeO. 


AtOMmoekklfotaB^ 
I  twad  tht  lulmrt  of  my 

Biito«ttaiteactBt« 
▲ad  took  U  down,  end 

ThIidoHrtplMoa 
Nor  woald  I  diaiifo  ay 

For  any  haoK  oTStIiik 


The  sleep  of  storms  is  dark  upon  the  skies. 
The  weight  of  omens  heavy  in  the  doud : — 

Bid  the  lorn  himtress  of  the  desert  rise. 
And  gird  the  form  whose  beauty  grief  hath  bov'i 

And  leave  the  tomb,  as  tombs  are  left — alone, 

To  the  star  8  vigil,  and  the  wind's  wild  moan. 

Tell  her  of  revelries  in  bower  and  haU,  [pourV 
Where  gems  are  glittering,  and  bright  wine 

Where  to  glad  measures  chiming  footsteps  fiiJl, 
Andsoulseemsgushing  from  the  barp*sfulldior 

And  richer  flowers  amid  fiur  tresses  wave. 

Than  the  sad  XoM^tef-ftfeedts^  of  the  grave. 


Oh!  little  know'st  thou  of  th*  o'ermastering  spd 
Wherewith  love  binds  the  spirit^  strong  in  pai 

To  the  spot  hallow'd  by  a  wild  &rewell, 
A  parting  agony, — intense,  yet  vain, 

A  look — and  darkness  when  its  gleam  balh  flow 

A  voice — and  silence  when  its  words  are  gone ! 

She  hears  thee  not :  her  fiill,  deep,  fervent  hear 
Is  set  in  her  dark  eyes ;— and  ike}i  are  boimd 

Unto  that  cross,  that  shiine,  that  woiM  i^Mit, 
Where  f^thful  blood  hath  sanctified  Uiegroimii 
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And  love  with  death  BtriTenlongby  tearandprayer, 
And  angnish  frozen  into  still  despair. 

Yet  on  her  spirit  hath  arisen  at  last 
A  lights  a  joy^  of  its  own  wanderings  bom ; 

Around  her  path  a  vision's  glow  is  cast. 
Back,  back  her  lost  one  comes  in  hues  of  mora !  ^ 

For  her  the  gulf  is  fill'd — the  dai^  night  fled. 

Whose  mystery  parts  the  living  and  the  dead. 

And  she  can  pour  forth  jn  such  oonveree  high 
All  her  soul's  tide  of  love,  the  deep,  the  strong. 

Oh  1  lonelier  &r,  perchance,  thy  destiny. 
And  more  forlorn,  amidst  the  world's  gay  throng, 

Than  hers — ^the  queen  of  that  majestic  gloom. 

The  tempest,  snd  the  desert,  snd  the  tomb  ! 


THE  PRAYER  FOR  LIFE. 

0  SUNSHIKE  and  £ur  earth  ! 

Sweet  is  your  kindly  mirth ; 
Angel  of  death !  yet,  yet  awhile  delay ! 

Too  sad  it  is  to  part, 

Thus  in  my  spring  of  heart. 
With  all  the  light  and  laughter  of  the  day. 

For  me  the  falling  leaf 

Touches  no  chord  of  grief. 
No  dark  void  in  the  rose's  bosom  lies  : 

Not  one  triimiphal  tone. 

One  hue  of  hope,  is  gone 
From  song  or  bloom  beneath  the  summer  skies. 

Death,  Death  I  ere  yet  decay. 

Call  me  not  hence  away  I 
Over  the  golden  hours  no  shade  is  thrown :      ^ 

The  poesy  that  dwells 

Deep  in  green  woods  and  dells 
Still  to  my  spirit  speaks  of  joy  alone. 

Yet  not  for  this,  0  Death! 

Not  for  the  vernal  breath 
Of  winds  that  shake  forth  mumc  from  the  trees : 

Not  for  the  splendour  given 

To  night's  dark,  regal  heaven. 
Spoiler  I  I  ask  thee  not  reprieve  for  these. 

But  for  the  happy  love 
Whose  light,  where'er  I  rove, 

>  "  A  ion  of  light,  A  lovily  fSami, 
H«  oomM,  and  ixmkn  her  glad.**— <?ampbsll. 


Kindles  all  nature  to  a  sudden  smile. 
Shedding  on  branch  and  flower 
A  rainbow-tinted  shower 

Of  richer  life — sparer  spare  me  yet  awhile. 

Too  soon,  too  fiist  thou'rt  come  ! 

Too  beoutifrd  is  home — 
A  home  of  gentle  voices  and  kind  eyes  1 

And  I  the  loved  of  all. 

On  whom  fond  blessings  Ball 
From  evexy  lip.    Oh  t  wilt  thou  rend  such  ties  1 

Sweet  sisters !  weave  a  chain 

My  spirit  to  detain : 
Hold  me  to  earth  with  strong  affection  back ; 

Bind  me  with  mighty  love 

Unto  the  stream,  the  grove, 
Our  daily  paths — our  life's  fimiiliar  track. 

Stay  with  me  !  gird  me  round  f 

Your  voices  bear  a  sound 
Of  hope — a  light  comes  with  you  and  departs; 

Hush  my  soul's  boding  swell. 

That  murmurs  of  fiurewelL 
How  can  I  leave  this  ring  of  kindest  hearts  t 

Death  !  grave  ! — and  are  there  those 

That  woo  your  dark  repose 
Midst  the  rich  beauty  of  the  growing  earth  1 

Surely  about  them  lies 

No  world  of  loving   eyes. 
Leave  me,  oh  1  leave  me  unto  home  and  hearth  ! 


THE  WELCOME  TO  DEATH. 

Thou  art  welcome,  0  thou  warning  voice  ! 

My  soul  hath  pined  for  thee ; 
Thou  art  welcome  as  sweet  sounds  from  shore 

To  wanderer  on  the  sea. 
I  hear  thee  in  the  rustling  woods. 

In  the  sighing  vernal  airs ; 
Thou  call'st  me  frt>m  the  lonely  earth 

With  a  deeper  tone  than  theirs. 

The  lonely  earth  !    Since  kindred  steps 

From  its  green  paths  are  fled, 
A  dimness  and  a  hush  have  lain 

O'er  all  its  beauty  spread. 
The  silence  of  ih*  unanswering  soul 

Is  on  me  and  around ; 
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H7  heart  hath  ecfaooa  but  for  thtttf 

IVom  the  depths  of  the  eye,  when  tlM  iqpizitwQfa 

->Oone  with  the  fleethig  faraath  ! 

Voice  after  Toioe  hath  died  away. 

Thou  comest— and  what  la  left 

Once  in  my  dwelling  heard ; 

Of  all  that  loved  Q8»  to  say  if  ani^ 

Sweet  household  name  by  name  hath  changed 

Yet  Joveff—yet  answers  the  bnzning  thoog^ 

To  griefs  forbidden  word  I 

<>f  the  Qiirit  kme  and  reft  t 

From  dreams  of  ni§^t  on  each  I  call. 

Each  of  the  far  zemoTed ; 

Silence  ia  where  thoa  art  1 

And  waken  to  my  own  wild  czy — 

Silently  there  must  kindred  meet» 

"  Where  are  ye^  my  bdored  V 

No  nnile  to  cheer,  and  no  voioe  to  greet* 

No  bounding  of  heart  to  heart ! 

Te  left  me  1  and  earth's  floweta  were  dam 

With  records  of  the  past ; 

Boait  not  thy  victory.  Death ! 

And  stars  pour'd  down  another  light 

It  18  but  as  the  cloud's  o'er  the  saiibeam*s  powc 

Than  o'er  my  yonth  they  cest 

It  is  bat  as  the  winter's  o'er  kaf  and  flower. 

Birds  will  not  aing  as  onoe  they  Bong^ 

That  slumber  the  snow  beneath. 

When  ye  were  at  my  side. 

And  mournful  tones  are  in  the  wind 

It  is  but  as  a  tyrant's  reign 

Wliich  I  heard  not  till  ye  died  1 

O'er  the  voice  and  the  lip  which  he  bids  be  sdl 

But  the  fieiy  thoo^^t  and  the  lolty  will 

Thou  art  welcome,  0  thou  Mimfw^mor  \ 

Are  not  for  him  to  chain  ! 

Wbat  eye  can  xeaob  my  heart  of  hearts. 

They  shall  soar  his  might  above ! 

Bearing  in  li^  again  t 

And  thus  with  the  root  whence  afiactioii  spdng 

Ken  could  this  be,  too  much  of  fear 

Though  buried,  it  is  not  of  mortal  thiQg;i — 

O'er  loTe  would  now  be  thrown. — 

Thou  art  the  victor.  Love  ! 

Away  !  away  1  firom  time^  firom  change, 

Once  more  to  meet  my  own  ! 

LINES  WRITTEN  FOR  THE  ALBUM  Al 

THE  VICTOR 

ROSANNA.1 

"  I>«  toat  ee  qui  fiimott  n'«it-U  plu  rien  qui  t^im  ?* 
Lamaktixb. 

Oh  1  li^tly  tread  through  these  deep  dieslin 

bowers, 

Mighty  ones.  Lore  and  Death  ! 

Where  a  sweet  spirit  once  in  beauty  moved ! 

Ye  are  the  strong  in  this  world  of  ours ; 

And  touch  with  reverent  hand  these  leaves  11 

Temeetatthebanquets,ye  dwell  midst  the  flowers. 

^         flowers — 

— ^Which  hath  the  conqueror's  wreath  1 

Fair  things,  which  well  a  gentleheart  balh  love 

A  gentle  heart»  of  love  and  grief  th'  abodes 

Th<m  art  the  victor.  Love ! 

Whence  the  bri^t  stream  of  song  in  isardra 

Thou  art  the  fearless,  the  crown'd,  the  free. 

flow'd- 

The  strength  of  the  battle  is  given  to  thee — 

The  spirit  from  above  ! 

And  bid  its  memory  sanctify  the  soene  * 

And  let  th'  ideal  presence  of  the  deed 

Thou  hast  look'd  on  Death,  and  smiled  ! 

Float  round,  and  toudithe  wooda  with  softer  gRc 

Thou  hast  bonie  up  the  reed-like  and  fragile  form 

And  o'er  the  streams  a  diann^  like  moonl^ 

Through  the  waves  of  the  fight,  through  the  rush 

shed. 

of  the  storm, 

Through  the  soul's  depths  in  holy  silence  feh- 

On  field,  and  flood,  and  wild  ! 

A  spell  to  raise,  to  chasten,  and  to  n^  ! 

No  \—Th(m  art  the  victor.  Death  I 

1  A  beantifii]  place  in  the  ooosty  of  Willow,  tanw^i 

Thou  comest,  and  where  is  that  which  apoke. 

abode  of  the  authorev  of  **  F^jtfaa.*' 
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— And  the  sea's  v<Hoe  replied : 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  WAVE& 

"  Here  nobler  things  have  been ! 

wmiTRff  MBAm  »■  BCBiTB  ov  ▲  macwKt  unnnuKx. 

Power,  with  the  valiant  when  th^  died. 

To  sanoti^  the  scene : 

"HowiMrftotwMtlMeiaml    It  iMmM  no  akep. 

2Vo  mood  whkli  MMOD  tefcM  vway  or  brtngi ; 

I  ooaM  lWT«  teMM  «kat  Iht  ■dfktr  dMp 

**  Courage,  in  fragile  fornix 

Wu  am  the  sOTitlMi  of  «U  fintto  thlofi. 

Faith,  trusting  to  the  last, 

But  nvkKBio  fbrttlod*  Md  piMast  ohMT, 

Prayer,  breathing  heavenwards  thro'  the  storm: 

And  fkv^iant  dghta  of  wlint  U  to  bo  borna." 

v<  onnwoBTB  • 

But  all  alike  have  pass'd." 

AwftWlCR^  yA  Aliimingr  w&vac^ 

That  now  in  sunshine  sweep  ! 

TkfMt  have  not  pass'd  in  vain ; 

Speak  to  me  from  thy  hidden  oaves, 

My  soul  awakes,  my  hope  qwings  fr«e 

Voice  of  the  solemn  deep  ! 

On  victor  wings  again. 

Hath  man's  lone  spirit  here 

ThoUf  from  thine  empire  driven. 

With  stonns  in  battle  striven  1 

May'st  vanish  with  thy  powers ; 

Where  all  is  now  so  calmly  clear. 

But»  by  the  hearts  that  here  have  striven. 

Hath  anguish  cried  to  heaven  \ 

A  loftier  doom  is  ours  1 

— ^Thcn  the  sea's  voice  arose 

Like  an  earthquake's  undergone : 

"Mortal !  the  strife  of  hmnan  woes 

THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE. 

When  hath  iiof  nature  known  t 

«*  I  Mm  Uko  ono  wbo  trMdf  alono 

• 

Somo  bnqM*  has  doMrtod, 

"  Here  to  the  quivering  mast 

vnMM  Uglili  an  Sol.  wlHM  swindi  dMd, 

Despair  hath  wildly  dung ; 

.4adaUbQtino4top«tod.'<        Xoobb. 

The  shriek  upon  the  wind  hath  paw'd, 

SsBfflT  thou  yon  gray,  gleaming  hall. 

The  midnight  sky  hath  mag. 

Where  the  deep  e&i4diadaws  ftll? 

Voices  that  have  left  the  earth 

"And  the  youthful  and  the  brave. 

Long  ago, 

With  their  beauty  and  renown. 

Still  are  murmuring  round  its  hearth, 

To  the  hollow  chambers  of  the  wave 

Soft  and  low : 

In  darkness  have  gone  down. 

Ever  there ; — ^yet  one  alone 

Hath  the  gift  to  hear  their  tone. 

"  They  are  vanish'd  from  their  pkce — 

Guests  come  thither,  and  depart, 

Let  their  homes  and  hearths  make  moan  t 

Free  of  step,  and  light  of  heart ; 

But  the  rolling  waters  keep  no  trace 

Children,  with  sweet  visions  bless'd. 

Of  pang  or  conflict  gone." 

In  the  haunted  chambers  rest; 

One  alone  undumbering  lies 

— Alas  !  thou  haughty  deep ! 

When  the  night  hath  seal'd  all  eye.s, 

The  strong^  the  sounding  ftr  f 

One  quick  heart  and  watohfiil  ear. 

My  heart  before  thee  dies, — I  weep 

listening  for  those  whispers  clear. 

To  think  on  what  we  are  ! 

See'st  thou  where  the  woodbine-flowers 

To  think  that  so  we  pass — 

O'er  yon  low  porch  hang  in  showers  1 

High  hope,  and  thought,  and  mind — 

Startling  &oes  of  the  dead. 

Even  as  the  breath-stain  from  the  glass, 

Pale,  yet  sweet. 

Leaving  no  sign  behind  1 

One  lone  woman's  entering  tread 

There  still  meet  t 

Saw'st  thou  nau^t  else,  thou  main  1 

Some  with  young,  smooth  foreheads  fiur. 

Thou  and  the  midnight  sky  1 

Faintly  shining  Uirough  bright  hair; 

Naught  save  the  struggle,  brief  and  vtin. 

Some  with  reverend  locks  of  snow — 

The  portmg  agony  1 

AU,  all  buried  long  ago  I 
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An,  from  under  deep 

Or  the  flowen  of  foreign  graTOB, 

Or  the  old  and  banner*d  aisle» 

Where  their  hig^  tombs  g^eam  the  while; 

Rising,  wandering,  floating  by. 

Suddenly  and  silently. 

Through  their  earthly  home  and  plaoe^ 

But  anudst  another  race. 

Wherefore,  unto  one  alone^ 

Are  those  sounds  and  "visions  known? 

Wherefore  hath  that  spell  of  power 

Dark  and  dread. 
On  lur  soul,  a  baleful  dower. 

Thus  been  shedl 
Oh !  in  those  deep-seeing  eyee> 
No  strange  gift  of  mystery  lies  ! 
She  is  lone  where  onoe  she  moved 
Fair,  and  happy,  and  beloved ! 
Sunny  smiles  were  glancing  round  her. 
Tendrils  of  kind  hearts  had  bound  her. 
Now  those  silver  chords  are  broken. 
Those  bright  looks  have  left  no  token — 
Not  one  trace  on  all  the  earth. 
Save  her  memory  of  their  mirth. 
She  is  lone  and  lingering  now. 
Dreams  have  gathei'd  o*er  her  brow. 
Midst  gay  songs  and  children's  play. 
She  is  dwelling  £ur  away. 
Seeing  what  none  else  may  see — 
Haunted  still  her  place  must  be  ! 

["  Mrs  Hemans  resided  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  this 
old  hoiue  (in  tlie  village  of  Wavertree)  for  nearly  three  years': 
it  (Wavertree  Hall)  suggested  her  beautifnl  poem,  *  Books 
and  Flowers ;  *  and  one  of  her  moet  exquisite  lyrics,  *  The 
Ilaunted  Hoose/  describes  its  local  scenery,  and  gives  *  a 
brief  abstract '  of  the  sofTerings  and  feelings  of  one  of  its 
inhabitants.**— /{eroUediofu  </  Mn  Hemans^  by  Mas  Law- 

RXMCK. 

The  same  subject  has  been  treated  by  the  late  lamented 
Thomas  Hood  in  a  poem  under  a  rimQar  title. — Vide  Poems^ 
voL  L  p.  48.  It  is  worth  referring  to,  if  for  nothing  else  than 
observing  how  it  has  been  dealt  with  by  two  ingenious  and  ori- 
ginxd  mindfl^    Sirs  Hemans's  lyric  was  first  published.] 
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**  Gcd  gav*  bim  rrT«wo«  oflawt. 
Yet  itirring  blood  In  frMdom^ 
A  ipirit  to  hte  rocks  akin, 
Th«  ej*  of  the  bawk,  end  Iht  Arc  thcrdn 

SiNOiNQ  of  the  free  blue  sky. 
And  the  wild-flower  glens  that  lie 
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Far  amidst  the  ancient  hills, 

Which  the  fountain-music  fills ; 

Singing  of  the  snow-peaks  brig^ 

And  the  royal  eagle's  flight, 

And  the  courage  and  the  grace 

Foster'd  by  the  chamois^diaae ; 

In  his  fetters,  day  by  day. 

So  the  Shepherd-poet  lay. 

Wherefore,  from  a  dungeon-cell 

Did  those  notes  of  freedom  swell. 

Breathing  sadness  not  their  own 

Forth  with  every  Alpine  tone  I 

Wherefore! — can  a  tyrant's  ear 

Brook  the  mountain-winds  to  hear. 

When  each  blast  goes  pealing  by 

With  a  song  of  liberty ! 

Darkly  hung  th'  oppreBBor*s  hand 

O'er  the  Shepherd-poet's  land ; 

Sounding  there  the  waters  guah'd. 

While  the  lip  of  man  was  hush*d; 

There  the  fiJoon  pierced  the  doiidy 

While  the  fiery  heart  was  bow'd. 

But  this  might  not  long  endui^ 

Where  the  mountain-homes  were  pore ; 

And  a  valiant  voice  aroee. 

Thrilling  All  the  silent  snows; 

HiM — ^now  singing  fiur  and  lone. 

Where  the  young  breese  ne*er  was  known ; 

Singing  of  the  glad  blue  sky. 

Wildly — and  how  mournfully  ! 

Are  none  but  the  Wind  and  the  Lammer^jcrcf 
To  be  free  where  the  hills  unto  heaven  at^piret 
Is  the  soul  of  song  from  the  deep  glens  past, 
Xow  that  their  poet  is  chain'd  at  last  1 — 
Think  of  the  mountains,  and  deem  not  so! 
Soon  shall  each  blast  like  a  dazion  blow  \ 
Yes !  though  forbidden  be  every  word 
Wherewith  that  spirit  the  Alps  hath  stur'd. 
Yet  even  as  a  buried  stream  through  earth 
Rolls  on  to  another  and  brighter  birth. 
So  shall  the  voice  that  hath  seemed  to  die 
Burst  forth  with  the  anthem  of  liberty ! 

And  another  power  is  moving 

In  a  bosom  fondly  loving : 

Oh !  a  sister^s  heart  is  deep. 

And  her  spirit  strong  to  keep 

Each  light  link  of  early  hoon^ 

All  sweet  scents  of  childhood's  flowers ! 

Thus  each  lay  by  Emi  snng^ 

Rocks  and  crystal  caves  amoog^ 

Or  beneath  the  linden-leaves^ 

Or  the  cabin  8  vine-hung 
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Rapid  though  as  bird-notos  gushing. 

Transient  as  a  wan  cheek's  flushing. 

Each  in  young  Teresa's  breast 

Left  its  fiery  words  impress'd ; 

Treasured  there  lay  evexy  line. 

As  a  rich  book  on  a  hidden  shrine. 

Fair  was  that  lone  girl,  and  meek. 

With  a  pale,  transparent  cheek. 

And  A  deep-fringed  violet  eye 

Seeking  in  sweet  shade  to  lie, 

Qt,  if  raised  to  glance  above. 

Dim  with  its  own  dews  of  love ; 

And  a  pare  liadonna  brow. 

And  a  silvexy  voice  and  low. 

Like  the  echo  of  a  flute. 

Even  the  last,  ere  all  be  mute. 

But  a  loftier  soul  was  seen 

In  the  orphan  sister's  mien, 

EVom  that  hour  when  chains  defiled 

Him,  the  high  Alps'  noble  child. 

Tones  in  her  quivering  voice  awoke. 

As  if  a  harp  of  battle  spoke ; 

Light,  that  seem'd  bom  of  an  eagle's  nest, 

flash'd  from  her  soft  eyes  unreprees'd ; 

And  her  form,  like  a  spreading  water-flower. 

When  its  frail  cup  swells  with  a  sudden  shower, 

Seem'd  all  dilated  with  love  and  pride. 

And  grief  for  that  brother,  her  young  heart's 

guide. 
Well  might  they  love ! — those  two  had  grown 
Orphans  together  and  alone : 
.  The  silence  of  the  Alpine  sky 
Had  hush'd  their  hearts  to  piety ; 
The  turf,  o'er  their  dead  mother  laid, 
Had  been  their  altar  when  they  pray'd ; 
There,  more  in  tenderness  than  woe. 
The  stars  had  seen  their  young  tears  flow ; 
The  douds,  in  spirit-like  descent^ 
Their  deep  thoughts  by  one  touch  bad  blent» 
And  the  wild  storms  link'd  them  to  each  other — 
How  dear  can  peril  make  a  brother  1 

Now  is  their  hearth  a  forsaken  spot^ 

The  vine  waves  unpruned  o'er  their  mountain  cot : 

Away,  in  that  holy  affection's  mighty 

The  maiden  is  gone,  like  a  breexe  of  the  night. 

She  is  gone  forth  alone,  but  her  lighted  fi^e, 

Filling  with  soul  every  secret  place. 

Hath  a  dower  from  heaven,  and  a  gift  of  sway. 

To  arouse  brave  hearts  in  its  hidden  way, 

Uke  the  sudden  flinging  forth  on  high 

Of  a  banner,  that  startleth  silently  f 

She  hath  wander'd  through  many  a  hamlet-vale, 

Telling  its  children  her  brother^a  tale ; 
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And  the  strains  by  his  spirit  pour'd  away 
Freely  as  fountains  might  shower  their  spray. 
From  her  fervent  lip  a  new  life  have  caught. 
And  a  power  to  kindle  yet  bolder  thought ; 
While  sometimes  a  melody,  all  her  own, 
Like  a  gush  of  tears  in  its  plaintive  tone. 
May  be  heard  midst  the  lonely  rocks  to  flpw. 
Clear  through  the  wateiHshimes— dear,  yet  low 

"  Thou'rt  not  where  wild-flowers  wave 
O'er  crag  and  sparry  cave ; 
Thou'rt  not  where  pines  are  sounding. 
Or  joyous  torrents  bounding — 

Alas,  my  brother ! 

"  Thou'rt  not  where  green,  on  high. 
The  brighter  pastures  lie; 
EVn  those,  thine  own  wild  places, 
Bear  of  our  chain  dark  traces : 

Alas,  my  brother ! 

**  Far  hath  the  sunbeam  spread. 
Nor  found  thy  lonely  bed ; 
Long  hath  the  fresh  wind  sought  thee. 
Nor  one  sweet  whisper  brought  thee — 

Alas,  my  brother ! 


"  Thou,  that  for  joy  wert  bom. 
Free  as  the  wings  of  mom ! 
Will  wa^i  thy  young  life  cherish. 
Where  the  Alpine  rose  would  perish 

Alasy  my  brother! 


"  Canst  thou  be  singing  still. 

As  once  on  every  hill  t 

Is  not  thy  soul  forsaken. 

And  the  bright  gift  from  thee  taken  1 — 

Alas,  alas,  my  brother !" 

And  WQM  the  bright  gift  from  the  captive  fled  t 
Like  the  fire  on  his  hearth,  was  his  spirit  dead  ? 
Not  so  1 — but  as  rooted  in  stillness  deep. 
The  pure  stream-lily  its  place  will  keep. 
Though  its  tearful  urns  to  the  blast  may  quiver. 
While  the  red  waves  rush  down  the  foaming  riven 
So  freedom's  faith  in  his  bosom  lay. 
Trembling,  yet  not  to  be  borne  away ! 
He  thought  of  the  Alps  and  their  breezy  air. 
And  felt  that  his  country  no  chains  might  bear ; 
He  thought  of  the  hunter^s  hangh^  life. 
And  knew  there  must  yet  be  noble  strife. 
But>  oh !  when  he  thought  of  that  orphan  maid. 
His  high  heart  melted — he  wept  and  pray'd ! 
For  he  saw  her  not  as  she  moTed  e'en  thei^ 
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A  wakener  of  heroes  in  every  ^en, 
Withag^ceinspixedwhidL  no  giiflf  oonld  tem% 
Bearing  on  hope  like  a  torch's  ibaM ; 
While  the  strengtiiening  Toiee  of  mi^ity  wieags 
Gave  echoes  bade  to  her  tfiTilling  songs. 
But  his  dresms  iverie  fill'd  by  a  hsnnting  ton^ 
Sad  as  a  deeping  infimf  s  moan ; 
And  his  soul  -was  ptereed  by  a  moomibi  eye^ 
Which  look'd  on  it — oh  !  how  beseechingly  ! 
And  there  floated  past  him  a  fragile  fonn. 
With  a  willowy  droop,  as  beneath  the  storm ; 
Till  wakening  in  angash,  his  flunt  heart  starove 
In  yain  with  its  boxd«i  of  hdpless  love  ! 
Thus  woke  the  dreamer  one  weary  night —  [light ; 
There  flash'd  through  his  dungeon  a  swift  strong 
He  sprang  up — he  dimb'dto  the  gmting^Mrs. 
— It  was  not  the  rising  of  mooo  or  stan^ 
But  a  signal-flame  from  a  peak  of  snow, 
Bock'd  through  the  dark  skies  to  and  fro ! 
There  shot  forth  another — another  still — 
A  hundred  answers  of  hill  to  hill  I 
Tossing  like  pines  in  the  tempest^s  way. 
Joyously,  wildly,  the  bright  qpirea  play. 
And  each  is  hail'd  with  a  peeling  skont^ 
For  the  hig^  Alps  waving  their  baBBsrs  oat ! 
£mi  !  young  Emi  !  the  land  hath  risen  ! — 
Alas  !  to  be  lone  in  thy  narrow  prison  I 
Those  free  streamers  glsndng^  and  thoa  not  there! 
— ^Is  the  moment  of  rapture,  or  fierce  despair  1 
— Hark  !  there 's  a  tumult  that  shakes  his  cell. 
At  the  gates  of  the  mountain  citadel !  [ing  ! 

Hark  !  a  clear  voice  through  the  rude  sounds  ring- 
Doth  he  know  the  strain,  and  the  wild,  sweet 
singing? 

**  There  may  not  long  be  fetters. 
Where  the  cloud  is  earth's  array. 

And  the  bright  floods  leap  from  cave  and  steep, 
like  a  himter  on  the  prey  ! 

"  There  may  not  long  be  fetters. 
Where  the  white  Alps  have  their  towers ; 

Unto  Eagle-homes,  if  the  arrow  comes. 
The  chain  is  not  for  ours  !" 

It  is  she  !    She  is  come  like  a  dayspring  bean^ 
She  that  so  moumfriUy  shadow'd  his  dream  ! 
With  her  shining  eyes  and  her  buoyant  form. 
She  is  come  !  her  tears  on  his  cheek  are  warm ; 
And  oh  !  the  thrill  in  that  weeping  voice  ! 
"  My  brother  t  my  brother !  come  forth,  rejoice !" 

Poet !  the  land  of  thy  love  is  ft^ee, — 
Sister!  thy  broths  is  won  by  thee  t 
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MounTAiN  winds  !  oh,  whither  do  ye  eail 
Vainly,  vainly  woold  my  st^ia  pmsoa  ! 

Chains  of  care  to  lower  eartk  eirthraB  me^ 
Wherefore  thus  my  waanr  amnt  wool 


Oh  I  the  strife  of  this  divided  being ! 

Is  there  peace  where  ye  are  bom  on 
Could  we  soar  to  your  proud  eyriea 

In  our  hearts  would  haimthrg 


dbl 


Those  wild  plaoea  are  not  as  a  dwdliiig 
Whence  the  footsteps  of  tba  kived  aia  gone  1 

Never  from  those  rocky  halla  oama  swelling 
Voice  of  kindness  in  frumiliar  tona ! 

Sorely  music  of  obUvioa  sweepeUi 

In  the  pathway  of  your  wandeimgB 
And  the  torrent,  wildly  as  it  le^petli. 

Sings  of  no  lost  home  amidst  its  glee. 

There  the  rushing  of  the  fidoon'a  {nnion. 

Is  not  frx>m  some  hidden  pang  to  f^  ; 
All  things  breathe  of  power  and  stem 

Not  of  hearts  that  in  vain  yearmngs  die. 

Mountain  winds  !  oh  t  is  it,  is  it  only 
Where  man's  trace  hath  been  that  ao  we  pin 

Bear  me  up,  to  giow  in  though  less  lonely. 
Even  at  nature's  deepest,  lonalioit  ahnna ! 

Wild,  and  mighty,  and  m3rsteEioo8  wny*^ ! 

At  whose  tone  my  heart  within  me  bums ; 
Bear  me  where  the  last  red  wnnK— m  lingers. 

Where  the  waters  have  their  secret  nzna  I 

There  to  commune  with  a  loftier  EgSaat 
Than  the  troubling  shadows  of  regret ; 

There  the  wings  of  freedom  to  inherit^ 
Where  the  enduring  and  the  wing'd  are  msi 


Hush,  proud  voices  !  gentle  be  your 
Woman's  lot  thus  <*!u«1^m^  msy 

Hush  !  the  heart  your  trumpet  bhiiimIb 
Darkly  still  may 


I 


be; 

I 
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THE  PROCESSION. 


IB.     ItlAjrOQ 


Mnlf 
Uksa 


Thebb  wen  trampling  wmnda  of  many  ieet, 
And  music  nuh'd  through  the  crowded  street : 
Proud  mnsicy  such  u  tells  the  sky 
Of  a  diief  retum'd  firom  victorj. 

There  were  bennera  to  the  winds  unroU'd, 
With  haughty  words  on  each  blazon'd  fold ; 
High  battle-namesj,  whichhad  nmg  of  yore 
AVhen  lancea  daah'd  on  the  Syxisii  shwe. 

Bome  from  their  dwellingiy  green  and  lona^ 
There  were  flowers  of  the  woods  on  the  pathway 

strown; 
And  wheels  that  crashed  as  they  swept  along; — 
Oh  !  what  doth  the  yiolet  amkbt  the  throngi 

I  saw  where  a  biright  procession  passed 
The  gates  of  a  minster  old  and  fast; 
And  a  king  to  his  crowning^plaoe  was  led. 
Through  a  sculptured  line  of  the  warriov^ead. 

I  saw,  far  gleaming,  the  long  array 
Of  trophies,  on  those  high  tombs  that  Isy, 
And  the  colour*d  light,  that  wrapp'd  than  all. 
Rich,  deep,  and  sad,  as  a  royal  palL 

But  a  lowlier  grave  soon  won  mina  eye 
Away  from  th'  anceatesl  pageantry — 
A  graTe  by  the  lordly  minster's  gate, 
Unhonour^d,  and  yet  not  dsaolala. 

It  was  a  dewy  greensward  bed. 
Meet  for  the  rest  of  a  peassnt  head; 
But  Love— oh,  lovelier  than  all  beaida ! — 
That  lone  place  guarded  and  j^orifled. 

For  a  gentle  form  stood  watching  there, 
Toung— but  how  sorrowftilly  fiiir  t 
Keeping  the  flowers  of  the  holy  wpat, 
That  reckless  feet  might  pro&ne  them  not 

Clear,  pale  and  dear,  was  the  tender  cheek. 
And  her  eye,  thou^  tearful,  serenely  meek; 
And  I  deem'd,  by  its  lifted  gaze  of  love. 
That  her  sad  heart's  treasure  was  all  above. 

For  alone  she  seem'd  midst  the  throng  to  be, 
like  a  bird  of  the  waves  fiv  awaj  aft 


Alone^  in  a  mourner's  vcut  array'd. 

And  with  folded  hands^  e'en  as  if  she  pray'd. 

It  &ded  before  me^  that  mask  of  pride. 
The  haughty  swell  of  the  music  died; 
Banner,  and  armour,  and  tossing  plume, 
All  melted  away  in  the  twilight's  gloom. 

But  that  orphan  form,  with  its  wiUowy  grace. 
And  the  speaking  prayer  in  that  pale,  calm  fS&ce, 
Still,still  o'er  my  thoughts  in  the  night-hourgUde— 
— Oh !  Love  is  lovelier  thsn  all  beside ! 


THE  BROKEN  LUTR 

Wbn  tS»  Intp  li  AaMtr^, 
TlM  Ughl  I&  the  daifc  Itai  d«d  i 

W  bm  the  ekrad  U  ■cattar'd. 
TlM  nlBbow*M  flofy  la  dMi. 

Whan  Iht  Into  U  brokta, 
SwMl  KRmda  an  nnMBlMr'd  not; 


III   ■   M  II* 


SBCftn*  aoi  Iha  lamp  aad  hito, 
Tba  btartli  achoMi  nadar 
Ha  aooff  wbM  «ha  iplrtt  li  mat*.* 


Lovad 


She  dwelt  in  proud  Venetian  halls. 

Midst  forms  that  breathed  from  the  pictured  walls 

But  a  ^w  of  beauty  like  her  own. 

There  had  no  dream  of  the  painter  throwxL 

Lit  from  within  was  her  noble  brow. 

As  an  urn,  whence  rays  from  a  lamp  may  flow ; 

Her  youn£^  clear  cheek,  had  a  changeful  hue. 

As  if  ye  might  see  how  the  soul  wrought  througli. 

And  evexy  flash  of  her  fervent  eye 

Seem'd  the  bright  wakening  of  Poesy. 

Even  thus  it  was !   From  her  childhood's  yean 
A  being  of  sudden  smiles  snd  tears — 
Passionate  visions,  quick  light  and  shade — 
Such  waa  that  hic^-bom  Italian  maid ! 
And  the  Q>irit  of  song  in  her  bosom-cell 
Dwelt,  as  the  odours  in  violets  dwell. 
Or  as  the  sounds  in  .£olian  strings, 
Or  in  aspen4eaves  the  quiverings ; 
There,  ever  there,  with  the  life  enshrined. 
Waiting  the  call  of  the  fiuntest  wind. 

Oft,  on  the  wave  of  the  Adrian  ses. 
In  the  city's  hour  of  moonlight  glee— 
Oft  would  that  gift  of  the  southern  sky 
0  crflow  from  her  lips  in  melody ; 
Oft  amid  foetal  halla  it  came. 
Like  the  qpringing  forth  of  a  sudden 


5i6 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


Till  the  dance  was  hush'd,  and  the  ailyeiy  tone 

Of  her  inspiration  was  heard  alone. 

And  fame  went  with  her,  the  bri^t,  the  crown*d, 

And  music  floated  her  steps  around ; 

And  evexy  lay  of  her  soul  was  home 

Through  the  sunny  land,  as  on  wings  of  mom. 

And  was  the  daughter  of  Venice  blest, 
With  a  power  so  deep  in  her  youthful  breast  ? 
Could  she  be  hi^py,  o'er  whose  dark  eye 
So  many  changes  and  dreams  went  by  1 
And  in  whose  cheek  the  swift  crimson  wrought 
As  if  but  bom  from  the  rush  of  thought? 
Yes!  in  the  brightness  of  joy  awhile 
She  moved  as  a  baxk  in  the  sunbeam's  smile ; 
For  her  spirit^  as  oyer  her  lyre's  full  chord. 
All,  all  on  a  happy  love  was  pour'd  I 
How  loTes  a  heart  whence  the  stream  of  song 
Flows,  like    the   life-blo<fd,  quick,  bright,  and 

strongi 
How  loves  a  heart,  which  hath  never  proved 
One  breath  of  the  world  1    Even  so  she  loved ; 
Blees'd,  though  the  lord  of  her  soul,  afiur. 
Was  charging  the  foremost  in  Moslem  war. 
Bearing  the  flag  of  St  Maik's  on  high. 
As  a  ruling  star  in  the  Grecian  sky. 
Proud  music  breathed  in  her  song,  when  fiune 
Gave  a  tone  more  thrilling  to  his  name ; 
And  her  trust  in  his  love  was  a  woman's  fidth — 
Perfect,  and  fearing  no  change  but  death. 

But  the  fields  arc  won  from  the  Othman  host, 
In  the  land  that  quell'd  the  Persian's  boast, 
And  a  thousand  hearts  in  Venice  bum 
For  the  day  of  triumph  and  return  ! 
The  day  is  come  !  the  flashing  deep 
Foams  where  the  galleys  of  victory  sweep ; 
And  the  sceptred  city  of  the  wave 
With  her  festal  splendour  greets  the  bravo  ; 
Cymbal,  and  darion,  and  voice,  around. 
Make  the  air  one  stream  of  exulting  sound ; 
While  the  beautiful^  with  their  sunny  smiles. 
Look  from  each  hall  of  the  hundred  isles. 

But  happiest  and  brightest  that  day  of  all, 
Bobed  for  her  warrior^s  festiA^al, 
Moving  a  queen  midst  the  radiant  throng. 
Was  she,  th'  inspired  one,  the  maid  of  song ! 
The  lute  he  loved  on  her  arm  she  bore, 
As  she  rush'd  in  her  joy  to  the  crowded  shore ; 
With  a  hue  on  her  cheek  like  the  damask  glow 
By  the  sunset  given  unto  mountain  snow. 
And  her  eye  all  fill'd  with  the  spirit's  play. 
Like  the  flash  of  a  gem  to  the  changeful  day. 


And  her  long  hair  waving  in  ringlets  Mght — 

So  came  that  being  of  hope  and  light ! 

One  moment,  Erminia  I  one  moment  more. 

And  life,  all  the  beauty  of  life,  is  o'er ! 

The  baik  of  her  lover  hath  touch'd  the  strand— 

Whom  leads  he  forth  with  a  gentle  hand  1 

— ^A  young  fiiir  form,  whose  nymph-like  grace 

Accorded  well  with  the  Grecian  fiu». 

And  the  eye,  in  its  dear,  soft  daikneas  meek. 

And  the  lashes  that  droop'd  o'er  a  pale  rose  dieek. 

And  he  look'd  on  that  beauty  with  tender  pride — 

The  wairior  hath  brought  back  an  Eastern  bride! 

But  how  stood  she,  the  forsaken,  there^ 

Struck  by  the  li^tning  of  swift  despair? 

Still,  as  amased  with  grie^  she  stood. 

And  her  cheek  to  her  heart  sent  htu^L  the  blood ; 

And  there  came  from  her  quivering  lip  no  word. 

Only  the  flill  of  her  lute  was  heard. 

As  it  dropp'd  from  her  hand  at  her  rival's  feet. 

Into  fragments,  whose  dying  thrill  was  sweet ! 

What  more  remainethi    Her  day  was  dooe; 
Her  fikte  and  the  Brtdcen  Lute's  were  one ! 
The  lights  the  vision,  the  gift  of  power, 
P&SB'd  from  her  soul  in  that  mortal  hoar. 
Like  the  rich  sound  from  the  shatter'd  string 
Whence  the  gush  of  sweetness  no  more  miglit 

spring! 
As  an  eagle  struck  in  his  upward  flight. 
So  was  her  hope  from  its  radiant  height ; 
And  her  song  went  with  it  for  evermore, 
A  gladness  taken  from  sea  and  shore  ! 
She  had  moved  to  the  echoing  sound  of  fiune — 
Silently,  silently,  died  her  name  ! 
Silently  melted  her  life  away. 
As  ye  have  seen  a  young  flower  decay. 
Or  a  lamp  that  hath  swifUy  bum'd  expire. 
Or  a  bright  stream  shrink  from  the  sommet's  fir^ 
Leaving  its  channel  all  dry  and  mute — 
Woe  for  the  Broken  Heart  and  Lute  ! 


THE  BURIAL  IN  THE  DESERT. 


"  How  ww|M  yoQ  gallMi  Btod 
0*v  him  UMtr  mkMr  ee«Id  nokMv» 
For  Vbb  bftyofwt  it  rad  with  goc«. 
And  Iw,  tiM  bcaattftil  and  bimvt, 

Kow  deep*  In  Zflfpil  Mad." 


Ik  the  shadow  of  the  Pjrramid 

Our  brother's  grave  we 
When  the  hMf^ 
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And  the  desert's  parting  sun 
A  field  of  death  survey'd. 

The  blood-red  sky  above  us 

Was  darkening  into  night. 
And  the  Arab  watching  silently 

Our  sad  and  huTxied  rite ; 

The  voice  of  Egypt's  river 

Came  hollow  and  profound ; 
And  one  lone  palm-tree,  where  we  stood, 

Rock'd  with  a  shivery  sound : 

While  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid 
Hung  o'er  the  grave  we  made. 

When  the  battle-day  was  done. 

And  the  desert's  parting  sun 
A  field  of  death  survey'd* 

The  fathers  of  our  brother 
Were  borne  to  knightly  tombs^ 

With  torch-light  and  with  anthem-note. 
And  many  waving  plumes : 

But  he,  the  last  and  noblest 

Of  that  high  Norman  race. 
With  a  few  brief  words  of  soldier-love 

Was  gathered  to  his  place ; 

In  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid, 
Where  his  youthful  form  we  laid, 

When  the  battle-day  was  done. 

And  the  desert's  parting  son 
A  field  of  death  survey'd. 

But  let  him,  let  him  slumber 

By  the  old  Egyptian  wave  ! 
It  is  well  with  those  who  bear  their  fame  • 

Unsullied  to  the  grave  I 

When  brightest  names  are  breathed  on. 

When  loftiest  &11  so  fast^ 
We  would  not  call  our  brother  back 

On  dark  days  to  be  cast^ — 

From  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid, 
Where  his  noble  heart  we  laid. 

When  the  battle-day  was  done. 

And  the  desert's  parting  sun 
A  field  of  death  survey'd. 


[*'  Mn  Hwimnt*  ftmeral  poems  are  unonf  her  mott  im- 
fWMbm  vgifci:  (ht  music  of  bcr  Tene»  throng  whldi  an 
ef  ■dnwi  may  alwajs  bt  traced,  was  nerer 


mora  happily  employed  than  in  lamentiog  the  beloved  and 
early  called,  or  in  bidding 

'  Hop*  to  the  world  to  look  bqond  tlM  tomta.* 

I  need  only  mention  a  few  ^jrics,  'The  FareweO  to  the  Dead, 
(in  the  Leys  of  Many  Lands;)  •  The  Bdle^  Dirge/  (in  the 
Songs  of  the  AAsetiona;)  '  The  Burial  of  an  JBmlgnnt's 
Child  bx  the  Forest/  (in  the  Scenes  and  Hymns  of  LUe;) 
and  the  *  Burial  in  the  Desert/  a  noble  poem,  published 
among  her  poetical  remains.  The  introduction  of  the  two 
following  stanias  of  a  more  concise  and  monumental  ehaiae- 
ter,i  though  they  hare  already  appeared  in  print,  will  not,  I 
am  sure,  be  objected  to  as  iOnstntfaig  the  above  remark."— 
Chou^y's  MemoHalt  <^Mn  Hemans,  p.  26-7.] 


TO  A  PICTURE  OF  THE  MADONNA. 


'*JLt«]Carte!    Xaj oar ipliili dan 
Loak«plotldiit,aiidtoth7  8oBliabe««?"       Br 

Faib  vision  1  thouVt  from  sunny  skies. 
Bom  where  the  rose  h|tth  richest  dyes ; 
To  thee  a  southern  heart  hath  given 
That  glow  of  love,  that  calm  of  heaven. 
And  round  thee  cast  th'  ideal  gleam. 
The  light  that  is  but  of  a  dream. 

Far  hence,  where  wandering  music  fills 
The  haunted  air  of  Roman  hills, 
Or  where  Venetian  waves  of  yore 
Heard  melodies,  they  hear  no  more. 
Some  proud  old  minster^s  goifpeous  aisle 
Hath  known  the  sweetness  of  thy  smile. 

Or  haply,  from  a  lone,  dim  shrine 
Mid  forests  of  the  Apennine, 
Whose  breezy  sounds  of  cave  and  dell 
Pass  like  a  floating  anthem-swell, 
Thy  soft  eyes  o'er  the  pilgrim's  way 
Shed  blessings  with  their  geptle  ray. 

Or  gleaming  through  a  chestnut  wood. 
Perchance  thine  island-chapel  stood. 
Where  from  the  blue  Sicilian  sea 
The  sailor's  hymn  hath  risen  to  thee. 
And  bless'd  thy  power  to  guide,  to  save. 
Madonna!  watcher  of  the  wave ! 

Oh  I  might  a  voice,  a  whisper  low, 
Forth  fit>m  those  lips  of  beauty  flow ! 
Couldst  thou  but  speak  of  all  the  tears. 
The  conflicts,  and  the  pangs  of  years. 
Which,  at  thy  secret  shrine  reveal'd. 
Have  gush*d  frx>m  himian  hearts  imseal'd  J 

1  Tide  "  Monumental  Inscription,'*  p.  350. 
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Banty  to  thee  hath  woman  oamt, 

As  a  tired  wanderer  back  to  home  ? 

Unveiling  many  a  timid  goiert 

And  treasured  sorrow  of  hor  breast^ 

A  buried  lo?B — a  wasting  care— 

Oh  t  did  those  griefs  win  peace  from  pimyerl 


And  did  the  poet's  fervid  soul 
To  thee  lay  bare  its  inmost  saroUl 
Those  theo^ts,  which  ponr'd 
And  passion  o'er  th*  Italian  lyre. 
Did  they  to  still  submission  die 
Beneath  thy  calm,  religious  eye  1 


[fire 
qnflPcMfles 


And  hath  the  crested  helmet  bow*d 
Before  thee,  midst  the  incense-cloud  ? 
Hath  the  crown'd  leader's  bosom  lone 
To  thee  its  haughty  grieSs  made  known  1 
Did  thy  glance  break  their  frozen  sleep, 
And  win  th'  unoonquer'd  one  to  weep  ? 

Huah'd  is  tiie  anthem,  dosed  the  vow. 
The  votive  garland  withered  now; 
Yet  holy  still  to  me  thou  art. 
Thou  that  hath  soothed  so  many  a  heart! 
And  still  must  blessed  influence  flow 
From  the  meek  gioiy  of  thy  brow. 

Still  speak  to  sufiering  woman's  love, 
Of  rest  for  gentle  hearts  above ; 
Of  hope,  that  hath  its  treasure  there, 
Of  home,  that  knows  no  changeful  air. 
Bright  form !  lit  up  with  thoughts  divine, 
Ave !  such  power  be  ever  thine  I 


A  THOUGHT.  OF  THE  ROSR 

How  much  of  memory  dwells  amidst  thy  bloom, 
Rose!  ever  wearing  beauty  for  thy  dower ! 

The  bridal-day — ^the  festival — the  tomb— 
Thouhast  thy  part  in  each,  thou  stateliest  flower! 

Therefore  with  thy  soft  breath  come  floating  by 
A  thousand  images  of  love  and  grief. 

Dreams,  fiU'd  with  tokens  of  mortality, 
Deep  thoughts  of  all  things  beautiful  and  brief. 

Not  such  thy  spells  o'er  those  that  hail'd  thee  first. 
In  the  clear  light  of  Eden's  golden  day ! 

There  thy  rich  leaves  to  crimson  glory  burst, 
Link'd  with  no  dim  remembrance  of  decay. 


Bose !  for  the  banquet  gather'd,  and  tlie  bier ; 

Bose !  coloured  now  by  famnan  hope  and  pal- 
Surely  where  death  is  not — nor  change,  nor  fei 

Tet  may  we  meet  tibee^  joy's  Ofwn  flower  agai: 


DREAMS  OF  HEAVEN. 


Dbeah'st  th(ni  of  heaven  1    What  dreams  a 
Fair  child,  £ur  gladsome  child  1  [thin 

With  eyes  that  like  the  dewdrop  shin^ 
And  boundix:^  footsteps  wild ! 

Tell  me  what  hues  th*  immortal  ahoee 

Can  wear,  my  bird  I  to  thee  ? 
Ere  yet  ope  shadow  hath  pass'd  o'er 

Thy  glance  and  spirit  fne  1 

"Oh!  beautiful  is  heaven,  and  bright 

With  long,  long  summer  days ; 
I  see  its  lilies  gleam  in  li^xt 

Where  many  a  fountain  plays. 

"And  there  unoheck'd,  "m**>*»"W^  I  xove. 
And  seek  where  yoxmg  flowers  lie. 

In  vale  and  golden-fruited  grove — 
Flowers  that  are  not  to  die ! " 

Thou  poet  of  the  lonely  though^ 

Sad  heir  of  gifts  divine ! 
Say  with  what  solemn  glory  fraught 

Is  heaven  in  dreams  of  thine  ? 

"  Oh !  where  the  living  wators  flow 

Along  that  radiant  shore. 
My  soul,  a  wanderer  here,  shall  know 

The  ezile-thirst  no  more. 

"  The  burden  of  the  strangei^s  heart 

Which  here  alone  I  bear. 
Like  the  night-shadow  shall  depart. 

With  my  first  wakening  tJkert, 

"  And  borne  on  ea^e  wings  afiur. 

Free  thought  shall  claim  its  dowei; 
From  every  realm,  from  every  star. 

Of  glory  and  of  power.** 

0  woman !  with  the  soft  sad  ey% 
Of  spiritual  gleam. 
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TeQ  xne  of  those  bright  worlds  on  high. 
How  doth  thy  fuid  heart  dream  1 

By  the  sweet  xnouinfiil  voiot  I  kxiow. 

On  thy  pale  brow  I  se^ 
That  thoa  hast  loved,  in  fear,  and  woe — 

Say  what  is  heaven  to  thee  1 

"  Oh !  heaven  is  where  no  secret  dread 
Msj  haunt  love's  meeting  hour, 

Where  firom  the  past  no  g^oom  is  shed 
O'er  the  heart's  diosen  bower: 

"  Where  every  sever'd  wreath  is  boond — 
Where  none  have  heard  the  knell 

That  smites  the  heart  with  that  deep  sound- 
Fareweil,  hdoved /—farewdir 


THE  WISH. 

Come  to  me,  when  my  soul 
Hath  but  a  few  dim  horns  to  linger  hero ; 

When  earthly  chains  are  as  a  shrivel'd  scroll, 
Oh !  lot  me  feel  thy  presence  1  be  but  near ! 

That  I  may  look  once  more 
Into  thine  eyes,  which  never  changed  for  me ; 

That  I  may  speak  to  thee  of  that  bright  shore 
Where,  with  our  treasure,  we  have  longed  to  be. 

Thou  friend  of  many  days ! 
Of  sadness  and  of  joy,  of  home  and  hearth ! 

Will  not  thy  spirit  aid  me  then  to  raise 
The  trembling  pinions  of  my  hope  fiom  earth  ? 

By  every  s(demn  thought 
Which  on  our  hearts  hath  sunk  in  days  gone  by. 
From  the  de^  voices  of  the  mountains  caaght» 
O'er  all  th'  adoring  silence  of  the  sky; 

By  every  lofty  theme 
Whereon,  in  low-toned  reverence  we  have  spoken; 

By  our  communion  in  each  fervent  dream 
That  sought  from  realms  beyond  thegraveatokcn ; 

And  by  our  tears  for  those  [death ; 

Whoso  loss  hath  touch'd  our  world  with  hues  of 
And  by  the  hopes  that  with  their  dust  repose, 
As  flowers  await  the  south-wind's  vernal  breath ; 

Come  to  me  in  that  day — 
The  one— the  sever'd  from  all  days— 0  friend ! 


£venthen,xfhnmaathoughtmaylhenha;ve8way 
My  soul  with  thine  dudl  yet  rejoioe  to  blend. 

Nor  then,  nor  there  akne : 
I  ask  my  heart  if  all  indeed  must  die — 

All  that  of  holieet  feelings  it  hath  known  1 
And  my  lieart^s  voioe  replies — 'Bteniitgrl 


WRTTTEK  AFTER  YISTTIKa  A  TOMB, 


MBAm 


ni  TMX  comiTT  or  Kiuumnv.i 


** T«!  bid* bcMBth  tlM menMmins heap, 
Th*  QBdcUghtod,  lUslitod  thisff  { 


In 


a  «mtt  tlM  Spriqg." 


««PiMmMtW111y.'* 


I  STOOD  where  the  lip  of  song  lay  low. 
Where  the  dust  had  gathered  on  Beauty's  brow ; 
Where  stillness  hung  on  the  heart  of  Love, 
And  a  marble  weeper  kept  watch  above. 

I  stood  in  the  silence  of  lonely  thought, 
Of  deep  affiaotions  that  inly  wrought* 
Troubled,  and  dreamy,  and  dim  with  fear — 
They  knew  themselves  exiled  ^tints  here  I 

Then  didst  thou  pass  me  in  radiance  by^ 
Child  of  the  sunbeaniy  bright  butterfly  1 
Thou  that  dost  bear,  on  thy  £ury  winge^ 
No  burden  of  mortal  sufferings. , 

Thou  wart  flitting  past  that  solemn  tomb, 
Over  a  bright  world  of  joy  and  bloom ; 
And  strangely  I  felt>  as  I  saw  thee  shine. 
The  all  that  sever'd  thy  life  and  mtfi«. 

Mine,  with  its  inborn  mysterious  things, 
Of  love  and  grief  its  unftthom'd  springs; 
And  quick  thoughts  wandering  o'er  earth  and  sky« 
With  voices  to  question  eternity ! 

ITUne,  in  its  reckless  and  joyous  way. 
Like  an  embodied  breeze  at  play  ! 
Child  of  the  sunlight ! — thou  wing'd  and  free ! 
One  moment  one  moment  I  envied  thee ! 

Thou  art  not  lonely,  though  bom  to  roam. 
Thou  hast  no  longings  that  pine  for  home ; 
Thou  seek'st  not  the  haunts  of  the  bee  and  bird. 
To  fly  frt>m  the  sickness  of  hope  deferred : 


1  8MtlM*'OimT«  «f  a 
Jtot,  and  wriMtnwwal 
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In  thy  brief  beixig  no  strife  of  mind, 
Ko  boundless  possiony  is  deeply  shrined ; 
While  I,  as  I  gazed  on  thy  swift  flight  by, 
One  hour  of  my  soul  seem'd  infinity  t 

And  she,  that  voiceleas  below  me  slept^ 
Flow'd  not  her  song  from  a  heart  that  wept  t 
— 0  Loveand  Songl  though  of  heaven  yourpowers, 
Dark  is  your  fisite  in  this  world  of  ours. 

Yet,  ere  I  tum'd  from  that  silent  place. 
Or  ceased  from  watching  thy  sunny  race, 
Thou,  even  thou,  on  those  glancing  wings. 
Didst  waft  me  visions  of  brighter  things ! 

Thou  that  dost  image  the  fi«ed  soul's  birth, 
And  its  flight  away  o'er  the  mists  of  earth. 
Oh  1  fitly  thy  path  is  through  flowers  that  rise 
Roimd  the  dark  chamber  where  Genius  lies ! 


EPITAPH. 

Fabewell^  beloved  and  moum*d  1  We  miss  awhile 
Thy  tender  gentleness  of  voice  and  smile. 
And  that  bless'd  gift  of  heaven,  to  cheer  us  lent — 
That  thrilling  touch,  divinely  eloquent,       [high. 
Which  breathed  the  soul  of  prayer,  deep,  fervent, 
Through  thy  rich  strains  of  sacred  harmony. 
Yet  from  those  very  memories  there  is  bom 
A  soft  light,  pointing  to  celestial  mom  : 
Oh !  bid  it  g^de  us  whore  thy  footsteps  trode, 
To  meet  at  lost  "  the  pure  in  heart"  with  Qod ! 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  TRAGEDY  OF  FIESCO, 

AS  TRAiraiATSD  mOM  TBS  OSRICAN  OF  6CRILLSR, 

BY  COLONBL  D'AOOTLAR,  AlTD  PS&FOKMBO  AT THS  TUJBATRB- 

ROYAL,  DUBLUr,  DXCBMBBR  1832. 

Too  long  apart,  a  bright  but  severed  band. 
The  mighty  minstrels  of  the  Rhine's  fair  land 
Majestic  strains,  but  not  for  us,  had  sung — 
Moulding  to  melody  a  stranger  tongue. 
Brave  heartslcap'd  proudly  to  their  words  of  power. 
As  a  true  sword  bounds  forth  in  battle's  hour; 
Fair  eyes  rain'd  homage  o'er  th'  impassion'd  lays. 
In  loving  tears,  more  eloquent  than  praise ; 
While  we,  for  distant,  knew  not,  dream'd  not  aught 
Of  the  high  marvels  by  that  magic  wrought. 

But  let  the  barriers  of  the  sea  give  way,      [sway ! 
When  mind  sweeps  onward  with  a  conqueror's 


And  let  the  Rhine  divide  high  souls  no  mom 
From  mingling  on  its  old  heroic  shore;,  [age 

Which,  e'en  like  ours,  brave  deeds  through  many  an 
Have  made  the  poet's  o^yn  fr«e  heritage ! 
To  us,  though  fiiintly,  may  a  wandering  tone 
Of  the  fiur  minstrelsy  at  last  be  known  ; 
Sounds  which  the  fl^  rilling  pulse,  the  bumiBgiear, 
Have  sprung  to  greet,  must  not  be  stnmgeis  here. 
And  if  by  one,  more  used  on  mardh  and  beafli 
To  the  shrill  bugle  than  the  muse's  breatfa. 
With  a  warm  heart  the  offering  hath  been  broo^t, 
And  in  a  trusting  loyalty  of  thougiht^ 
So  let  it  be  received ! — a  soldier^s  hand 
Bears  to  the  breast  of  no  ungenerous  land 
A  seed  of  foreign  shores.    O'er  this  has  dizae^ 
Since  Tara  heard  the  harp  of  andent  time. 
Hath  song  held  empire ;  then,  if  not  with/oau; 
Let  the  green  isle  with  kindness  bless  his  aim. 
The  joy,  the  power,  of  kindred  song  to  spread. 
Where  once  that  harp  "  the  soul  of  music  shed  1" 


TO  GIULIO  REGONDI, 

THB  BOT  OniTARIBT. 

Blessino  and  love  be  roimd  thee  stilly  fidr  boy ! 

Never  may  suffering  wake  a  deeper  tone 
Than  genius  now,  in  its  first  fearless  joy. 

Calls  forth  exulting  from  the  chords  wbieh  own 
Thy  faiiy  touch !  Oh !  ma/st  thou  ne'er  be  taogfat 
The  power  whose  fbimtain  is  in  troubled  tboa^! 

For  in  the  light  of  those  confiding  eyei^ 
And  on  th'  ingenuous  calm  of  that  dear  brow, 

A  dower,  more  predous  e'en  than  genius  Hei^ 
A  pure  mind's  worth,  a  warm  heaifs  vernal  j^ow! 

God,  who  hath  graced  thee  thus,  O  gentle  diUdf 

Keep  midst  the  world  thy  brightness  ondefiledt 


0  YE  HOURS  r 

0  YE  hours !  ye  sunny  hours ! 

Floating  lightly  by. 
Are  ye  come  with  birds  and  flowery 

Odours  and  blue  sky  9 

"  Yes !  we  come,  again  wo 

Through  the  woodpaths 
Bringing  many  a  wanderer  home^v 

With  the  bird  and  bee." 
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O  76  boors !  ye  sonny  boors ! 

Are  ye  wafting  song  ? 
Doth  wild  mosio  stream  in  sbowers 

All  tbe  groves  among  ? 

"  Tee  !  tbe  nigbtingale  is  tbere 

Wbile  tbe  stailigbt  reigns, 
staking  yoong  leaves  and  sweet  air 

Tremble  witb  ber  strains." 

0  ye  boors !  ye  sonny  boors ! 

In  yoor  silent  flow, 
Ye  are  migbty,  migbty  powers! 

Bring  ye  bliss  or  woe  ? 

"  Ask  not  tbia— ob  1  seek  not  tbis ! 

Yield  yoor  bearts  awbile 
To  tbe  soft  wind's  balmy  kiss. 

And  tbe  beavens'  brigbt  smile. 

"  Tbrow  not  sbades  of  anzioos  tboogbt 

0  er  tbe  glowing  flowers  1 
We  are  come  witb  sonsbine  firaogbt, 

Qoostion  not  tbe  boors !" 


THE  FREED  BIBD. 

Return,  retom,  my  bird  1 

I  bave  dress'd  tby  cage  witb  flowers ; 
Tis  lovely  as  a  violet  bank 

In  tbe  beart  of  forest  bowers. 

**  I  am  free,  I  am  free — ^I  retom  no  more ! 
Tbe  weaiy  time  of  tbe  cage  is  o*er ; 
Tbroogb  tbe  rolling  cloods  I  can  soar  on  bigb, 
Tbe  sky  is  aroond  me — ^tbe  bloe,  bright  sky  t 
Tbe  bills  lie  beneatb  me,  spread  fiur  and  dear, 
Witb  tbeir  glowing  beatb-flowers  and  boonding 

deer; 
I  see  tbe  waves  flasb  on  tbe  sonny  sbore — 
I  am  free,  I  am  free — ^I  retom  no  more  !" 

Alas,  alas  f  my  bird  1 

Wby  seck'st  tboo  to  be  fr^el 
Wert  tboo  not  bless'd  in  tby  little  bower, 

Wben  tby  song  breatbed  naogbt  bot  glee  1 

I  QoMO  of  8t  Louis.  Whilst  b«tleg«d  by  Um  Turks  in 
Damietta,  during  the  captirity  of  ttie  king  her  husband,  sh« 
there  gare  birth  to  a  son,  whom  she  named  Tristan,  in  oom> 
mcmoration  of  her  misfortunes.  Informatkm  being  eouT^yed 
to  her,  that  the  knights  intrusted  with  the  defence  of  the  dty 


"  Did  my  song  of  tbe  sommer  breatbe  naogbt  bot 

glee] 
Did  tbe  voice  of  tbe  captive  seem  sweet  to  tbee ! 
— Ob  1  badst  tboo  known  its  deep  meaning  well. 
It  bad  tales  of  a  boming  beart  to  tell  1 
From  a  dream  of  tbe  forest  tbat  mosic  sprang, 
Tbroogb  its  notes  tiie  peal  of  a  torrent  rang ; 
And  its  dying  IjeJI,  wben  it  sootb'd  tbee  best^ 
Sigb'd  for  wild-flowers  and  a  leafy  nest." 

Was  it  witb  tbee  tbos,  my  bird  ? 

Yet  tbine  eye  flasb'd  dear  and  brigbt  i 
I  bave  seen  tbe  glance  of  sodden  joy 

In  its  qoick  and  dewy  ligbt. 

"  It  flasb'd  witb  tbe  fire  of  a  tamdess  race^ 
Witb  tbe  sool  of  tbe  wild-wood,  my  native  place ! 
Witb  tbe  spirit  tbat  panted  tbroogb  beaven  to  soar : 
Woo  me  not  back — I  retom  no  more  ! 
My  bome  is  bigb,  amidst  rocking  trees. 
My  kindred  tbings  are  tbe  star  and  tbe  breeze. 
And  tbe  foont  oncbeck'd  in  its  lonely  play. 
And  tbe  odoors  tbat  wander  afar  away  !" 

Farewell — ^fiirewdl,  tben,  bird  1 

I  bave  called  on  spirits  gone. 
And  it  may  be  tbey  joy*d,  like  thee,  to  part — 

Like  tbee,  tbat  wert  all  my  own  1 

"  If  tbey  were  captives,  and  pined  like  me, 
Tboogb  love  may  goard  tbem,  tbeyjo/d  to  be  free ; 
Tbey  sprang  from  tbe  eartb  witb  a  borst  of  power. 
To  tbe  strengtb  of  tbeir  wings,  to  tbeir  triompb'a 

boor  1 
Call  tbem  not  back  wben  tbe  obaan  is  riven, 
Wben  tbe  way  of  tbe  pinion  is  all  tbroogb  beaven  1 
Farewell) — ^witb  my  song  tbroogb  tbedoodslsoor, 
I  pierce  tbe  bloe  skies — I  am  eartb*s  no  more  ! " 


MARaUERITE  OF  FRANCE.* 

**  Tte«  idoaB*hwrtt4  doft  !**— Oouauoos. 

The  Modem  spears  were  gleaming 

Roond  Damietta's  towers, 
Tboogb  a  Cbristian  banner  from  ber  wall 

Waved  free  its  lily-flowers. 

had  resolved  on  oapitulatton,  she  had  tbem  summoned  to  tier 
apartmwt ;  and,  by  ber  heroic  words,  so  wron^t  upon  tlieir 
spirits,  that  they  Towed  to  defend  her  and  the  Cross  to  the 
last  extremity. 


522                                         MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 

Ay,  pnradly  did  tlie  banner  imw^ 

Yield  1  yield  1  and  let  the  CresoeBt  |^am 

As  queen  of  earth  and  air ; 

O'er  tower  and  basbon  hi^  ! 

Bat  faint  hearts  ihrob'd  beneath  its  folds 

Our  distant  homes  are  beantifol — 

In  anguish  asid  de^mir. 

We  stay  not  here  to  die  T 

Deep,  deep  in  Baynim  dungeon 

They  bore  those  fearfol  tidings 

T^eir  kmglj  daeftain  bj. 

To  the  rad  queen  wheve  dte  lay — 

And  low  on  many  an  Eastern  field 

They  told  a  tale  of  wavering  hewt^ 

Their  knighthood's  best  anray. 

Of  treason  and  dismay : 

Twas  mournful,  when  at  feasts  they  met, 

The  blood  rush'd  through  her  pearly  che^ 

The  wine-cup  round  to  send ; 

The  sparkle  to  her  eye — 

For  each  that  touoh'd  it  silently 

"  Now  call  me  hither  Hhobb  reeramt  knights 

Then  miss'd  a  gallant  firifind  1 

From  the  bands  of  Italy  i"^ 

And  mournful  was  their  vigil 

Then  through  the  vaulted  chambers 

On  the  beleaguered  wall. 

Stem  iron  footsteps  rang; 

And  dark  their  ahimbery  dark  with  dreams 

And  heavily  the  sounding  floor 

Of  slow  dafSoat  and  fiOL 

Qave  back  the  sabre's  dang. 

Tet  a  few  hearts  of  chiTslry 

They  stood  around  her — steeVclad  men. 

Rose  high  to  breast  the  storm. 

Moulded  for  storm  and  fight. 

And  (me — of  all  the  loftiest  there — 

But  they  quail*d  before  the  loftier  sotil 

Thrill*d  in  a  woman's  form. 

In  that  pale  aspect  bright. 

A  woman,  meekly  bending 

Yes!  as  before  the  ialoon  shrinks 

0*er  the  slumber  of  her  diild. 

The  bird  of  meaner  wing. 

With  her  soft,  sad  eyes  of  weeping  love. 

So  shrank  they  from  th'  imperial  glance 

As  the  Vugin  Hother's  mfld. 

Of  her— that  fragile  thing ! 

Oh  !  rou^ily  cradled  was  thy  babe» 

And  her  flute-like  voice  rose  dear  and  high 

Midst  the  clash  of  spear  and  lance. 

Through  the  din  of  arms  around — 

And  a  strange,  wild  bower  was  thine,  young 

Sweet,  and  yet  stirring  to  the  soul. 

Fair  Marguerite  of  France  !               [queen  ! 

As  a  silver  clarion's  sound. 

A  dark  and  Yaulted  chamber. 

"  The  honour  of  the  Lily 

Like  a  scene  for  wizard-spell. 

Is  in  your  hands  to  keep. 

Deep  in  the  Saracenic  gloom 

And  the  banner  of  the  Cross,  for  Him 

Of  the  warrior  citadel ; 

Who  died  on  Calvary's  steep ; 

And  the  city  which  for  Christian  praver 

And  with  bamxers  curtain'd  o'er, 

Hatii  heard  the  holy  bell— 

For  the  daughter  of  the  minstrel-land, 

And  is  it  that  your  hearts  would  yield 

The  gay  Proven9al  shore  ! 

To  the  godless  infidel? 

For  the  bright  queen  of  St  Lonin, 

"  Then  bring  me  here  a  breastplate 

The  star  of  court  and  hall  ! 

And  a  helm,  before  ye  fly. 

But  the  deep  strength  of  the  gentle  heart 

And  I  will  gird  my  woman's  form. 

"Wakes  to  the  tempest's  call ! 

And  on  the  ramparts  die  ! 

Her  lord  was  in  the  Paynim's  hold. 

And  the  boy  whom  I  have  borne  for  woe^ 

His  soul  with  grief  oppress'd, 

But  never  for  disgrace. 

Yet  calmly  lay  the  desolate. 

.  Shall  go  within  mine  arms  to  deaUi 

'            With  her  yoimg  babe  on  her  breast ! 

1 

Meet  for  his  royal  race. 

1 

There  were  voices  in  the  citv. 

"  Look  on  him  as  he  slumbers 

Voices  of  \\Tath  and  fear — 

In  the  shadow  of  the  lance  ! 

"The  walls  grow  weak,  the  strife  is  vain— 
We  will  not  perish  here  1 

1  The  proponl  to  oapitnlate  ta  attilbmBd  1ij«t  Ttaid 
bMtorian  to  tlM  Kaighte  or  PiB. 
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l%en  go,  and  with  tlie  Cross  forsako 
The  princely  babe  of  France  1 

But  tell  your  homes  ye  left  one  heart 
To  perish  undefiled ; 

A  woman,  and  a  queen,  to  guard 
Her  honour  and  her  ehUd  1  ** 

Before  her  words  they  thrill'd,  like  leaves 

When  winds  are  in  the  wood ; 
And  a  deepening  murmur  told  of  mieB 

Boused  to  a  loftier  mood. 
And  her  babe  awoke  to<flashing  swords, 

Unsheath'd  in  many  a  hand, 
As  they  gmther'd  round  the  halpiliiHH  One, 

Again  a  noble  band ! 

"  We  are  thy  warriors,  lady  ! 

True  to  the  Cross  and  tiiee ; 
The  spirit  of  thy  InnHliTig  words 

On  every  sword  shall  be  1 
Rest,  with  thy  fidr  child  on  thy  breast ! 

Rest — wo  will  guard  thee  well ! 
St  Dems  for  the  Lily-flower 

And  the  Chrisliian  citadel !" 


THE  WANDERER. 

rHAXftUkTSO  FKOM  THS  OSKMAN  Ot  SCHMIDT  VON  LUBJKK. 

I  COKE  down  from  the  hills  alone ; 
Mist  wraps  the  vsIq,  the  billows  moan  ! 
I  wander  on  in  thoughtful  care, 
For  ever  asking,  sighing — vAert  t 

The  simshine  round  seems  dim  and  cold, 
And  flowers  are  pale,  and  life  is  old. 
And  words  fiJl  soulless  on  my  ear — 
Oh,  I  am  still  a  stranger  here  1 

Where  art  thou,  land,  sweet  land,  mine  own  ! 
Still  sought  for,  long*d  for,  never  known  1 
The  land,  the  land  of  hope,  of  light. 
Where  glow  my  rosea  freshly  bright, 

And  where  my  friends  the  green  paths  tread. 
And  where  in  beauty  rise  my  dead ; 
The  land  that  speaks  my  native  speech, 
TB^c  blessed  land  I  may  not  reach  ! 

I  wiLider  on  in  thoughtful  care. 
For  d;vor  asking,  sighing — when  f 
And  fcpirit-sounds  come  answering  thif; — 
n  'n.^fg^  where  thou  art  fwt,  there  it  bliaa  /** 


THE  LAST  WORDS  OF  THE  LAST  WASP 
OF  SCOTLAND, 

— A  Jeu-dTeiprit  produced  at  this  time,  which  owed  its  origin 
to  a  simple  remark  on  the  unaeaaonableneas  of  the  weather, 
made  by  Mrs  Hemans  to  Mr  CSiarlesKirlqpatridc  Sharpe,  whom 
she  was  in  the  habit  of  seeing  at  Sir  Darid  Wedderbnm's. 
**  It  is  so  little  like  summer/*  she  said,  *'  that  I  have  not 
eren  seen  a  butter^.**  "  A  butterfly !  **  retorted  Mr  Sharpe, 
'*  I  have  not  even  seen  a  waq> !  **  The  neact  morning,  as  if 
in  confntaUon  of  this  calunay,  a  waq>  Biade  its  ^ipearanco 
at  Lady  Wedderfaora's  borsakfiMt  taUa.  Mrs  Hemans  imme- 
diately proposed  that  it  should  be  made  a  prisoner,  inclosed 
in  a  bottle,  and  sent  to  Mr  Sharpe:  this  was  accordingly  done, 
and  the  piquant  missive  was  acknowledged  by  hhn  as  fol- 
tows: — 

"  SONNET  TO  A  WASP,  IN  THE  MANNER  OF 
MILTON,  &c,  BUT  MUCH  SUPERIOR. 

PooB  insect !  rash  aa  rare ! — ^Thy  aorereign,^  sure. 
Hath  driven  thee  to  Siberia  in  diflgrace — 
Else  what  dehudon  could  thj  sense  allure 
To  buzz  and  sting  in  this  unwholesome  place. 
Where  e  en  the  komeVs  hoarser,  and  the  race 
Of  filmy  wing  ore  feeble  1    Honey  here 
(Scarce  as  its  rhyme)  thoufind'st  noL    Ah, beware 
Thy  golden  mail,  to  starved  Araohne  dear  !* 
Though  fingers  ftmed,  thatthriU  the  immortal  1}tc, 
Have  pent  thee  up,  a  second  Asmodous, 
I  wail  thy  doom — I  warm  thee  by  the  fire. 
And  blab  our  secrets — do  not  thou  betray  us  ! 
I  give  thee  liberty,  I  give  thee  breath, 
To  fly  from  Athens^  Eurus,  Doctors^  Death  t !" 

To  this  Mrs  Hemans  returned  the  foQowing  rejoinder  :— 

Sooth'd  by  the  strain,  tiie  Wasp  thus  made  reply— 
(The  fizBt»  last  time  he  spoke  not  waspishly) — 
"  Too  late,  kind  Poet  1  comes  thine  aid,  thy  song, 
To  aught  first  starved,  then  bottled  up  so  loug. 
Yet,  for  the  warmth  of  this  thy  genial  fire. 
Take  a  WaSp*s  blessing  ere  his  race  expire  :— 
Never  may  provost's  foot  find  entrance  hero  ! 
Never  may  bailie's  voice  invade  thine  ear  t 
Never  may  housemaid  wipe  the  verd  antique 
From  coin  of  thine — ^Assyrian,  Celt,  or  Oreek  ! 
Never  may  Euros  cross  thy  path  ! — to  thee 
May  winds  and  wynds'  alike  propitious  be  ! 
And  when  thou  diest — (live  a  thousand  years ! ; — 
May  friends  fill  classic  bottles^  with  their  tears  ! 

1  Beelzebnb  is  the  king  of  flies. 
3  A  beantifiil  aDosion  to  oor  starring  weavers, 
t  Alluding  to  antiqoarian  visits  to  theee  renowned  doses. 
*  Referring  to  certain  predous  lachiymatories  in  thepos 
session  of  Mr  Sharpe. 
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I  can  no  more — ^recexye  my  parting  gasp  !--^ 
md  Scotland  mourn  the  last,  last  lingering  W«q[>  T 


TO  CAROLINR 

When  thy  bounding  step  I  kear. 
And  thy  soft  voice,  low  and  dear ; 
When  thy  glan<nng  eyes  I  meet. 
In  their  sudden  laughter  sweet — 
Thou,  I  dream,  wert  surely  bom 
For  a  path  by  care  imwom  I 
Thou  must  be  a  shelter'd  flower. 
With  but  sunshine  for  thy  dower. 

Ah,  &ir  child  !  not  e'en  for  thee 
May  this  lot  of  brightness  be ; 
Yet,  if  grief  must  add  a  tone 
To  thine  accents  now  unknown ; 
If  within  that  cloudless  eye 
Sadder  thought  must  one  day  lie, 
Still  I  trust  the  signs  which  tell 
On  thy  life  a  light  shaU  dwell. 
Light — thy  gentle  spirit's  own. 
From  within  around  thee  thrown. 


THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  DESERT. 


"  Wbo  does  not  reooUeei  thi  esottatton  of  TaUaol  ov«r  a  flmrw  In 
the  torrid  vaitoB  of  Afrlea?  The  albciinc  mcntton  of  Um  laflaencc  of 
a  flower  apon  the  mind,  bj  Mango  Park,  tn  ntlme  of  nfhrlnc  nnd 
icspoodcncy,  tn  the  honit  of  the  mum  Mvas*  eoontry,  to  flmiltar  to 
svcrjr  one."*— aowrrrli  "  Book  ofth*  Smmoi.** 


Why  art  thou  thus  in  thy  beauty  cast, 

0  lonely,  loneliest  flower  ! 
AVhcre  the  sound  of  song  hath  never  pass'd 

From  human  hearth  or  bower  ? 

I  pity  thee,  for  thy  heart  of  love. 
For  that  glowing  heart,  that  &in 

CRITTQUK  BY  PROrXSSOIi  NORTOX. 

"  Tlie  [American]  coUecUon  of  MnHem&nB*  MiscelUuieous 
Poems  opens  with  venes  in  honour  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers. 
Slie  lias  celebrated  with  solemnity  and  troth  the  circamstauoes 
wliich  gave  sublimity  to  the  glorious  scene  of  tlieir  landing ; 
and  tlieir  descendants  cannot  be  but  pleased  to  see  tiie 
de^otedness  displayed  by  them  introduced  into  poetxy,  and 
incorporated  among  the  bright  examples  held  up  by  the 


Would  breathe  out  joy  with  each  wind  to 
In  vain,  lost  thing  1  in  vain  1 

I  pity  theey  for  thy  wasted  bloom. 

For  thy  glory's  fleeting  hour. 
For  the  desert  place,  thy  living  tomb — 

0  lonely,  loneliest  flower ! 


I  said — ^but  a  low  voice  made  reply, 

"  Lament  not  for  the  flower  ! 
Though  its  blossoms  all  unmark'd  must  ^, 

They  have  had  a  glorious  dower. 

"  Thou^  it  bloom  afiu:  from  the  minstr^  s 
And  .the  paths  wheve  lovers  tread ; 

Yet  strength  and  hope,  like  an  inborn  day. 
By  its  odours  have  been  shed. 

"  Tee  !  dews  more  sweet  than  ever  fell 

O'er  island  of  the  blest, 
Were  shaken  forth,  from  its  purple  beU, 

On  a  suffering  human  breast. 

"  A  wanderer  came,  as  a  stricken  deer. 
O'er  the  waste  of  burning  sand. 

He  bore  the  wound  of  an  Arab  spear. 
Ho  fled  from  a  ruthless  band. 

"  And  dreams  of  home  in  a  troubled  tide 

Swept  o'er  his  darkening  eye. 
As  he  lay  down  by  the  fountain-side. 

In  his  mute  despair  to  die. 


"  But  his  glance  was  caught  by  the  desert's  flowe 

The  precious  boon  of  heaven ; 
And  sudden  hope,  like  a  vernal  shower. 

To  his  fainting  heart  was  given. 

"For  the  bright  flower  spoke  of  One  above — 

Of  the  presence  felt  to  brood. 
With  a  spirit  of  pervading  love. 

O'er  the  wildest  solitude. 

"  Oh  !  the  seed  was  thrown  those  wastes  among 

In  a  bless'd  and  gracious  hour. 
For  the  lorn  one  rose  in  heart  made  strong 

By  the  lonely,  loneliest  flower  :  • 

inventive  as  well  as  the  historic  muse  for  tb«  admintin 
mankind. 

*'  Freedom,  not  licentiousDess— religioaa  freedom,  aot  ti 
absence  of  religious  rites— was  the  object  for  which  tbt  fctke 
came.  An  air  of  earnestness  was  thus  oHginally 
the  character  of  the  countxy,  and  succeeding 
worn  it  away.  Thou^  it  may  suit  the  humour 
to  declaim  against  the  degeneracy  of  the  *^rn^ 
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tlMt  tke  oountrj  haa  of  lat«  y«an  made  adnuioe*  in  moral 
worth.  Wo  Info  thia  from  tho  mors  general  diinuioa  of  in- 
telligmoe,  and  the  YAfgome  ftandard  of  learning;  from  the 
^irit  of  healthy  action  penrading  all  daMee ;  from  the 
diminlebed  nmnber  of  crimes;  from  the  general  leeuiity  of 
pn^terty ;  from  the  rapid  moItipUcation  of  Sabbath  lehoob, 
than  idiidi  no  diaoorery  of  our  age  haa  been  mora  important 
far  the  moral  education  of  the  people ;  fh>m  the  philanthropy 
which  aeeka  for  the  aources  of  rice,  and  restraina  it  by  remor- 
iBg  ita  oaoaes ;  from  the  active  and  compaaaionate  benevolenoe, 
whidi  doea  not  allow  Itaelf  to  conalder  any  daaa  ao  Tidoua  or 
ae  degraded  aa  to  hare  forfeited  ita  claim  to  hmnane  atten- 
tion—which  aeeka  and  raUevea  mtaery  irtiererer  it  ia  concealed, 
and,  embracing  every  continent  in  ita  regard,  haa  ita  mea- 
aeagen  in  the  remotest  ragiona  of  the  worid.  ReUgiona  fkee- 
4om  ia  the  kat  right  which,  even  In  oar  days,  the  faihabitanta 
of  tUa  ooontry  woold  aorrender.  It  would  be  eaaier  to  drive 
them  from  their  hoaaea  and  their  landa,  than  to  take  fma 
shem  the  liberty  of  wwaliipping  Ood  accOTding  to  the  dictataa 
of  oonadence.  There  ia  no  general  aiaartlon  of  thia  rjgiit,  and 
»»  energetic  diq>lay  of  leal  in  maintaining  it,  aoMy  becaoae 
it  ia  menaced  by  no  alarming  danger. 

**  In  a  atate  of  aodety  like  oora,  there  may  be  little  room 
for  the  ezerdae  of  thoae  arts  of  which  It  ia  the  fScML  afan  to 
amnae  and  delight ;  and  yet  attention  la  by  no  meana  con- 
fined to  thoae  objecta  which  are  directly  connected  with  the 
advancement  of  peraonal  or  public  wealth.  For  the  ooatly 
texorlaa  of  lifia,  and  even  for  Ha  elegant  pleaaorea,  there  may 
aa  jst  be  little  room ;  and  atill  the  morality  of  the  nation  be 
fltf  Ihmi  forming  itaelf  on  the  new  aystem  of  morale  deviaed 
by  our  political  economlata.  There  haa  been  no  ag»— wtiaaart 
it  with  confidcnco— 4here  haa  been  no  pe(^,  when  the  eflbrta 
of  mind,  directly  connected  with  the  pieeervatlon  of  elevated 
feeling  and  rellgloua  eameatneea,  are  more  valued  than  they 
are  by  the  better  part  of  our  own  community.  We  can  no 
support,  or  we  hold  it  not  beat  to  support,  an  ezpenstve  rail- 
gtoua  eatablishment ;  but  every  where  the  voice  of  rriigious 
homage  and  inatraction  ia  heard :  we  cannot  set  iqiart  large 
estaiss  to  give  splendour  to  literary  distinction ;  but  yoa  wHl 
hardly  find  a  retired  nook,  where  only  a  few  fonOies  seek  their 
shelter  near  each  other,  ao  destitute,  that  the  elements  of 
knowledge  are  not  freely  tau^t :  we  cannot  estabUah  galleries 
for  the  various  woria  of  the  arts  of  design;  but  the  fye  that 
can  see  the  beauties  of  nature  Is  common  with  us,  and  the 
recital  of  deeds  of  high  worth  meets  with  ready  listeners.  The 
lamries,  whidi  are  for  diqday,  are  exceedingly  little  known ; 
but  the  highest  value  is  set  on  eveiy  eflbrt  of  mhad  connected 
with  the  investigation  of  truth,  or  the  nurture  of  generous 
and  devated  sentiments. 

"  Where  the  public  mind  had  been  thus  fiormed,  the  poetiy 
of  Mn  Hemans  was  anre  to  find  admirera.  The  ezerdae  of 
gentaia.  If  connected  with  no  reqieet  for  virtue,  xai^X  have 
raoudned  unnoticed  ;  the  theory,  which  treaU  of  beauty  aa 
of  aomething  faidependent  of  moral  eflbct,  ia  atOl  without 
•dvocatea  among  ua.  It  haa  thua  far  been  aa  ondiqifuted 
axiom  tiiat,  if  a  producUon  la  indecent  or  immoral,  it  for  that 
very  raaaon  cannot  daim  to  be  conddered  beantiibL 

"  We  do  not  go  ao  fer  aa  to  aaaert,  that  there  can  be  no 
merit  hi  workaof  which  the  general  tendency  iafanmoial ;  but 
the  merit,  if  there  la  any,  doea  not  Be  fai  the  tanmocal  part,  In 
the  charm  that  ia  thrown  round  vice,  but  rather  in  an  occa- 
sional gleam  of  better  prindplea,  in  nature  occastonaDy  mak- 
ing her  voice  heard  above  the  din  of  the  disaohite,  hi  the  pic- 
tores  of  tovelinesB  and  moral  truth  that  shine  out  through  the 
ihiiniM  Amidst  all  the  homn  and  depravity  of  supeistl 
lion*  the  strange  and  the  ahomtoaMe  vagariis  of  the  hnmaa 


Imagination,  exerdaed  on  religion  In  heathenish  Ignorance, 
the  obearvhig  mind  may  yet  recognise  the  aplrltthat  connects 
man  with  a  better  worid.  And  ao  it  la  with  poetry :  amidst 
aD  the  conftasion  which  ia  manifsat  where  the  heavenly  gift  la 
under  the  contrd  of  a  corrupted  Judgment,  aomething  of  ita 
native  lustre  wiU  stUl  appear.  When  we  see  the  poet  of  tran- 
scendent grahis  delineathig  any  thing  but  the  higher  part  of 
our  nature ;  when  we  obeerve  how,  after  borrowing  fiendish 
cokrars,  he  deseribes  states  of  mind  with  which  devils  only 
should  have  qrmpathy,  rails  at  human  nature  In  a  style  which 
spiteftil  misanthrc^  alone  can  approve,  or  givee  descriptions 
of  sensuality  fit  only  for  the  revels  of  Comus ;  when  we  see 
him  *  hurried  down  the  adulterate  age,  adding  pollutions  of 
his  own,'  we  can  have  little  to  say  to  excuse  or  to  Justify 
an  admiration  of  poetic  talent,  tm  we  are  reconciled  to 
human  nature  and  the  muse  by  the  pure  lustre  of  better-guided 
minds. 

"In  what  view  of  the  subject  can  it  be  bekl  a  proper  design 
of  poeti7  to  render  man  hateAil  to  himself?  How  can  It  do- 
light  or  instruct  us  to  see  our  fdlow-men  ranged  under  the 
two  daases  of  designing  villaina  and  weak  dupea  ?  Or  what 
aouroee  of  poetic  inqrilratlon  are  left,  if  all  the  rdationa  of 
aodal  Ufe  are  held  up  to  derialon,  and  every  generoua  imputae 
acomed  aa  the  reault  of  dduded  confidence  ? 

•<  To  demand  that  what  la  called  jMcUtel^cafiee  ahould  be 
found  in  eveiy  performance  may  be  onraaionabie,  dnce  the 
events  of  life  do  not  warrant  ua  in  expecting  It;  but  we  may 
demand  what  ia  of  much  more  importance,  moraijuMct  a 
com  latency  of  character,  a  confoimity  of  the  mind  to  ita 
career  of  action.  It  may  not  be  inoonaiatent  with  reality, 
thou|^  it  is  with  probability,  that  an  unprindpled  miscreant, 
governing  hhnasif  fai  his  gratifications  by  the  narrowest  sd- 
fidiness,  should  be  snecessftil  in  his  pursuits ;  but  it  is  unna- 
tural and  ihlse  to  give  to  such  a  nature  any  of  the  attributce 
of  goodness.  Vice  is  essentkOy  mean  and  low ;  it  has  no 
dignity,  no  courage,  no  beauty ;  and  whQe  the  poet  can  never 
impart  to  a  production,  tending  to  promote  vice,  the  power 
and  intatest  which  bdong  to  the  worthy  ddineatkm  of  honour- 
able actions,  he  can  never  faivest  a  fldse  heart  with  the  noble 
qualities  of  a  generous  one.  Obeerve  in  this  rsspect  the  man  • 
ner  of  the  dramatic  poet,  who  Is  aekaofriedged  to  have  de- 
lineated the  pasdons  with  the  greatest  fideUty.  Shakspeaie 
describes  the  mind  as  gra^ualljr  sinking  under  the  infioence 
of  the  master  pasrion.  It  stamps  itsdf  on  the  whole  eoul,  and 
ohiitemtee  all  the  finer  tiacee  In  vrlilch  humanity  had  written 
a  witness  of  gentler  qualities.  Macbeth  is  a  moral  pfcturs  of 
terrific  suhUmity,  and  an  illustratioa  of  that  marol  Justice 
vrlilch  we  contend  should  never  be  wanting.  The  one  strong 
pasrion  mouhls  the  character,  and  blasts  every  tender  smtl- 
ment  When  once  Othello  is  Jeakms,  his  Judgment  is  gone; 
the  selfishness  of  Ridiard  loads  to  wanton  cruelty.  In  one  of 
Shakspsarels  tragedies,  not  a  crime,  but  a  fuilt  Is  the  found- 
ation of  the  moral  interest.  Here,  too,  he  is  consistent ; 
and  the  farrssohitlon  of  Hamlet  leavee  his  mfaid  without  energy , 
and  his  eontendhig  passfens  without  terror.  We  might 
explain  our  views  by  examples  ftom  the  eomediee  of  the  great 
dramattet,  but  Macbeth  and  Richard  Ikimish  the  clearest 
illustratkm  of  them.  And  It  ta  In  such  exhibitkms  of  the 
power  of  vice  to  degrade,  that  *  gorgeous  tragedy'  performs 
her  ievereat  office;  lifting  up  the  paU  whkh  hidea  the  gfaaat- 
lineaa  of  unprindpled  depravity,  and  abowingua,  where  vice 
gaina  control,  the  featoraa,  that  before  may  have  been  v»- 
aplandent  with  loveHneei,  marred  and  deapoDed  of  all  their 


hideoiM  flmit  in  a  literary 
in  Older.    Thediapod- 


•*  There  can,  then,  be  no  more 
woric  than  profiigary.    Levity  ia 
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Uon  to  trifle  with  topics  of  th«  tOgliMt  moBMBt  to  app^  tte 
levdUng  prindplatothownottonftof  the  hunMUi  ini«d»lolMM 
up  to  ridkalo  the  caltad  thoughts  and  "»»**»*f 
of  which  human  mtara  it  capable — eanatbcai 
on^  who  have  fidled  to  eater  the  tnM  avenuea  to 
Such  works  may  be  popular,  beeause  tha  rhMartei  of  the 
public  mind  may  for  a  season  be  com^  A  Usntun^  oom- 
sisUng  of  such  woriB,  is  the  gieplest  evil  with  which  a  aalum 
can  be  cursed.  National  powty  Is  nothing  in  eunpaiiaitt, 
for  pover^  is  rsmedied  bj  pnideBt.eBt«ptise ;  bntsodi  worioi 
person  the  Ufe-biood  of  the  people,  the  moaal  Wfonr,  which 
okme  can  strive  fiw  UlMCty  and  honour.  The  epologistB  for 
this  dass  of  comporitions,  in  which  YoltaiieaBd  La  Fontaine 
are  the  grsatest  masters,  deted  it  on  tha  gionnd  thai  it  is 
well  adapted  to  give  pteasure  to  minds  which  hsve  been  ae- 
mstomed  to  ii,  and  tlial  foreignen  need  only  &  dHhrent 
moral  education  to  be  able  to  enjoy  it.    Now,  without  wart- 

inff  m.  wtwA  nn  tha  aiinrwiity  nf  li^fcrnHiij  »ii«t  fa  i^^nimmimmny 

sensual,  we  reply  merely  on  the  score  of  effiKL  He  who 
adapts  his  inventions  to  a  peitieular  state  of  aodety,  can 
please  no  further ;  he  depends  on  oircasslanossfbr  his  popu- 
larity ;  he  does  not  appeal  to  man,  but  to  aoekleotal  habits, 
a  fleeting  state  of  the  public  ndnd ;  he  is  the  poet,  not  of 
nature,  but  of  a  tnuutent  fMhfcwi  The  attncUoa  which 
oomee  from  the  strangeness  or  novelty  of  the  manner  is  of 
very  little  vafaNk  On  the  moet  brilliant  night  a  meteor  would 
be  followed  by  an  eyes  flora  white;  and  why?  Because  it  is 
asevaneecentasfarigiit;  we  most  gaie  al  once,  or  it  will  be 
too  late.  Yet  the  Bind  soon  returns  to  the  eontemplalton  of 
the  eternal  stan  which  Ught  up  the  heavens  with 
lustra.  Any  popularity,  (rt>tai]ied  by  gratii^ring  a 
taste,  is  essentially  transitory ;  white  aU  tb^  is  benevotentand 
sodal,  an  that  fiavours  truth  and  goodness,  is  of  universaland 
peri>etoal  interest. 

**  These  are  but  plain  inferences  from  focts  in  the  history 
of  literature.  The  plays  of  Drjden  were  written  to  please  an 
audience  of  a  vicious  taste ;  they  may  have  been  received  with 
boisterous  ^plause,  bat  nobody  likes  them  now,  though  m 
their  form  not  unsuited  to  the  stage ;  and  as  for  the  groesest 
scenes,  any  merit  in  the  invention  is  never  qiokcn  of  as  com- 
pensating for  their  abominaUe  coarsenees.  On  the  other 
hand,  Milton's  Comns,  though  in  its  form  entirely  antiquated, 
has  the  beautiful  freshness  of  everlasting  youth,  delig^te  the 
ardent  admirer  of  good  poetry,  and  is  always  riiowing  new 
attncttens  to  the  careful  critic.  And  where  lies  this  fanmenae 
difleRnceinthelastingeffectof  these  two  writers?  Dryden, 
it  is  true,  fstt  fax  short  of  Milton  in  poetic  genfau ;  but  the 
true  cause  lies  in  this, — virtue,  which  is  the  soul  of  song,  is 
wanting  to  the  plays  of  Dryden,  white  the  poetry  of  Milton 
bears  the  impress  of  his  own  magnanimity. 

**  We  are  contending  for  no  sickly  morality:  we  would  shut 
out  tiie  poet  from  the  baunte  (tf  libertinism,  not  from  the 
baunteof  men;  we  would  have  him  associate  with  his  teUowa, 
hold  intercourse  with  the  great  minds  that  hgfat  up  tiie  gloom 
of  ages,  and  share  in  the  best  impulses  of  human  nature,  and 
not,  nnder  the  inflnenoe  of  a  too  delicate  sensibility,  treat 
only  of  the  harmless  flowers,  and  the  innocent  birds,  and  the 
exhilarating  diarm  of  agreeable  scenery  ;  and  still  less,  in  the 
spirit  of  a  sullen  misanthropy,  didight  in  obscure  abstractions, 
find  comfort  only  in  solitude,  and  rejoice,  or  loetend  to  re- 
joice, chiefly  in  the  mountains,  and  the  ocean,  and  the  tew 
places  of  the  earth.  Their  pursuit  of  moral  beaoty  does  not 
lead  to  an  afiected  admiratten,  or  an  improperidolatry  of  the 
visible  creation.  The  genius  of  the  poet  can  hnpart  a  portion 
of  ite  etoquenoe  to  the  estemal  world,  and  elevate  creatfon  by 
oonnarting  it  with  raoal  assodattens.     But  descriptions, 


httte 


If  ianitseape-paintteg  is  aa  intetor 
art,  theii«h  the  qiteodhi ' 
out  iiMiaiiii  n,  tendscape  poetry  Is  a  kfasd  of  < 
natnsal  lesoll  of  eaoa 
tant,  but  snborrtteafe     The  eatemal  vrasld,  ^«itk  afl  ite  gse- 
geosHDesB  and  varied  fonns  of  beaoty  i 
gteiy  of  reflected  Ught;*  the  forests,  as  ttej  w»ee  la 
biJUiaocy  of  eaity  sua 

gardens,  or  weete  their  sbmbIiiiiss  on  the 
noise  of  the  hkiden  brook,  that  afl  aight  teag  to 
months  stega  ite  quiet  tune  to  the  steeping  woods  i*  the  ( 
vrhethar  rsposing  in  twrnguil  mi^esliy  or  tosaed  fay 
pest;  night,  when  the  heavena  are  glittviBs  with  the  I 
dooroftheeonstellatioBs;  tnnraiag, 
dour  beaasa  in  the  sky,  and  Is  leiected  ki  a 
fkom  the  glittering  eartb--theea  are  not  the  i 
that  awaken  the  eneorgies  of  the  maeew    ttte: 
onty,  wfatefa  eaa  exhibit  tte  highest  beeotj.    The  hgtm  rf 
martyiflom,  the  strength  bywfaidi 
to  dte,  *  God's  breath  In  the  eoul  of  w^, 
power  of  generous  passion,  the  hopes aad  aonows  oCI 
— tove,  devotten,  and  aU  the  deep  and  fariglii  i 
tkm    theee  are  higher  themes  of  permanent  iat 
alted  dianeteE. 

^  HsBS,  too,  we  flndaai 
foelin^  The  image  of  God  Is  to  be  sought  for,  afit  tm  ■Mb 
in  the  outward  world  as  in  the  mind.  No  oosnhiaattea  el 
Insnimate  matter  eaa  equal  the  oablimityr  and 
poweroflUa.  To  bnpertovgsnkliCs,  with  the  power  of  i 
dnction,  te  a  brighter  disptay  of  Omnipoteace  than  ansya^ 
rsnjiment  of  the  inanimate,  maftfslal  vrorid,  Aewamel 
flies,  as  through  their  tfMrt  eiistenee  thegr  buss  aad  wheel  te 
the  summer's  sun,  offer  as  clear,  and,  to  sosne  mlBdaa 
demonstration  of  Omn^iotenee,  than  the 
silent,  coursee  of  the  planets.  But  moral  lite  te  the 
creation  of  divine  power.  We,  at  least,  know  aad  can  esa* 
oeive  of  none  higher.  We  are,  therefore,  not  to  look  for  Gei 
among  the  rivers  and  the  forests,  nor  yei  sutnonf  the  plaasiB 
and  the  stan,  but  in  the  heaito  of  men ;  ha  te  not  the  Gedsf 
the  dead,  but  of  the  fiving. 

**  Those  vrho  accord  with  the  general  vtewa  whidi  we  htm 
here  maintained,  will  be  prq>arad  to 
probatton  of  the  Utoary  career  ai  Mn  H4 
writings  been  merely  barmtees,  we  should  noi 
into  an  analysis  of  them ;  buttheawiBlcliarBiwiiiehtei 
over  them  is  so  peculiar,  so  fuU  of  nature,  asMl  truth,  aad  ds^ 
fading,  that  her  producttens  claim  at  oaoe  the  ptatee  ef  •§• 
quisite  purity  and  poetic  exceUenoe.  She  adda  the  dignity  el 
her  sex  to  a  high  sense  (tf  the  duties  of  a  poet ; 
buoyancy,  yet  with  earnest  nose  ;  her  pooas  bear  the : 
ofadiaracterworthyof admiiatioa.  Intha] 
renown,  die  never  focgete  ytbaX  Is  doe  to 
We  perceive  a  mind  endowed  with  poweia  to  1 
still  fiirtber  pleased  to  find  no  unsatisfied  cxaviaga,  ao  pni- 
sionate  pursuit  of  remote  objjects,  but  high 
graced  by  contentment.  There  Is  ptetety  the 
of  the  various  sorrow  to  which  lite  te  expoeed,  and  with  Htfte 
spirit  of  resignation.  She  sete  before  hsadf  a  ciear  lai  m- 
olted  idea  of  what  a  femate  writer  shoidd  be,  and  te  ea  tte 
way  to  realise  her  own  idea  of  eaceUenesL  larin^iBi 
retirement,  in  a  beaotifel  part  of  Walea,  it  te 

and  her  own  experience  whtehaheeommanleataatav.    We 
cannot  Ulnstnte  oar  aoeaai^  better,  than  bj  hii 
readers  at  ones  to  Mn 
the  occupations  of  a  day. 


I 
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AM  HOfTK  OF  BOMAVCS. 

I  (ktek  IMTM  abov*  me  and  aroiuid, 
▲ad  low  iwMt  riglw,  Uk*  thoM  of  cbildhoodi  ilecp, 
AmMit  Ihalr  ««*"«"*—,  and  a  fltftal  Kmod 
JU  of  iDfl  riiower*  00  water/ et«.  He. 

'*  Tba  potlry  is  hm  m  bMotiful  m  the  msm  dsMrilMd  k 
fviil  Mid  flMiing.  It  fonns  aa  ■miahto  pioturt  of  th*  ooeu- 
portoae  of  «  eootiinphtive  mind.  Tba  langnagi,  ¥iiflaitfc», 
and  liuafuji,  am  of  gnat  marit,  tha  haantiai  of  natuva  da- 
■erfbad  by  a  eareftil  obterrer ;  thaEogUili  toaaa  !•  plaaad  in 
bappj  eoBtrart  with  tba  Eastarn,  and  tba  diaam  of  ramaaca 
plaawnt^y  dirturbad  by  the  cbaarftiinaia  of  Mloi  Batanaiaaka 
but lony  woik at  jromiaantiag on  idiat the laadermiait teL 


natuxa  *  iwaUs  bigb  as  abe  parts  from  bar  ion ,  on  doToting  bin 
to  the  senrloe  of  tlia  Temple: — 


*«ttbaa  bees  said  that  religion  eaa  nevar  be  anda  a  sab- 
jeat  of  iatenet  in  poatiry.    TbapQritioaisafidseaBe,n6ited 


by  tiw  eleea  aUiaaoa  bar  ween  poeCia  hiipiratton  aad 
ealbMiafli.  IrreUgioa  liaa  feiialn<y  no  plaoe  in 
Tlwn  may  have  been  Atheist  philoeopbats;  an  Athaiitpoat 
is  an  tiaposiihHity.  Tba  poet  may  doobt  aad  raaeon  IUm 
Hamlet,  bat  the  moment  be  ecgnlesces  in  nabeiief,  there  is 
am  and  to  the  magie  of  poatiy.  Imagination  ean  no  longer 
throw  Uvally  baes  ow  the  crsation:  the  foraits  cease  to  be 
haaatad ;  the  ssa,  aad  the  air,  andtha  beavena,  totesmwith 
BfiL  XheUgfaest  interest,  we  think,  attachee  to  MnHsmaaa's 
inaiagB,  iktun  the  spWt  of  ChrisHenlty  whiehperadeethem. 

**  The  poetry  of  oar  aatiior  is  traaqnllHsii^  ia  ita  chanifter, 
eiiaiaBdsereae.  Webagpardonofthalovenofeawitenant, 
but  we  are  seriously  led  to  take  nocioe  of  this  ^aaUty  as  of  a 
Ugh  merit.  A  great  deal  has  been  said  of  tlie  sublimity  of 
directing  the  passions ;  we  hold  it  a  much  ukhv  difficult  and 
amneh  more  eleTated  task,  to  restrain  them.  Itmaybesub- 
Ihne  to  ride  on  the  whirlwind,  and  direct  the  storm ;  but  it 
seems  to  us  still  more  sublime  to  appease  the  storm,  and  still 
the  whlrtwind.  Virgil,  no  mean  authority,  was  of  this  opinion. 
The  French  are  reported  to  be  particubuly  fond  of  effect  and 
disphy;  but  we  remember  to  hare  rsad  that,  aren  ia  tha 
splendid  days  of  Napoleon,  the  simplicity  of  rocal  music  sur- 
passed In  effect  the  magnificence  of  a  numerous  band.  It  was 
when  Napoleon  was  erownad  Emperor  in  the  Gathadial  of 
laaM.  Tha  Ptolslaaa,  wishing  to  dkHngalA  the 
by  some  nofol  exhibition,  aad  to  prodaoa  a  grsat 
eflhet,  flDsd  the  oreheelra  with  eighty  taarpa,  whidi  were  all 
otonektogeCberwIthaaeqnalledikfll.  ThelMdoBablaworid 
was  ia  raptoresL  Preeently  the  Pope  entered,  aad  soma 
thlsly  of  Us  stngen,  who  came  with  him  from  Rome,  veoaived 
fatan  wfth  the  powerftil  Tu  es  AAvrof  the  old-fhshfaned  Soar- 
latli;  and  the  simple  majesty  of  the  air,  assisted  by  no  Inatm- 
BMBts,  annihilated  in  a  moment  the  whole  efEsct  of  tha  pca- 
eeding  iknfiuronada.  And  in  Uterature  the  public  taste  seems 
to  nsabeady  weary  of  thoee  productions  which  afan  at  astonish- 
ing and  producing  a  grsat  eflbet,  and  there  is  now  an  oppor- 
tunity of  pleasing  by  the  ssnailyof  oontsmplatlfa  eBeBDeaee. 

"  It  is  the  high  psaise  of  Kb  Hamaaa's  poatiy  that  it  is 
feminine.  The  sex  may  well  be  pleased  with  her  productions, 
for  they  oouki  hardly  have  a  better  repreeentative  in  the 
career  of  letters.  AH  her  works  seem  to  come  from  the  heart, 
to  be  natural  and  tmok  Thapoeteaaglfensnotldagbatthe 
form  under  which  tha  objeets  ha  diserihsapiaMnt  themseiyes 
to  his  own  mind.  That  Conn  must  be  noble^  or  it  is  not 
worthy  of  our  consideration ;  It  must  be  consistent,  or  it  will 
Ciil  to  be  true.  Now,  In  the  writings  of  Mis  Hemaas,  we 
are  dxnm  bow  Hfo  and  its  concerns  appear  to  woman,  and 
a  mother  Intmstiag  to  Tsrsa  her  aiperlsBne  and  ohaBr- 
80.  Ia  'The  Hebrew  Mother,*  *  the  spring-tide  of 


*  A\m,mr\aH  II17 •««>•  imip to ea  1 
The  tkrigbt  tear*  qalwr  tai  thy  pUadtav  < 

And  now  Ibad  tlwashu  ariie. 
And  ellTcr  corde  again  to  earth  have  woo  me. 
And  like  a  fine  thon  clMpM>  nayftUll 

How  i^haSL  I  henoe  depart  ? 


*ABdohi  the  borne  wiMDoetkybiifhianUe 
Wm  It  not  eeem  as  if  the  ennny  dajr 

Tam'd  from  tte  door  away  7 
While  thnmgh  H*  ehambeie  wandertaiff j 
I  laagaah  te  t^  fotoa,  wMeh  paet  M  etfU 

West  like  a  riagtov  ilB  ? 

'  I  |lv«  thee  to  t^  eod-4he  God  that  gave  thfc, 
A  waO^epfftef  oTdeep  ^adnea  «•  agr  heart! 


And  pan  a*  dew  of  Henaoa,  iU  ehaU  hawo  thee. 
My  own«  xdj  beaotiftil,  my  nndeflkd  i 
Aad  thoa  rfiaU  be  Hie  child. 

'7rbaeetee,aMieeBI    I  go-aey  eool  may  Ml  me, 
Ae  the  bari  panteth  tar  the  water-baooks, 

Teaning  tut  thy  eweet  look*. 
%t  thoo,  ray  flret-beni !  droop  not,  nor  bewail  me ; 
Thea  In  the  Bhadffv  oTtte  ] 


*'  The  same  high  fooling  of  maternal  dnty  and  tore  hiiiplres 
the  little  poem,  'Iha  Wreck,'  whiofa  eteiy  one  baa  lead. 

*  Tha  Lady  of  the  Castle,*  *  The  Grave  of  Kdmer,*  •  The 
Gravee  of  a  Honsehold,*  are  all  oa  domeetio  subjects^  But 
why  do  we  aUnde  to  poema  whkh  are  in  oTeiy  onet  handa? 
The  mother's  Toloe  breaks  out  again  in  the  piece  entitled 

*  Elysium.'  Childrsn,  aoconUng  to  the  heathen  mythology, 
were  tainithed  to  the  infomal  regions,  and  religious  fiaith  had 
no  consolation  for  a  mourning  parent. 

'  Oehn,  on  tte  leaf-etrewn  Uer, 
Unlike  a  gift  of  STatare  to  Decay, 
Too  roedihe  ettU,  too  beaotifbl,  too  dear. 
The  ^Ud  as  reet  beam  Me  nwther  lay : 

On  eo  to  paa  away. 
With  Ite  bright  emile  •    Elyriom  I  what  wert  thoo 
To  her  who  wept  o'er  that  yoong  dnmberer'i  brow  ? 


7«rtheMlr«Bea«w 

m  ft<at  hw  boenui  geae. 

With  Ifbli  freeh  fl0 

■MM  *"*  limine  *-  **■  i«— »J 

AadaUtheleeaiyt 

boaghte  and  dreiaM  ankanwa. 

Which  la  He 

dearevoibooe 

Uheeptfag^fltetwahentagl    Bat  that  Bgfat  wae  p 

— Where  wobS  the  dewdrop  ewepi  beftee  the  bkMt  ? 

'Hotwhwi 

t^eoAwlBdipfaqr*d, 

Vot  where  tlv  wate 

re  laf  ia  ghaqr  alMP  1— 

I  with  thy  bowere,  thoa  land  oTvieloae  ! 
FRHn  thee  no  mlee  eeme  O'er  the  gtoony  deep. 

And  bade  man  eeaee  to  weep ! 
Fade,  with  the  emaranth  pbOn,  the  myrtle  grore. 
Which  eoold  not  yWd  one  hope  to  eorrowiog  h»ve ! 

*  For  flw  raoet  Bond  are  they 
Of  whom  Fame  epeake  not  with  her  darion  toIco 


iBNffalhallil   Theetedeea- 

The  vale,  with  He  deep  Iboataine,  le  their 


Aroondthdeelepe;  tU  aieoMy  they  dl*. 

Ae  a  etreara  thrinks  ttook  eemmer'i  bomhig  eye. 

'  Aad  the  world  knowe  not  then— 
Koi  then,  nor  ever,  what  pore  thooghte  are  fled ! 
Tet  theee  am  they,  who  oa  the  ee^ermMi 
Come  back,  whM  nl^  hm  Mdli«  veU  halh 

The  long-rememberM  dead  1 
Hot  not  with  thi 


L 
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HYMNS  FOR  CHILDHOOD, 


"And  the  ttme  feelings  of  a  woman  and  mother  didated 
'  The  Erening  Pnyer  at  a  Girls'  School/— a  poem  which 
merits  to  be  considered  in  connexion  with  Gnj^  '  Ode  on 
a  Distant  Prospect  of  Eton  CoDege.* 

'  O  Jojoas  crcaiam !  Ibat  win  rink  to  iwl, 
Ltgbilj,  when  thow  para  •rlsons  ara  don*/  ate. 

*'  Of  Other  spirited,  and  lively,  and  pathetic  short  poems  of 
Mrs  Hemans,  which  form  some  of  the  brightest  ornaments  of 
the  lyric  poetxy  of  the  language,  we  take  no  particular  notice 
—for  in  what  part  of  the  United  States  are  they  not  known  ? 
So  general  has  been  the  attention  to  those  of  her  pieces  adapted 
to  the  purposes  of  a  newspaper,  we  hard^  ftar  to  assert  that, 
throughout  a  great  part  of  this  country,  there  is  not  a  fiunily 
of  the  middlingclass  In  which  someof  them  hate  not  been  read. 
The  praise  which  was  not  sparingty  beetowed  upon  her,  when 
her  shorter  first  productions  became  generally  known  among 
us,  has  been  often  repeated  on  a  carefti]  examination  of  her 
works ;  and  could  we  hope  tiiat  our  remarks  mlg^  one  day 
&I1  under  her  eye,  we  should  hope  she  would  not  be  htdillBr- 
ent  to  the  good  wishes  which  are  ofToed  her  from  America, 
but  feel  herself  cheered  and  encouraged  In  bar  efforts,  by  the 
prospect  of  an  enlarged  and  almost  unlimited  field  of  us^ul 
influence,  opened  to  her  among  the  descendants  of  her  coun- 
try In  an  Independent  land.  The  ocean  dhrides  us  from  the 
iashions  as  well  ae  the  eommottons  of  Bmrope.  Hie  voice  of 
America,  deciding  on  the  literature  of  England,  resembles  the 
voice  of  posterHj  more  nearly  than  any  thing  dse,  that  is 
contemporaneous,  can  do.    We  bdieve  Uiat  the  general  atten> 


tion  which  has  been  given  to  Mn 

may  be  rsgarded  as  a  pledge  that  tliey  will  aolke 

with  indifGerenoe  by  posterity."— JTorA 


[At  the  conclusion  of  "  The  Records  "  w«i 
of  one  of  our  most  celebrated  CisatlaDtie  eriUes ; 
poetry  of  Mrs  Hemans,  and  we  tUiik  ttbalr|giitto*ovi 
(as  has  Just  been  done)  the  general  estimate  in  vAiek  heri 
Is  held  in  America,  ae  evkie&ced  by  the  jr«rA 
i2ev<«e,  the  best-known  and  most  wide^y-rliiwliteil  ef 
Transatlantfe  periodicals. 

Judging  from  the  state  of  feeOng  fn 
ideas  of  practical  phlloec^y  < 
pervading  utilitarian  bias  of  its ; 
ftsB  that,  had  we  been  asked  to  name  any  votary  of  tkeBrSlirii 
mose  more  Hkdy  than  another  to  be  appveciided  In  thai  4 
try,  we  shouM  have  had  very  little  hesllalion  fa  tataf 
Crabbe.    And  why  ?    Becaose  bis  poetiy  is 
a  rtem  adherence  to  the  realities  of  Bfe,  as  eoi 
from  romance,  and  because  his  diaracAers  and 
taken  from  existing  aspects  of  society,  appradalila  by  al. 
this  theory  it  appears  we  are  wrong;  and  PkvfisHr  N« 
has  here  done  his  best  to  accomt  for  ft    Wa  i 
to  admfae  what  ta  least  attafaiable;  aodtherstoeltlilhati 
spiritual  glow  which  Mrs  Hemans  has  Went  vrtik 
sentfment--4he  Imaginative  beauty  wtOi  wliidi  she  faaa 
'*  ttie  shows  of  earth  and  heaven,**— and  the  leavwn  of i 
whidi  she  has  inftised  into  the  wwmimnicatloae  ef 
life,  have,  asftieiiraiwmliiooido,  been  slsmeals  cf„  and 
the  impedimente  to,  her  American  popolarlty.] 


HYMNS  FOR  CHILDHOOD. 


[We  are  quite  aware  that  th»  Hyimns /irr  CkOdhood  were  written  at  a  much  earlier  period  than  that  wUch  vm  lune  farn 
chronotogically  assigned  them.  They  had  been  sent  to  Profeesor  Norton  for  the  use  of  his  children,  and  wen  pcinted  ttV" 
his  auspices  at  Boeton,  New  Bngtamd,  so  earty  as  1827.  Not,  however,  having  had  an  opportunity  of  eeeing  the  oi^teel 
American  edition,  we  are  In  the  daric  as  to  whether  the  hymns  in  It  were  the  same  in  number  as  those  r"**'*«Hrl  fa  Dahlia 
under  the  eyft  of  tiie  author,  or  whether  she  afterwards  revised  and  altered  them.  It  has  been  therafoie  Judged  bast  to  phes 
them  here  In  the  order  of  publication,  and  as  tbqr  appeared  fa  this  eoontry  under  the  supervision  of  Mrs  Hemana  »>— t*^  ihe 
hymns  (as  they  deserved  to  be)  were  very  fovourably  received  by  the  publio,  and  itiionly  to  be  R«retted  that  Mra  H«DBBSdid 
not  from  thne  to  time  add  to  their  number.  She  thnswroteto  Mrs  Lawrsncewitha  presentation  copy  of  berUttlebook>-*'IseBd 
you  the  fairy  volume  of  hymns.  Ton  will  immedtetely  see  how  unpretending  a  little  book  It  Is ;  but  it  win  give  ytm  pieasm 
to  know  that  it  has  been  received  to  the  most  grati^jrlng  manner,  having  seemed  (as  a  phiyful  chOd  might  have  done)  to  wis 
criticism  fatoa  benignant  smile."— Fide  Letter  to  Mrs  Lawrence,  Beeottedknu,  p.  354.] 


INTRODUCTORY  VERSES. 

Oh  !  blest  art  thou  whose  steps  may  rove 
Through  the  green  paths  of  vale  and  grove, 
Or,  leaving  all  then:  charms  below, 
Climb  the  wild  mountain's  aiiy  brow ; 

And  gaze  afistr  o*er  cultured  plains, 
And  cities  with  their  stately  fanes. 
And  forests,  that  beneath  thee  lie. 
And  ocean  mingljyig  yniAi.  the  sky. 


For  man  can  show  thee  naught  so  &ir 
As  Nature's  varied  marvels  there ; 
And  if  thy  pure  and  artless  breast 
Can  feel  their  grandeur,  thou  art  blest ! 

For  thee  the  stream  in  beauty  flows, 
For  thee  the  gale  of  summer  blows ; 
And,  in  deep  glen  and  wood-walk  free. 
Voices  of  joy  still  breathe  for  thee. 

Bat  happier  fkr,  if  then  thy  soul 

Can  soar  to  Him  who  made  the  whole. 
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If  to  thine  eye  the  simplest  flower 

Shall,  in  their  course,  bid  man  behold 

Portray  His  bounty  and  His  power ! 

Seed-time  and  harvest  still ; 

If,  in  whate*er  is  bright  or  grand. 

That  still  the  flower  shall  deck  the  field. 

Thy  mind  can  trace  His  viewless  hand; 

When  vernal  zephyrs  blow. 

If  Nature's  music  bid  thee  raise 

That  still  the  vine  its  fruit  shall  yield. 

Thy  song  of  gratitude  and  praise ; 

When  autumn  sunbeams  glow. 

If  heaven  and  earth,  with  beauty  fraught. 

Then,  child  of  that  fiur  earth  1  which  yet 

Lead  to  His  throne  thy  raptured  thought ; 

Smiles  with  each  charm  endow'd. 

If  there  thou  lovest  H\»  love  to  read — 

Bless  thou  His  nam^  whose  mercy  set 

Then,  wanderer  1  thou  art  blest  indeed. 

The  rainbow  in  the  cloud  1 

THE  RAINBOW. 

"  I  do  n»  mj  bow  in  tlM  dond,  and  It  dMU  b«  •»  *  lokM  or  * 

THE  SUN. 

eovanmnt  between  mo  and  Um  «rth."^OBnnt«  Ix.  IS. 

SoiT  falls  the  mild,  reviving  shower 

The  Sun  comes  forth :  each  mountain-height 

From  April's  changefiil  skies. 

Qlows  with  a  tinge  of  rosy  lights 

And  roin-drops  bend  each  trembling  flower 

And  flowers  that  slumbered  through  the  night 

They  tinge  with  richer  dyes. 

Their  dewy  leaves  unfold; 

A  flood  of  splendour  bursts  on  high. 

Soon  shall  their  genial  influence  call 

And  ocean's  breast  gives  back  a  sky 

A  thousand  buds  to  day. 

All  steep'd  in  molten  gold. 

Which,  waiting  but  that  balmy  &11, 

In  hidden  beauty  lay. 

Oh  1  thou  art  glorious,  orb  of  day  ! 

Exulting  nations  hail  thy  ray. 

E'en  now  full  many  a  blossom's  bell 

Creation  swells  a  choral  lay 

With  fragrance  fills  the  shade ; 

To  welcome  thy  return ; 

And  verdure  clothes  each  grassy  dell. 

From  thee  all  nature  draws  her  hues, 

In  brighter  tints  array'd. 

Thy  beams  the  insect's  wing  sufiuso. 

And  in  the  diamond  bum. 

But  mark !  what  arch  of  varied  hue 

From  heaven  to  earth  is  bow'd  ] 

Tet  must  thou  fieide  1    When  earth  and  heaven 

Haste,  ere  it  vanish ! — ^haste  to  view 

By  fire  and  tempest  shall  be  riven. 

The  rainbow  in  the  cloud  1 

Thou,  from  thy  sphere  of  radiance  driven. 

0  Sun  1  must  &11  at  last; 

How  bright  its  glory  !  there  behold 

Another  heaven,  another  earth. 

The  emerald's  verdant  rays. 

New  power,  new  gloiy  shall  have  birth. 

The  topaz  blends  its  hue  of  gold 

When  all  we  see  is  past 

With  the  deep  ruby's  blaze. 

But  He  who  gave  the  word  of  might. 

Yet  not  alone  to  chArm  thy  sight 

"  Let  there  be  light," — and  there  wim  light. 

Was  given  the  vision  £edr — 

Who  bade  thee  chase  the  gloom  of  night, 

Qaze  on  that  arch  of  coloured  light. 

And  beam  the  world  to  bless; 

And  read  Qod's  mercy  there. 

For  ever  bright,  for  ever  pure. 

Alone  unchangmg  shall  endure, 

It  tells  us  that  the  mighty  deep. 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness  I 

Fast  by  the  Eternal  chain'd. 

No  more  o'er  earth's  domain  shall  sweep. 

Awful  and  unrestrain'd. 

THE  RIVERa 

It  tells  that  seasons,  heat  and  cold. 

Go  !  trace  th'  unnumbered  streams,  o'er  eailb 

Flx'd  by  his  sovereign  will, 

1 

That  wind  their  devious  course, 

L 

530 


HYMNS  FOR  CHILDHOOD, 


That  dx«w  from  Al^e  heists  their  birth. 
Beep  vale,  or  oavem-Boiiroe. 

Some  by  m^jeslae  dtiM  g^ide, 
Proud  scenes  of  man's  xenown ; 

Some  lead  their  solituy  tide 
Where  pathlees  foreetB  frown. 

Some  c&lmly  roll  o*er  golden  sands, 

Where  Afric*s  deserts  lie ; 
Or  spread,  to  clothe  rejoicing  lands 

With  rich  fertiliiy. 

These  bear  the  bark,  whose  stately  sail 

Exulting  seems  to  swell ; 
While  these,  scarce  rippled  by  a  gale. 

Sleep  in  the  lonely  delL 

Yet  on,  alike,  though  swift  or  slow 
Their  yarious  waves  may  sweep. 

Through  cities  or  through  shades,  they  flow 
To  the  same  boundless  deep. 

Oh  !  thus,  whate*er  our  pacCh  of  life. 
Through  sunshine  or  through  gloom. 

Through  scenes  of  quiet  or  of  strife. 
Its  end  is  still  the  tomb. 

Tho  chief  whose  mighty  deeds  we  hail. 
The  monarch  throned  on  high, 

Tho  peasant  in  his  native  vale — 
All  journey  on  to  die  ! 

But  if  Thy  guardian  care,  my  God  ! 

The  pilgrim's  course  attend, 
I  will  not  fear  the  dark  abode 

To  which  my  footsteps  bend. 

For  thence  thine  all-redeeming  Son, 

Who  died  the  world  to  save. 
In  light,  in  triimiph,  rose,  and  won 

The  victory  from  the  grave ! 


THE  STABS. 

*'  Tlie  heavons  declare  the  glory  of  God,  and  the  flrmament 
•howvth  his  hand/'work.*— PuLM  xlx.  1. 

No  doud  obscures  the  smnmcr  sky. 
The  moon  in  brightness  walks  on  high ; 
And,  set  in  azure,  every  star 
Shines,  a  pure  gem  of  heaven,  afar  ! 


Child  of  the  earth  1  oh,  lift  thy  chance 
To  yon  bri^^t  flrmament^s  expense ; 
The  glories  of  its  realm  explore. 
And  gaze,  and  wonder,  and  adoze  ! 

Doth  it  not  qwak  to  every  senee 
The  marvels  of  Ommpotenoe  ! 
Seest  thou  not  there  the  Almighty  name 
Inscribed  in  characters  of  flame  ? 

Count  o*er  these  limps  of  qnenchkas  lig^t 
Thatt  ^MorUe  Hinnigh  the  riiades  of  night : 
Behold  them  !  can  a  mortal  boast 
To  number  that  celestial  host  ? 

Mark  well  each  little  star,  whose  rajs 
In  distant  splendour  meet  thy  gaze : 
Each  is  m  world,  by  Him  sustsin'd 
Who  from  eternity  1uk&  reign'd. 

Each,  kindled  not  for  earth  alone. 
Hath  circling  planets  of  ita^own. 
And  beings,  whose  existence  springs 
From  Him,  the  sH-poweifbl  King  of  kings. 

EEaply,  those  glorious  beings  know 
No  stain  of  guilty  or  tear  of  woe ; 
But,  raising  still  the  adoring  voice. 
For  ever  in  their  (3od  rejoice. 

What  then  art  t^oa,  0  child  of  day ! 
Amid  creation's  grandeur,  say  1 
Ken  as  an  insect  on  the  breeze. 
E'en  as  a  dew-drop,  lost  in  seas  ! 

Tet  fear  thou  not !    The  sovereign  hand 
Which  spread  the  ocean  and  tho  land. 
And  hung  the  rolling  spheres  in  air. 
Hath,  c*en  for  thee,  a  Fother^s  care  ! 

Be  thou  at  peace  !    The  all-seeing  Eye, 
Pervading  earth,  and  air,  and  sky — 
The  searching  glance  which  none  may  flce^ 
Is  still  in  mercy  tum*d  on  thee. 


THE  OCEAN. 

**  They  that  go  down  to  the  Ma  In  diipa.  that  do 
great  watcn;  theee  eeethewatftaoflha  Lwd,aMl  I 
in  the  deep."— PsAUi  erU.  S3,  Si. 

He  that  in  ventinous  barks  bath  been 
A  wanderer  on  the  deep, 
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Chn  tell  of  many  an  awful  aoeney 
Where  storms  f (mt  ever  sweep. 

Befleoting  on  Hs  diadowy  breast 
Each  form  of  rode  and  hilL 

For  many  a  fiEur,  majeetio  right 
Hath  met  his  wandering  eye, 

Beneath  the  streaming  northern  light, 
Or  blaze  of  Indian  sky. 

The  Kme4eaf  waives  not  in  the  gvove^ 

The  Tose-tvee  in  the  bower; 
The  burds  have  ceased  thdr  songs  of  love, 

Awed  by  the  threatening  hour. 

Qo!  ask  him  of  the  whirlpool's  roar. 
Whose  echomg  thunder  peals 

Loud,  as  if  rush'd  along  the  shore 
An  army's  chariot-wheels ; 

Tis  noon;— yet  nature's  calm  profound 
Seems  as  at  midnight  deep : 

But  haik  1  what  peal  of  awftil  sound 
Breaks  oax  crestion^i  sleep  t 

Of  icebeigs,  floating  o*er  the  mam. 
Or  fiz*d  upon  the  ooasty 

I/ike  glittering  dtadel  or  ftne. 
Mid  the  bright  realms  of  firost ; 

The  thunder-burst  1 — its  rolling  might 
Seems  I2ie  firm  hills  to  shake ; 

And  in  terrific  splendour  bright 
The  gatiber^d  lic^tnings  break. 

Of  coral  rocks  from  waves  below 
In  steep  ascent  that  tower. 

And,  fraugpht  with  per^  daily  grow, 
Form'd  by  an  inseet^s  power; 

Tet  fear  not»  dirink  not  thou,  my  diHd ! 

Though  by  the  bolfs  descent 
Were  the  tall  difb  in  ruins  piled. 

And  the  wide  forests  rent 

Of  sea-fires,  which  at  dead  of  night 

Shine  o'er  the  tides  afiir, 
And  make  the  expanse  of  ocean  bright. 

As  heayen  with  many  a  star. 

Doth  not  ifay  God  behold  thee  still. 

With  aD-surveying  eyel 
Doth  not  his  power  sll  nature  fiD, 

Around,  beneath,  on  hight 

0  Godl  thy  name  A^  well  may  praise 

Who  to  the  deep  go  down, 
And  trace  the  wonders  of  thy  ways 

Where  rocks  and  billows  frown ! 

To  trad:  the  realms  of  air. 
Thou  couldst  not  reach  a  spot,  where  He 
Would  not  1)0  with  thee  there  1 

If  glorious  be  that  awftil  deep 

No  human  power  can  bind, 
What  then  art  Thtm,  who  bid%t  it  keep 

Within  its  bounds  confined  t 

In  the  wide  dty's  peopled  towers. 

On  the  vast  ocean's  plains, 
Midst  the  deep  woodland's  londiest  bowen, 

Alike  the  Almighty  reigns  I 

Let  heaven  and  earth  in  praise  nnile! 

Eternal  praise  to  Thee, 
Whose  word  can  rouse  the  tempeefs  sdght. 

Or  still  the  raging  sea ! 

Then  fiaar  not,  though  the  angry  sky 
A  thousand  darts  should  cast; 

Why  should  we  tremble,  e'en  to  die. 
And  be  with*!fltiii  at  lastt 

THE  THUNDKROTORM. 

Dkip,  fiery  douds  o'ercast  the  sky. 

Dead  stillness  reigns  in  air; 
There  is  not  e'en  a  breeze,  on  high 

The  gossamer  to  bear. 

The  wood^  are  huah'd,  the  waves  at  rest, 
The  lake  is  dark  and  still. 

TUEBIBDa 

*«Aw— tSfijMiu— ■DMfcrt—iwfliliiSil  mAmkwm^i 
llMm  If  tafoMiB  hdbM  Ctad  ?"--Sr  Lncib  sU*  C* 

Tribes  of  the  air!  whose  fiivour'd  race 
BCay  wander  through  the  realms  of  space, 

Free  gneste  of  esrth  and  sky ; 
In  form,  in  plumage,  and  in  song, 
What  gifts  of  nature  maik  your  throng 

With  bright  variety! 

_\ 
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Kor  differ  lees  your  foram,  yoiar  flinty 

Trust  in  His  love;  and  e'en  ahonld  pain. 

Tour  dwellixigB  hid  from  hostile  sights . 

Should  soiTOW,  tempt  thee  to  complain^ 

And  the  wild  haantB  ye  love; 

Know  what  He  wiUs  is  best ! 

KirdA  of  the  gentle  heak  1^  how  dear 

Your  wood-note  to  the  wanderer's  ear. 

In  ahadowy  vale  or  grove  1 

THE  SKY-LARK. 

Far  other  scenes,  remote,  suhHme;, 

Where  swain  or  hmiter  may  not  dimb 

child's  MORKIKa  HTXH. 

The  mountain-eagle  seeks ; 

Alone  he  reigns  a  monarch  thera^ 

The  sky-lark,  when  the  dews  of  mom 

Scarce  will  the  chamois*  footstep  daie 

Hang  tremulous  on  flower  and  thom. 

Ascend  his  Alpine  pealcs. 

And  violets  round  his  nest  exhale 

Their  fragrance  on  the  eariy  gal^ 

Othera  there  are  that  make  their  home 

To  the  first  sunbeam  spreads  his  wii^gs. 

Where  the  white  billows  roar  and  foam 

Buoyant  with  joy,  and  soars  and  singiB. 

Around  the  o'erhanging  rode ; 

Fearless  they  skim  the  angiy  wave. 

He  rests  not  on  the  leafy  spray 

Or,  shelter  d  in  their  sesrbeat  caye>. 

To  warble  his  exulting  lay ; 

The  tempest's  fury  mock. 

But  high  above  the  morning  doud 

Mounts  in  triumphant  freedom  proudy, 

Where  Afric's  burning  realm  expands. 

And  swells,  when  nearest  to  the  sky. 

^     The  ostrich  himnts  the  desert^mds, 

His  notes  of  sweetest  ecstasy. 

Parch'd  by  the  blase  of  day ; 

The  swan,  where  northern  rivers  glide. 

Thus,  my  Creator  !  thus  the  mor» 

Through  the  tall  reeds  that  fringe  their  tide 

My  spirit* s  wing  to  Thee  can  soar. 

Floats  graceful  on  her  way. 

The  more  she  triumphs  to  behold 

Thy  love  in  all  thy  worics  unfold. 

The  condor,  where  the  Andes  tower. 

And  bids  her  hymns  of  nature  be 

Spreads  his  broad  wing  of  pride  and  power. 

Most  glad,  when  rising  most  to  Thee ! 

And  many  a  storm  defies ; 

Bright  in  the  Orient  realms  of  mom. 

All  beauty's  richest  hues  adorn 

The  bird  of  paradise. 

THE  NIGHTINQAT.K. 

Some,  amidst  India's  groves  of  palm. 

CHn.D*8  EVEKIKa  HTMX. 

And  spicy  forests  breathing  balm. 

Weave  soft  their  pendant  nest ; 

Wh£N  twilight's  gray  and  pen»ive  hour 

Some,  deep  in  Western  wilds,  display 

Brings  the  low  breeze,  and  shuts  the  flower; 

Their  &iry  form  and  plumage  gay. 

And  bids  the  solitary  star 

In  rainbow  colours  drest. 

Shine  in  pale  beauty  from  afiir  ; 

Others  no  varied  song  may  pour. 

When  gathering  shades  the  landscape  veil. 

May  boast  no  eagle-plimie  to  soar. 

And  peasants  seek  their  village-dale. 

No  tints  of  light  may  wear ; 

And  mists  from  river-wave  arise. 

Yet  know,  our  Heavenly  Father  guides 

And  dew  in  every  blossom  lies; 

The  least  of  these,  and  well  provides 

For  each,  with  tenderest  care. 

When  evenings  pnmrose  opea  to  shed 

Soft  fragrance  round  her  grassy  bed ; 

Shall  He  not  then  thy  guardian  be  ? 

Wben  glow-worms  in  the  wood-walk  light 

Will  not  His  aid  extend  to  tluet 

Their  lamp  to  cheer  the  traveller's  sight ; — 

Oh,  safely  ma/st  thou  rest ! — 

iTfaa  Italiaos  caO  aQ  dnglng-blrds,  birdt  a^the  ffmtU 

At  that  calm  hour,  so  still,  so  pale;. 

beak. 

Awakes  the  lonely  nightingale ; 

lMl 
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And  fh)m  a  hermitago  of  shade 
Filla  with  her  Yoice  the  forest  glade. 

And  sweeter  far  that  melting  voice 
Than  all  which  through  the  day  rejoice ; 
And  still  shall  bard  and  wanderer  love 
The  twilight  music  of  the  grove. 

Father  in  heaven  1  oh,  thus  when  day 
With  all  its  cares  hath  pass'd  away. 
And  silent  hours  waft  peace  on  earth. 
And  hush  the  louder  strains  of  mirth ; 

Thus  may  sweet  songs  of  praise  and  prayer 
To  Thee  my  spirit's  offering  hear — 
Ton  star,  my  signal,  set  on  high, 
For  vesper-hymns  of  piety. 

So  may  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  power 
Protect  mo  through  the  midnight  hour. 
And  balmy  sleep  and  visions  blest 
Smile  on  Thy  servant's  bed  of  rest. 


THE  NORTHERN  SPRING. 

Whe^t  the  soft  breath  of  Spring  goes  forth 
Far  o'er  the  mountains  of  the  North, 
How  soon  those  wastes  of  dazzling  snow 
With  life,  and  bloom,  and  beauty  glow ! 

Then  bursts  the  verdure  of  the  plains, 
Then  break  the  streams  from  icy  chains ; 
And  the  glad  reindeer  seeks  no  more 
Amidst  deep  snows  his  mossy  store. 

Then  the  dark  pine-wood*s  boughs  are  seen 
Fringed  tenderly  with  living  green ; 
And  roses,  in  their  brightest  dyes. 
By  Lapland's  founts  and  lakes  arise. 

Thus,  in  a  moment,  from  the  gloom 
And  the  cold  fetters  of  the  tomb. 
Thus  shall  the  blest  Redeemer's  voice 
Call  forth  his  servants  to  rejoice. 

For  He,  whose  word  is  truth,  hath  said. 
His  power  to  Hfe  shall  wake  the  dead, 

[Eariy  in  the  year  1834,  the  little  Tolimie  of  Bpmnt  for 
Childhood  (whieh,  thoagfa  written  many  yean  beAnre,  bad 
nerer  been  published  in  England)  mM  broogbt  out  by  Menn 
Curry  of  Dublin,  who  were  alio  the  pabliihen  of  the  NaUonal 
LpHet^  which  appeared  in  a  collected  form  about  the  Mine 
time.    Of  the  latter,  Mrs  Hemaaa  thus  wrote  to  bar  friend 


And  summon  those  he  loves  on  high. 
To  "  put  on  inmiortality ! " 

Then,  all  its  transient  sufferings  o'er. 
On  wings  of  light  the  soul  shall  soar. 
Exulting,  to  that  blest  abode 
Where  tears  of  sorrow  never  flow'd. 


PARAPHRASE  OF  PSALM  CXLVin. 

"  Prmkt  yi  lh«  Lord.    PralM  jttlMLocd  from  lh«  haavanai 
pniM  him  la  Um  helglita.'* 

Praibb  ye  the  Lord !  on  every  height 

Songs  to  his  gloiy  raise  1 
Te  angel-hosts,  ye  stars  of  night. 

Join  in  immortal  praise ! 

0  heaven  of  heavens!  let  praise  fiir^welling 

From  all  thine  orbs  be  sent ! 
Join  in  the  strain,  ye  waters,  dwelling ! 

Above  the  firmament  I 

For  His  the  word  which  gave  you  birth. 

And  majesty  and  might : 
Praise  to  the  Highest  from  the  earth. 

And  let  the  deeps  unite  I 

0  fire  and  vapour,  hail  and  snow ! 

Te  servants  of  His  will; 
0  stormy  winds !  that  only  blow 

His  mandates  to  fulfil; 

Moimtains  and  rocks,  to  heaven  that  rise ! 

Fsir  cedars  of  the  wood ! 
Creatures  of  life  that  wing  the  skies. 

Or  track  the  plains  for  food  ! 

Judges  of  nations !  kings,  whose  hand 

Waves  the  proud  sceptre  high  f 
0  youths  and  virgins  of  the  land  ! 

0  age  and  infimcy ! 

Praise  ye  His  name,  to  whom  alone 

All  homage  should  be  given ; 
Whose  glory  from  the  eternal  throne 

Spreads  wide  o'er  earth  and  heaven ! 

Mn  Lawrence,  In  the  note  whidi  accompanied  the  rolume : 
—*•  I  think  you  win  lore  my  little  book,  though  It  oontaine 
but  the  broken  mnalc  of  a  troubled  heart  tor  an  the  home  it 
will  rtcaU  to  yon  beam  Ikeih  and  bright  as  ever  in  my  mmoryt 
though  I  have  pa«ed  throogh  but  too  many  of  «id  and  deep 
exdtemMit  lince  that  period.'*— IfAMir,  p.  960.] 
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NATIONAL  LTRICS,  AND  SONGS  FOR   MUSIC. 


TO 


MRS  LAWRENCE 


or  WAVXBTBEB  HALL,  HEB  FBEDfD,  AND  THE  8IBC1B  Of 
OQU>NXL  D'aOUILAB,  THIS  YOLUMB  IS  ATFBOHOHATKLT  DniCTRniBD 
HAHT  BBIQBTLT  AflBOdATED  HOUBS,  BT  nUCIA 


rCBOF 


NATIONAL  LYRICS. 


THE  THEMES  OF  SONG. 


Of  Iraili,  ofgrandMr,  bawty,  low,  and  bop*, 
mbdiMd  by  tUth."       We 


Whebb  shall  the  mixistrel  find  a  theinye  ? 

— Where'er,  for  freedom  shed, 
BniTe  blood  haUi  dyed  some  ancient 

Amidst  the  momitains,  red. 

"Where'er  a  rock,  a  fount,  a  grove. 

Bears  record  to  the  fidth 
Of  love— deep,  holy,  fervent  love, 

Victor  o'er  fear  and  death. 

Where'er  a  chieftain's  crested  brow 
Too  soon  hath  been  struck  down. 

Or  a  bright  virgin  head  laid  low. 
Wearing  its  youth's  first  crown- 

Whcre'er  a  spire  points  up  to  heaven. 
Through  storm  and  summer  air. 

Telling,  that  all  around  have  striven 
Man's  heart,  and  hope,  and  prayer. 

Where'er  a  blessed  home  hath  been. 
That  now  is  home  no  more : 

A  place  of  ivy,  darkly  green. 
Where  laughter^s  light  is  o'er. 

Where'er  by  some  forsaken  grave. 
Some  nameless  greensward  hei^ 

A  bird  may  sing;  a  wild-flower  wave, 
A  star  its  vigU  keep. 

Or  where  a  yearning  heart  of  dd, 

A  dream  of  shepherd  mm. 
With  fbrms  of  more  than  earthly  mould 

Hath  peopled  grot  or  glen. 


7%ert  may  the  bard's  hi^  themes  be  found — 

We  die,  we  pass  away ; 
But  fiiith,  love,  pity — ^these  are  bound 

To  earth  without  decay. 

The  heart  that  burns,  the  cheek  that  g^owi^ 

The  tear  fSrom  hidden  springs^ 
The  thorn  and  g^ory  of  the  rose— 

That  are  undying  things. 

Wave  after  wave  of  mighty  stream 

To  the  deep  sea  hatlL  gone : 
Tet  not  the  less,  like  youth's  bright  dream^ 

The  ezhaastlesi  flood  rtXtB  on. 


RHINE  SONQ  OF  THE  GERMAN  SOLDIERS 
AFTER  VICTORY. 

TO  THX  AIK  OV  **  AM  RHCnV,  Alt  B.HBUI.'' 

SDVOLE  TOICE. 

It  is  the  Rhine !  our  mountain  vineyards  Isni^ 
I  see  the  bright  flood  shine  !  (Ut.) 

Sing  on  the  march  with  every  banner  waving — 
Smg,  brothers  1  'tis  the  Rhine  1         (Ma) 

CHOBUS. 

The  Rhine  !  the  Rhine !  our  own  impenal  liverl 

Be  glory  on  thy  track ! 
We  left  thy  shores^  to  die  or  to 

We  bear  theefireedom  badcl 


snroLB  VOICE. 
Hail!  haQ  I  my  childhood  knew  thy  rush 

Even  as  my  mother's  song; 
That  sound  went  past  me  on  the  fidd  of 

And  heart  and  arm  grew  strong  I 
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GHOBUS. 

Roll  proudly  on ! — ^brave  blood  is  with    thee 
sweeping, 

Pour'd  out  by  sona  of  thinfi;, 
Where  sword  and  spirit  forth  in  joy  were  leaping, 

like  thee^  Tictoriooa  Bhine ! 

SmOLE  VOICE. 

Home  1  Home  i    Thy  glad  wave  hath  a  tone  of 
•     greeting, 

Thy  path  is  by  my  home^  • 

Evennowmy  children  coimt  the  hours  till  meeting : 

0  ransom'd  ones !  I  come. 

GHOBUS. 

Qo  tell  the  seas,  that  chain  shall  hind  thee  never ! 

Sound  on  by  hearth  and  shiine ! 
Sing  through  the  hills  that  thou  art  free  for  ever — 

Lift  up  thy  voice,  0  Khine  ! 

C*  I  wtah  you  ooold  have  heard  Sir  Watttr  BooM  dMOftaa 
glorious  light,  which  had  been  witoeeaed  by  afriend  of  hi*!— 
the  croedng  of  the  Rhine,  at  Etirenbreititein,  Iqr  the  G«nnan 
am^  of  Liberaton  on  their  Tietorlone  return  from  lianoe. 
*  At  the  first  gleam  of  the  riter,*  ha  arid,  *  ti^y  all  boist 
forth  into  the  natiooalefaant»  .dm  JUMn/  .dm  iUwia/' Huar 
two  days  paadng  over;  and  theroduaad  tba  caitle 
ringing  to  the  song  the  whole  time— for  each  band  re- 
newed it  while  crossing ;  and  even  the  Cnenclri,  with  the 
clash  and  the  dang,  and  the  roll  of  thdr  stoim^  war-mmic, 
catching  the  enthnaiBm  of  the  eoena,  swelled  fofth  ttaadnma, 
•AmBheini  JmBM»J**'—Mami$eHptltUm; 

TUsaneodote,  (on  which  was  fonndad  Mrs  Hamansli  own 
'*  Rhine  Song,")  and  the  look  and  tone  with  which  it  was 
rdated,  made  an  impression  on  her  memory  whMi  nothing 
ooold  eflhuse.  The  very  name  of  the  *'  Fattier  Rhine,"  the 
*•  exulting  and  abounding  river,"  (how  often  would  she  quote 
that  magnifloent  Una  of  Lord  Byron's  I)  had  always  wodssd 
upon  hw  like  a  spell,  coajuring  up  a  thousand  visions  of 
romance  and  beauty ;  and  Haydn's  loBptxiug  JBheinweinU^, 
wiUi  its  fine,  rich  tide  of  flowing  harmony,  waa  ona  of  the 
airs  she  most  delighted  in.  •'Toaaieqaitarfght,"  liia  wrote 
toafriendwbo  had  echoed  her  enthusiasm,  **  it  «mu  tba  do- 
acriptfon  of  that  noble  Rhhia  seene  wUdi  intended  me  nune 
than  any  part  of  Sir  Walter's  conversation ;  and  I  wished 
more  that  you  could  have  heard  it  than  all  the  higli  legends 
and  solenm  scenes  of  wlileta  we  sp(rfie  that  day."] 


A  SONG  OF  DELOS. 

[The  lUand  of  Deloe  was  considered  of  such  peculiar  mne* 
ttty  by  the  andents,  that  they  did  not  aOow  It  to  be  dma- 
crated  by  the  erento  of  bMh  or  death.  In  the  foUowing 
poem,  a  young  priestess  of  ApoUo  Is  supposed  to  be  oonTsyed 
from  its  shores  during  the  htft  hours  of  a  mortal  sldmess,and 
to  bid  the  scenes  of  her  youth  fitfewell  in  a  sudden  flow  of 
unpremeditated  song.1 


"  Ttm,  tokll,  vaOou,  bdto  a«  < 
J«  TOO*  dots  UM  Imom  MIS  terd*  de  moa  lomlMM.{ 
L*alrc«l  ilparftiiiM!  la  lomla*  Mt  il  port  t 
Aaznvafdfd*iiiilCoaxaBtltioWUc«lilbMM»l     iMjauMtttm. 

A  soKQ  was  heard  of  old — a  low,  sweet  song. 
On  the  blue  aeoa  by  Delos.    From  that  isle, 
The  Sun-god's  own  domain,  a  gentle  girl — 
Gkntle,  yet  all  inspired  of  soul,  of  mien, 
lit  with  a  lifo  too  perilously  hrig^it — 
Was  bozne  away  to  die.    How  beantiftil 
Seems  this  world  to  the  dying ! — but  for  har. 
The  child  of  beauty  and  of  poesy, 
And  of  soft  Qrecian  skies — oh  1  who  may  dream 
Of  all  that  from  ?ier  changeful  eye  flash'd  forth, 
Or  glanoed  more  quiveringly  through  starry  tears^ 
As  on  her  land's  xioh  vision,  £um  o'er  &ne 
Oolour'd  with  loving  light,  she  gazed  her  last, 
Heryounglife'slast>thathour!  From  herpale brow 
And  burning  cheek  she  threw  the  ringlets  back, 
And  bending  forward,  as  the  spirit  sway'd 
The  reed-like  form  still  to  the  shore  beloved. 
Breathed  the  swan-music  of  her  wild  farewell 
O'er  dancing  waves : — ^"Oh,  linger  yet  I"  she  cried, 

"  Oh,  linger,  linger  on  the  oar ! 
Oh,  pause  upon  the  deep  1 

That  I  may  gaze  yet  once,  once  more, 
Wliere  floote  the  golden  day  o'er  £ano  and  steep ! 
Nevaraofarig^tly  smiledmine  own  sweet  shore — 
Oh!  linger,  linger  on  the  parting  oar  I 

"  I  see  the  laurels  fling  back  showers 
Of  soft  light  still  on  many  a  shrine; 

I  see  the  path  to  haunts  of  flowera 
Through  the  dim  olives  kad  ita  gleamix^  line; 
I  hear  a  sound  of  flutes — a  swdl  of  song — 
Mine  is  too  low  to  reach  that  joyous  throng ! 

"Ohl  linger,  linger  on  the  oar 
Beneath  my  native  sky  1 

Let  my  life  part  from  that  bright  shore 
With  day's  last  crimson — gazing  let  me  die ! 
Thou  bark,  g^de  slowly  1— slowly  should  be  borne 
The  voyager  that  never  shall  return. 

"  A  fatal  gift  hath  been  thy  dower, 
Lord  of  the  Lyre !  to  me ; 

With  song  and  wreath  from  bower  to  bower. 
Sisters  went  bounding  like  young  Oreads  free ; 
While  I,  through  long,  loae,  voiceless  hoars  apart. 
Have  loin  and  listen'd  to  my  beating  heart. 


u 


Now,  wasted  b]rtfaa  inborn  fire, 
I  sink  to  early  zest; 
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The  ray  that  lit  the  incenfie-pyre 
Leaves  unto  death  its  temple  in  my  breast 
— 0  sunshine,  skies,  rich  flowersl  too  soon  I  go, 
AVhile  round  me  thus  triumphantly  ye  glow  1 

"Bright  isle!  might  but  thine  echoes  keep 
A  tone  of  my  feurewell. 

One  tender  accent,  low  and  deep,       [dwell ! 
Shrined  midst  thy  founts  and  haunted  rocks  to 
Might  my  last  breath  send  mxisic  to  thy  shore ! 
— Oh,  linger,  seamen !  linger  on  the  oar  1 


ANCIENT  GREEK  CHANT  OF  VICTORY. 

**  nn  high  Um  bowl  with  SuBlMiiviiM  ■ 
Oor  virshu  danet  beoMth  the  ahadt."  Braoir. 

Jo !  they  come,  they  come ! 

Garlands  for  every  shrine ! 
Strike  lyres  to  greet  them  home ; 

Bring  roses,  pour  ye  wine ! 

Swdl,  swell  the  Dorian  flute 
Through  the  blue  triimiiphant  sky ! 

Let  the  cittern's  tone  salute 
The  sons  of  victory. 

With  the  offering  of  bright  blood 
They  have  ransom*d  hearth  and  tomb. 

Vineyard,  and  field,  and  flood ; — 
lo !  they  come,  they  come ! 

Sing  it  where  olives  wave. 

And  by  the  glittering  sea. 
And  o'er  each  hero's  grave — 

Sing,  sing,  the  land  is  free ! 

Mark  ye  the  flashing  oars. 

And  the  spears  that  light  the  deep  ? 
Ho'w  the  festal  sunshine  pours 

Where  the  lords  of  battle  sweep ! 

Each  hath  brought  back  his  shield ; — 
Moid,  greet  thy  lover  home ! 

Mother,  from  that  proud  field, 
lo !  thy  son  is  come! 

Who  murmur'd  of  the  dead  ? 

Hush,  boding  voice  I     We  know 
That  many  a  shining  head 

Lice  in  its  glory  low. 

Breathe  not  those  names  to-day ! 
They  shall  have  their  praise  ere  long, 


And  a  power  all  hearts  to  sway. 
In  everl>ui^iing  song. 

But  now  shed  flowers,  pour  vrine. 
To  hail  the  conquerors  home ! 

Bring  wreaths  for  every  shrine — 
lo  I  they  come,  they  come ! 


NAPLES. 


A  80K0  OF  THE  STBEN. 


"  Than  gmtl*  wtads 
With  aaaoy  a  mtnstod  ctoM 

Of  wild  .Ooltan  MNttd  aa 

What*  Um  elaar  Balaa  ooaaa 
Wcltan  with  alr-Blw  moUoa 

Within,  abort,  noimd  Ifei 


Still  is  the  Syren  warbling  on  thy  shore. 
Bright  city  of  the  waves !    Her  magic  song 
Still,  with  a  dreamy  sense  of  ecstasy, 
flUs  thy  soft  summer  air : — and  while  my  glancs 
Dwells  on  thy  pictured  loveliness,  that  lay 
Floats  thus  o'er  fianoy's  ear;  and  thus  to  thee. 
Daughter  of  sunshine !  doth  the  Syren  smg. 

"  Thine  is  the  glad  wave's  flashing  play. 
Thine  is  the  laugh  of  the  golden  day — 
The  golden  day,  and  the  glorious  night. 
And  the  vine  with  its  clusters  all  bathed  in  light 
— Foiiget,  foi^t,  that  thou  art  not  free ! 
Queen  of  the  Summer  sea. 

"Favour*d  and  crown'd  of  the  earth  and  sky! 
Thine  are  all  voices  of  melody. 
Wandering  in  moonlight  through  feme  and  towei 
Floating  o'er  fountain  and  myrtle  bower ; 
Hark !  how  they  melt  o'er  thy  glittering 
Forget  that  thou  art  not  free ! 

"  Let  the  wine  flow  in  thy  marble  halls ! 
Let  the  lute  answer  thy  fountain-fidls ! 
And  deck  thy  feasts  with  the  myrtle  bough. 
And  cover  with  roses  thy  glowing  brow ! 
Queen  of  the  day  and  the  summer  sea. 

Forget  that  thou  art  not  free !" 


So  doth  the  Syren  sing,  while  sparkling 
Dance  to  her  chant.    But  sternly,  mournfully, 
0  city  of  the  deep  I  from  Sybil  grots 
And  Roman  tombs,  the  echoes  of  thy  shore 
Take  up  the  cadence  of  her  strain  alone. 

Murmuring — Tkou  art  not  freer 
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THE  FALL  OF  DA8SAS, 
[TbaCbanUirD'Ajiu.alM  Ik*  Fnnch  Dedni 


RDj,  who  thmteDed  him  «iih  iniUml  d«uh  If  ha  mide  Ihs 
It  iltiiof  tbdrTkinil;.  WUii  ihtlrhijviicUmDiiibniuI. 

I  ignllii(BiiBiii!-feg,  plwcsd  vUh morUl blon.] 
Alohe  through  glootny  forcatrthadcs 
A  Boldier  went  by  night  ; 

No  moonbwim  piorocd  the  dusky  elades, 
"So  star  Bbed  guiding;  light. 

Yet  on  htB  vigil's  raidEight  round 

The  youth  all  cbecrly  puas'd ; 
Uncheck'd  by  Might  of  boding  aound 

That  mutter'd  in  tlie  bkist 

Where  wchi  hia  thoiighta  that  lonely  hour? 

— In  his  fcr  home,  perchance ; 
Hi>  father's  ball,  hia  laother'a  bovrer, 

Uidet  the  gay  riuca  of  France : 

Waodering  from  bolllca  lost  and  won, 

To  hear  and  bless  ngnin 
The  rolling  of  tbe  vide  Qaronue, 

Or  murmur  of  the  Seine. 

Hush  !  hark  ! — did  etoaling  stops  go  byl 

Como  not  fuint  whispers  DeULr! 
No  !  the  wild  ^ind  hath  many  a  sigh, 

Amidst  tho  foliage  sure. 

Hark,  yet  again  f— and  from  his  hand, 
What  grasp  hath  Tcrcnch'd  tho  blade? 

— Oh,  single  midst  a  lioetile  band, 
Young  soldier  I  thou'rt  betray'd  ', 

"Silence  I"  in  undei^lonoe  they  ory — 

"  No  nbisper — not  a  breath  I 
The  Bound  that  warns  tby  comrades  nigh 

Shall  sentence  thee  to  death." 

Still,  at  the  bayonet'e  point  ho  stood. 

And  strong  to  meet  the  blow ; 
And  shouted,  midst  his  rushing  blood, 

"Arm,  arm,  Auveigne  I  tbo  foel" 


The 


the  tnmp,  the  bugle-coll — 
Ho  heard  their  tumults  grow ; 
id  lent  hii  dying  roice  through  all — 
"AitiKrgKt,  Avver^ne!  Iht/oel" 


THE  BURUL   OF  WILLIAM  THE 
CONQUEROB, 

At  CAES  W  NOnMAKDT — 1087. 


A  Hit  CoDqunw  lad  bunltd.    TlM  mi 

Id  pTDDOUnHd  1^'^  l^iLlltKPTlC  0 


^ilUlngi  tat  tbe  gmte,  t-ai 
and  tba  bodf  of  tht  king 


LowLT  upon  his  bier 
The  ftiyal  conqueror  lay ; 

Baron  and  chief  stood  near, 
Silent  in  WBrorrat. 

Down  the  long  iiiinfit«r's  aisle 
Crovds  mutely  gadng  Btream'd ; 

Altar  and  tomb  the  while 
Tlirough  mist*  of  incense  gleam'd. 

.^od,  by  tho  torph™'  blase. 
The  stately  pricit  had  said 

High  worda  of  powor  and  pmtso 
To  tbe  glory  of  Uie  dead. 

They  lower'd  him,  trith  the  sound 
repoM; 
mngs  around 


"  Forbear !  forbear  !"  it  cried  ; 

"  lu  tho  holiest  numo,  forbear ! 
Ho  hath  conqoor'd  ro^ons  wide. 

But  he  shall  not  »lumbar  thtrel 

"By  tho  Tiolated  hearth 

Which  made  way  fbr  yon  proud  dkrine ; 
By  the  barreata  which  this  earth 

Hath  borne  for  ms  and  mine  ; 

"  By  the  house  e'en  here  o'orthrown. 
On  my  brethren's  natiTe  spot ; 

Hence !  with  his  daik  renown. 
Cumber  our  birthplace  not  I 
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"  Will  my  sire's  unransom'd^eld. 

Not  midst  the  festal  throng. 

0  er  which  your  censers  waveiy 

In  halls  of  mirth  and  song ; 

To  the  buried  spoiler  yield 

But  whm  thy  thou^ts  are  deepest^ 

Soft  slumbers  in  the  grave ! 

When  holy  tears  thou  weepeat^ 

Know  then  tkoA  love  ia  nig^! 

"The  tree  before  him  fell 

Wliicii  we  cheriahU  many  a  year; 

When  the  night's  whisper  o'er  thy  harj^ctrxng 

But  its  deep  root  yet  shall  swell. 

creeping, 

And  heave  against  his  bier. 

Or  the  aearmusic  on  the  aoonding  ahora, 

^^^k                         ■                                                                                          .^    ^_^      »      M                 -      ^a^^^^   ^^          ^L.  ^L.    ^^K  ^^  ^^^  .^^^^^^              ^Lk^^k    .^^             ^^^^b.  ^^K-^^b-^^^^B           ^^^^M^^^.^^K   ^^k^^^^h^^^  ^^^ 

Or  breezy  anthems  through  toe  loreet  sweepmg 

"  The  land  liiat  I  have  till'd 

Shall  move  thy  trembling  spirit  to  adore ; 

Hath  yet  its  brooding  In-eaBt 

When  every  thought  and  prayer 

With  my  home's  white  ashes  filTd, 

We  loved  to  breathe  and  ahare. 

And  it  shall  not  give  him  rest  I 

On  thy  full  heart  returning. 

Shall  wake  its  voiceless  yearning ; 

"  Eadi  pillar^s  maai^  bed 

Then  feel  me  near  onoe  mare ! 

Hath  been  wet  by  weejmig  eyes — 

Away !  bestow  your  dead 

Near  thee,  atill  near  thae! — tmafc  thy  aoul'a  dee 

Where  no  wrong  against  him  cries.** 

dreaming! 

Oh !  love  is  not  an  earthly  rose  to  die ! 

Shame  glow'd  on  each  dark  £Ekoe 

Even  when  I  soar  where  fiery  staxB  are  beammg 

Of  those  proud  and  steel-girt  men. 

And  they  bought  with  gold  a  place 

The  fields  of  air  are  free. 

For  their  leader's  dust  e'en  then. 

Tet  lonely,  wanting  thee ; 

But  when  thy  chains  are  fiilling. 

A  little  earth  for  him 

When  heaven  its  own  is  calling 

Whose  banner  flew  so  fax  1 

Enow  then,  thy  guide  ia  ni^ ! 

And  a  peasant's  tale  could  dim 

The  name,  a  nation's  star  ! 

Om  deep  voice  thus  arose 

OH  I  DROOP  THOU  NOT. 

From  a  heart  which  wrongs  had  nven  : 

Oh  !  who  shall  number  those 

••  They  dn  who  tdl  u  low  em  <&•! 

That  were  but  heard  in  heaven] 

With  life  *U  o4hg  finni  fly— 

All  others  are  bat  Taatty. 

In  hearen  •mbiUon  ouuioi  dwell. 

Xor  avarice  in  the  TaaMeorheU.- 

Earthljr  theee  iwiime,  m  of  earth— 

They  perish  where  they  drvw  their  birth. 

But  love  U  iadeemctible! 

Ito  holy  flaaae  tv  ew  bomeflb— 

From  hcaren  it  oame,  to  heaven  retamctk."    Some 

SONGS  OF  A  GUARDIAN  SPIRIT. 

Oh  !  droop  thou  not,  my  gentle  earthly  love ! 

Mine  still  to  be  1 

NKAR  TTTRT!,  STTTX  "WF.AR  TTTRP.  H 

I  bore  through  death,  to  brighter  lands  above. 

My  thoughts  of  thee. 

Keab  thee,  still  near  thee! — o'er  thy  pathway 

Yes !  the  deep  monoiy  of  our  holy  tears. 

gliding 

Our  mingled  prayer. 

Unseen  I  pass  thee  with  the  wind's  low  sigh ; 

Our  sufiering  love,  through  kmg  devoted  year^ 

Life's  veil  enfolds  thee  still,  our  eyes  dividing. 

Went  with  me  there. 

Yet  viewless  love  floats  roimd  thee  silently  1 

It  was  not  vain,  the  haDow'd  and  tiie  tried — 

I  This  piece  has  been  set  to  music  of  most  impressiTe  beoutr 

It  was  not  vain ! 

by  John  Lodge,  Ekj.,  for  whose  compositions  serenl  of  the 

author's  songs  were  written. 

I  wateh  agam  I 
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From  oar  own  paths^  our  love  a  aUastiiig  bowers, 

I  am  Dot  gone; 
In  the  deep  calm  of  midnighfa  whispering  hours, 

Thou  art  not  iDne : 

Not  lone^  whenby  the  hauntedatream  thoa  weepest 

' — ^That  stream  whoae  tone 
Murmurs  of  thoughts,  the  richest  and  the  deepest. 

We  two  hove  known : 

Not  lone,  when  mournfully  some  strain  awaking 

Of  days  long  past, 
From  thy  soft  eyes  the  sudden  tears  are  breaking, 

Silent  and  fast : 

Nol  lone,  when  upwarda  in  fond  TiaionB  turning 

Thy  dreamy  glance. 
Thou  seek'st  my  home,  where  solemn  stars  are 

O'er  nighf  a  expanse.  [burmng 

My  home  is  near  thee,  loved  one!  and  around  tiliee, 

Where'er  thou  art ; 
Though  still  mortality'a  thick  doud  bath  bound 

Doubt  not  thy  heart  1  [thee, 

Hear  its  low  voioe^  nor  deem  thyadf  fonsaken : 

Let  fbzth  be  giren 
To  the  still  tones  which  oft  our  being  waken — 

They  are  of  heaven. 


SONGS  OF  SPAIN. 


[Written  for  a  let  of  airs,  entitled  Peniiwidar  MdodUs, 
■elected  by  Cotonel  Hodget,  end  pabUahed  by  Meeva  Goold- 
ing  end  D'Almelne,  who  have  permitted  the  rean^earmnoe  of 
the  worda  In  this  volame.] 


ANCIENT  BATTLE^ONG. 

Fldto  forth  the  prood  banner  of  Leon  again! 
Let  the  high  word  CcuHkJ  go  rfHcmnding  through 

Spain! 
And  thou,  free  Asturias !  encamp'd  on  the  height. 
Pour  down  thy  dark  sons  to  the  vintage  of  fight ! 
Wake,  wake!  the  old  soilwheretfay  children  repose 
Sounda  hollow  and  deep  to  the  trampling  of  foes! 

The  voices  are  mighty  that  swell  fh>m  the  past, 
With  Axmgon's  cxy  on  tha  ahsill  mountain-blast ; 


The  ancient  sierras  give  strength  to  our  tread, 
Their  pines  murmur  song  where  bright  blood  hath 

been  shed. 
— Fling  forth  the  proud  banner  of  Leon  again. 
And  shout  ye  "  Castile !  to  the  rescue  for  Spain ! " 


THE  ZEGRI  MAID. 

[The  Zegris  were  one  of  the  moei  iUnetrioiie  Moorish  tribes. 
Their  exploito  and  feuds  with  their  oelebtatod  rivals,  the  Aben- 
oerrages,  form  the  solitJect  of  many  andeniSpanish  romances.] 

The  summer  leaves  were  sighing 

Around  the  Zegri  maid. 
To  her  low,  sad  song  replying 

Aa  it  flll'd  the  olive  shade. 
"  Alas  !  for  her  that  loveth 

Her  land's,  her  kindred's  foe  ! 
Where  a  Christian  Spaniard  roveth. 

Should  a  Zegri*s  spirit  go  ? 

"  From  thy  glance,  my  gentle  mother  ! 

I  sink,  with  shame  oppressed. 
And  the  dark  eye  of  my  brother 

la  an  arrow  to  my  breasi** — 
Where  summer  leaves  were  sighing 

Thus  sang  the  Zegri  maid. 
While  the  crimson  diy  waa  dying 

In  the  whu^ery  olive  shade. 

**  And  for  all  this  hearths  wealth  wasted. 

This  woe  in  aecret  borne. 
This  flower  of  young  life  blasted. 

Should  I  win  back  aught  but  soom  ? 
By  aught  but  daily  dying 

Would  my  lone  truth  be  repaid  V — 
Where  tiie  olive  leaves  were  aighing, 

Thus  sang  the  Zegri  maid. 


THE  RIO  VERDE  SONG. 

[The  Rfc)  Verde,  a  small  river  of  Spain,  is  celebrated  in  the 
old  baUad  romMMMBof  that  coontry  for  tlie  frequent  combats 
on  its  banks  between  Moor  and  Christian.  The  ballad  re- 
fetring  to  this  stream  in  Perq^t  BeUquet  will  be  remembered 
by  many  readers. 

*■  OMibilnr.fHlltftfwl 

Lei  thyitrMBMeNateta'dirtChgon."] 


Flow,  Rio  Verde  1 

In  melody  flow ; 
Win  her  that  weepeth 

To  ahunber  from  woe; 


J 
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Bid  thy  waTe*8  music 

Boll  through  her  dreama — 
Grief  ever  loveth 

The  kind  voice  of  streams. 

Bear  her  lone  spirit 

Afar  on  the  sound 
Back  to  her  childhood. 

Her  life's  fidiy  ground ; 
Pass  like  the  whisper 

Of  love  that  is  gone — 
Flow,  Rio  Verde  I 

Softly  flow  on  ! 

Dark  glassy  water 

So  crimson'd  of  yore  ! 
Love,  death,  and  sorrow 

Enow  thy  green  shore. 
Thou  shouldst  have  echoes 

For  griefs  deepest  tone — 
Flow,  Rio  Verde ! 

Softly  flow  on ! 


SEEK  BY  THE  SILVERY  DARRO. 

Seek  by  the  silvery  Darro, 

Where  jasmine  flowers  have  blown  : 
There  hath  she  left  no  footsteps  ? 

— Weep,  weep  !  the  maid  is  gone  ! 

Seek  where  Our  Lady's  image 
Smiles  o'er  the  pine-hung  steep : 

Hear  ye  not  there  her  vespers  t 
— Weep  for  the  parted,  weep  I 

Seek  in  the  porch  where  vine-leaves 
O'ershade  her  father's  head  : 

Are  Au  gray  hairs  left  lonely  \ 
— Weep  !  her  bright  soul  is  fled. 


SPANISH  EVENING  HYMN. 

Aye  !  now  let  prayer  and  music 
Meet  in  love  on  earth  and  sea  ! 

Now,  sweet  Mother  I  may  the  weary 
Turn  from  this  cold  world  to  thee  ! 

From  the  wide  and  restless  waters 
Hear  the  sailor's  hymn  arise  \ 


From  his  watch-fire  midst  the  mountainsy 
I^  I  to  thee  the  shepherd  cries  ! 

Yet»  when  thus  full  hearts  find  voices. 
If  o'erburden'd  souls  there  be. 

Dark  and  silent  in  their  anguish. 
Aid  those  captives  !  set  them  firee  ! 

Touch  them,  every  fount  unsealing 
Where  the  fh>zen  tears  lie  deep ; 

Thou,  the  Mother  of  all  sorrows, 
Aid  !  oh,  aid  to  pray  and  weep  ! 


BffiD  THAT  ART  SINGING  ON  EBRO'S 

SIDE! 

Bnuo  that  art  singing  on  Ebro's  side  ! 
Where  myrtle  shadows  make  dim  the  tide, 
Doth  sorrow  dwell  midst  the  leaves  with  thee  \ 
Doth  song  avail  thy  fiill  heart  to  fineel 
— ^Bizd  of  the  midnight's  puiple  sky  ! 
Teach  me  the  spell  of  thy  melody. 

Bird  1  is  it  blighted  afifootion's  pain 
Whence  the  sad  sweetnessflows  through  thystnr 
And  is  the  wound  of  that  arrow  still'd 
When  thy  lone  music  the  leaves  hath  fill'd  t 
— ^Bird  of  the  midnight's  purple  sky  ! 
Teach  me  the  spell  of  thy  melody. 


MOORISH  GATHERINOSONG. 

ZOBZICO.^ 

Chains  on  the  cities  I  gloom  in  the  air  ! 
Come  to  the  hills  !  fresh  breezes  are  there. 
SUence  and  fear  in  the  rich  orange  bowers  ! 
Come  to  the  rocks  where  freedom  hath  towers. 

Come  from  the  Darro  ! — changed  is  its  tone  ; 
Come  where  the  streams  no  bondage  have  know: 
Wildly  and  proudly  foaming  they  leap, 
Sioging  of  frt^edom  from  steep  to  steep. 

Come  from  Alhambra  1 — garden  and  grove 
Now  may  not  shelter  beauty  or  love. 
Blood  on  the  waters  I  death  midst  the  flowvra 
— Only  the  spear  and  the  rock  are  oura. 

^  The  Zonlco  is  an  extrand j  wiM  and  dngntefj  aatiqi 

SCoocUi  melody. 
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THE  SONG  OF  MINA'S  SOLDIERS. 

Wb  heard  thy  oame,  0  Mina  1 
Far  through  o\ir  bills  it  rang ; 

A  sound  more  strong  than  tempests. 
More  keen  than  armoui^s  dang. 

The  peasant  left  his  vintage, 

The  shepherd  grasp'd  the  spear — 
We  heard  thy  name,  0  Mina  ! 
— The  moimtain-bands  are  hero. 

As  eagles  to  the  dayspring, 

As  torrents  to  the  sea. 
From  every  dark  sierra 

So  rush'd  our  hearts  to  thee. 

Tliy  spirit  is  our  banner, 

Thine  eye  our  beacon-sign. 
Thy  name  our  trumpet,  Mina  ! 

—The  mountain-bands  are  thine. 


MOTHER  I  OH,  SING  ME  TO  REST. 

A  CAKCION. 

MoTHEB  !  oh,  sing  me  to  rest 
As  in  my  bright  days  departed : 
Sing  to  thy  child,  the  sick-hearted. 

Songs  for  a  spirit  opprees'd. 

Lay  this  tired  head  on  thy  breast ! 
Flowers  from  the  night<lew  are  dosing, 
Pilgrims  and  mourners  reposing : 

Mother !  oh,  sing  me  to  rest ! 

Take  back  thy  bird  to  its  nest ! 

Weary  is  young  life  when  blighted. 

Heavy  this  love  unrequited ; 
— Mother,  oh  !  sing  me  to  rest ! 


THERE  ARE  SOUNDS  IN  THE  DARK 
RONCESVALLES. 

Thebe  are  sounds  in  the  dark  Roncesvalles, 
There  are  echoes  on  Biscay's  wild  shore ; 

rhere  are  murmurs — but  not  of  the  torrenty 
Nor  the  wind,  nor  the  pine-forest's  roar. 


'Tis  a  day  of  the  spear  and  the  banner. 

Of  armings  and  hurried  fiurewelU ; 
Rise,  rise  on  your  mountains,  ye  Spaniards  1 

Or  start  from  your  old  battle-dells. 

There  are  streams  of  unconquer'd  Asturias 
That  have  roll'd  with  your  father's  free  blood : 

Oh  !  leave  on  the  graves  of  the  mighty 
Proud  marks  where  their  children  have  stood ! 


SONGS  FOR  SUMMER  HOURS. 

AND  I  TOO  IN  ARCADU. 

[A  odftbrated  pietart  of  PouHin  lepmento  a  band  of  ibep- 
hcrd-youths  and  matdwn  aoddenly  cbeeked  in  their  wander- 
ings, and  affected  with  Tarioni  emotiona,  by  the  sight  of  a 
tomb  whidi  bean  tbii  iDseription— '*  BL  in  Arcadia  tgo,*^ 

Tbbt  have  wandered  in'their  glee 

With  the  butterfly  and  bee ; 

They  have  climb'd  o'er  heatheiy  swells. 

They  have  wound  through  forest  dells ; 

Mountain-moss  hath  fdt  their  tread. 

Woodland  streams  their  way  have  led ; 

Flowers,  in  deepest  shadowy  nooks. 

Nurslings  of  the  loneliest  brooks. 

Unto  them  have  yielded  up 

Fragrant  bell  and  starry  cup  : 

ChapletB  are  on  every  brow — 

What  hath  staid  the  wanderers  now  ? 

Lo  I  a  gray  and  rustic  tomb, 

Bower'd  amidst  the  rich  wood-gloom; 

Whence  these  words  their  stricken  spirits  melt, 

— "  I  too.  Shepherds  !  in  Arcadia  dwelt" 

There  is  many  a  summer  sound 

That  pale  sepulchre  aroimd ; 

Through  the  shade  young  birds  are  glancing. 

Insect-wings  in  sun-streaks  dandng ; 

Glimpses  of  blue  festal  skies 

Pouring  in  when  soft  winds  rise ; 

Violets  o*er  the  turf  bdow 

Shedding  out  their  warmest  glow  ; 

Tet  a  spirit  not  its  own 

O'er  the  greenwood  now  is  thrown  ! 

Something  of  an  under-note 

Through  its  music  seems  to  float. 

Something  of  a  stillness  gray 

Creeps  across  the  laughing  day : 

Something  dimly  trom  those  old  words  felt^ 

— "  I  too.  Shepherds !  in  Arcadia  dwdt" 
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Was  some  senile  kindred  Biaid 

In  that  grave  with  dirges  laid  % 

Y£  AKE  NOT  MI8SD,  FAIB  fLOWEBS 

Some  £ur  Greatnre^  with  the  tone 

Of  whose  Toioe  a  joy  is  gone. 

Ye  are  not  miffl^d,  fiur  flowers^  that  late  we 

Leaving  melody  and  mirth 

spreading 

Poorer  on  this  alter*d  earth! 

The  BDinmer'lB  glow  liy  fomit  and  bneay  grot 

Is  it  thust  that  eo  they  standi 

There  nuls  the  dew,  its  fiuiy  UiTOuni  Btieddmg  - 

Droppu^  flowera  from  every  haxkd — 

Theleavesdanceon,  the  youngbnds  miss  yonnc 

Flowers,  and  lyrea^  and  gaihec'd  store 

Of  red  wild-frmt  prized  no  more  t 

Btill  plays  the  sparide  o'er  the  zippling  water. 

— No !  from  that  bright  band  of  mom 

0  Uly  1  whence  thy  cop  of  peari  is  gofne ; 

Not  one  link  hath  yet  been  torn : 

The  bright  wave  mourns  not  for  its  lovelie 

'Tis  the  shadow  of  the  tomb 

daughter. 

FUling  o'er  the  summerbloom-* 

There  is  no  sorrow  in  the  wind's  low  tone. 

O'er  the  flush  of  love  and  life 

Passing  with  a  sudden  stxife ; 

And  thou,  meek  hyadnth !  afiff  k  roring 

'Tis  the  low  prophetic  breath 

The  bee  that  oft  thy  trembling  beDs  bath  kiss 

Murmuring  from  that  house  of  death, 

Cradled  ye  were,  lair  flowers!  'midst  all  thin 

Whose  fiiiat  whisper  thus  their  hearts  can  melt^ 

loving. 

—"I  too,  Shepherdsl  in  Arcadia  dwelt" 

A  joy  to  all— yet,  yet»  ye  are  not  nuas^d ! 

Ye,  that  were  bom  to  lend  the  sunbeam  gladne 

And  the  winds  fragrance,  wandering  where  th 
list, 
Oh !  it  were  breathing  words  too  deep  in  sadne 

To  say  earth's  A««iaafloweiBnotmore  aremisB 

THE  WAimERING  WIND. 

w                                    ^ 

Thr  Wind,  the  wandering  Wind 

Of  the  golden  summer  eves — 

THE  WnJiOW  SONG. 

^Vhcnce  is  the  thrilling  magic 

Of  its  tones  among  the  leaves  1 

Wn.LOW  1  in  thy  breezy  moan. 

Oh  I  is  it  from  the  waters, 

I  can  hear  a  deeper  tone ; 

Or  from  the  long  tall  grassl 

Through  thy  leaves  come  whispering  low. 

Or  is  it  from  the  hollow  rocks 

Faint,  sweet  sounds  of  long  ago. 

Through  which  its  breathings  pass? 

Willow,  sighing  willow  1 

Or  is  it  from  the  voices 

Many  a  moiunful  tale  of  old 

Of  all  in  one  combined. 

Heart-sick  love  to  thee  hath  told. 

That  it  wins  the  tone  of  mastery  ] 

Gathering  from  thy  golden  bong^ 

Thft  Win<lj  thfl  wantlAringr  Win/1  • 

Leaves  to  oool  his  bozning  brow. 

No,  no  1  the  strauge,  sweet  accents 

Willow!  sighing  willow  1 

That  with  it  come  and  go. 

They  are  not  from  the  osiers, 

Many  a  swan-like  song  to  thee 

Nor  the  fir-trees  whiq>ering  low; 

Hath  been  sung,  thou  gentle  tree  * 

Many  a  lute  its  last  lament 

They  are  not  of  the  watered 

Down  thy  moonlight  stream  hath  sent 

Nor  of  the  cavem'd  hill : 

Willow!  sighing  wiUow  1 

Tis  the  himian  love  within  us 

That  gives  them  power  to  thrilL 

Therefore,  wave  and  murmur  on  ! 

They  touch  the  links  oi  memoxy 

Sigh  for  sweet  affections  gon^ 

Around  our  spirits  twined. 

And  for  tuneful  voioea  fled. 

And  we  start,  and  weep,  and  tremble^ 

And  for  love,  whose  heart  haUi  falect 

To  the  Wind,  the  wandering  Wind! 

Ever,  billow !  willow ! , 
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LEAVE  ME  NOT  YET. 

Leave  me  not  jet  I  through  rosy  skies  from  £Etr, 
But  now  the  song-birds  to  their  nests  return ; 

The  quivering  image  of  the  first  pale  star 
On  the  dim  lake  scarce  yet  begins  to  bum : 
Leave  mo  not  yet ! 

Not  yet!  oh,  hark !  low  tones  from  hidden  streams, 
Piercing  the  shivery  leaves,  even  now  arise ; 

Their  voices  mingle  not  with  daylight  dreams, 
They  are  of  vesper's  hymns  and  harmonies  : 
Leave  mo  not  yet ! 

Hy  tl  oughtsare  like  thosegentlesoundSydear  love! 

By  day  shut  up  in  their  own  still  recess ; 
They  wait  for  dews  on  earth,  for  stars  above. 

Then  to  breathe  out  their  Boul  of  tenderness  : 
Leave  me  not  yet ! 


THE  OBAKaE  BOUQH. 

Oh  !  bring  me  one  sweet  orange-bough. 
To  fern  my  che^  to  cool  my  brow ; 
One  bough,  wiih  pearty  blonoms  drest, 
And  bind  it,  mother  1  on  my  breast ! 

Go,  seek  the  grove  along  the  shore, 
Whose  odours  I  must  breathe  no  more ; 
The  grove  where  every  soented  tree 
Thrills  to  the  deep  voice  of  the  sea. 

Oh  !  Love's  fond  sighs,  and  fervent  prayer. 
And  wild  farewell,  are  lingering  there : 
Each  leafs  light  whiq>er  hath  a  tone 
My  fifiint  heart,  even  in  death,  would  own. 

Then  bear  me  thence  one  bough,  to  shed 
Life's  parting  sweetness  round  my  head  ; 
And  bind  it,  mother !  on  my  breast 
When  I  am  laid  in  lonely  rest 


THE  STREAM  SET  FREE. 

Flow  on,  rcjoioc,  make  music, 
Bright  living  stream  set  fireo  I 

t  «'  The  SmmMr's  OUL"— Thk  flumHy  fbr  FMlWng  1mi«ei 
of  the  dtotent  and  Um  bwntiftil,  amMH  oatwMd  ciitiim- 
sUoott  of  appuvnilj  tlit  moifc  advKW  inflMiiee,  li  thai 


The  troubled  haunts  of  care  and  strife 
Were  not  for  thee  ! 

The  woodland  is  thy  country. 

Thou  art  all  its  own  again ; 
The  wild  birds  are  thy  kindred  raoet, 

That  fear  no  chain. 

Flow  on,  rcjdoe,  make  nnisio 

Unto  the  glistening  leaves  I 
Thou,  the  beloved  of  balmy  winds 

And  golden  eaves  1 

Once  more  the  holy  starlight 

Sleeps  calm  upon  thy  breast. 
Whose  brightnesB  bears  no  token  mora 

Of  man's  imrest 

Flow,  and  let  fireebom  music 

Flow  with  thy  wavy  line, 
While  the  stock-dove's  lingering,  loving  voic(» 

Comes  blent  with  thine. 

And  the  green  reeds  quivering  o'er  thee. 

Strings  of  the  forest-lyre^ 
All  fill'd  with  answering  spirit-sounds, 

Li  joy  respire. 

Yet,  midst  thy  song's  glad  changes. 

Oh  !  keep  one  pitying  tone 
For  gentle  hearts,  that  bear  to  thee 

Their  sadness  lone. 

One  sound,  of  all  the  deepest, 

To  bring,  like  healing  dew, 
A  sense  that  nature  ne'er  forsakes 

The  meek  and  tme. 

Then,  then,  rejoioe^  make  music. 
Thou  streoam,  tium  glad  and  fiee  1 

The  shadows  of  all  glorious  flowers 
Be  set  in  thee ! 


THE  SUMMER'S  GALL.^ 

Ck>iaawaj!   l^esmmy  hours 
Woo  thee  far  to  founts  and  bowers  ! 


gTBfldlolty  ninilfated  bj 
PMl^of  Ui 


InrlBgin  tlw  "Rejral 
mliidt  flomdo  and  grow 
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0*er  the  very  waters  now. 
In  their  play. 

Flowers  are  shedding  beauty's  glow- 
Come  away  1 

Where  the  lily's  tender  c^eam 

Quivers  on  the  glancing  stream. 
Come  away  1 

All  the  air  is  fill'd  with  sound, 
Soft>  and  sultiy,  and  profound ; 
Murmurs  through  the  shadowy  grass 

Lightly  stray; 
Faint  winds  whisper  as  they  pass — 

Come  away  1 
Where  the  bee's  deep  musio  swells 
From  the  trembling  foxg^ye  bella^ 

Come  away  J 

In  the  skies  the  sapphire  blue 
Now  hath  won  its  richest  hue ; 
In  the  woods  the  breath  of  song 

Night  and  day 
Floats  with  leafy  scents  along — 

Come  away ! 
Where  the  boughs  with  dewy  gloom 
Darken  each  thick  bed  of  bloom. 

Come  away  ! 

In  the  deep  heart  of  the  rose 
Now  the  crimson  loTe-hue  glows ; 
Now  the  glow-worm's  lamp  by  night 

Shods  a  ray. 
Dreamy,  starry,  greenly  bright — 

Come  away  I 
Wlicro  the  fairy  cup-moss  lies. 
With  the  wild-wood  strawberries, 

Como  away ! 

Now  each  tree  by  summer  crown'd. 
Sheds  its  own  rich  twilight  round ; 


and  irritable ;  bat  it  is  the  nature  of  the  poet  to  become 
tender  and  imaginative  in  the  londinea  of  confinement  He 
banqoeta  upon  the  honey  of  his  own  thoughts,  and,  like  the 
captive  bird,  pours  fortli  his  soul  in  melody. 


'  Havt  foa  noi  iMn  the  nighUncale, 
A  pilgrim  oo«p«d  into  a  cag*, 
How  doCh  tht  ehaat  kar  wonted  UI0 
In  that  her  lonely  hennltag*  ? 
Even  there  her  ehannlng  melodj  doth  proT*, 
Thai  all  her  booghi  are  trees,  her  cage  a  grove.* " 

Roosm  LTeraAMHt. 

Indeed,  it  is  the  divine  attribute  of  the  imagination,  that  it 
is  irrepre«able,  unoonfinable ;  and  that,  when  the  real  world 
is  shut  out,  it  can  create  a  world  for  itself,  and  with  a  necro- 
mantic power  can  conjure  op  ijbrkms  shapes  aad  Ibnne,  and 


Glancing  there  from  sun  to  shade. 
Bright  wings  play ; 

There  the  deer  its  couch  hath  made— 
Come  away ! 

Where  the  smooth  leayes  of  the  lime 

Glisten  in  their  honey-time. 

Come  away— away  1  ^ 


OH!  SKYLARK,  FOR  THY  WTNO. 

Oh  !  Skylark,  for  thy  wing ! 

Thou  bird  of  joy  and  lights 
That  I  might  soar  and  sing 

At  heaven's  empyreal  height ! 
With  the  heathery  hills  beneath  mo^ 

Whence  the  streams  in  glozy  SFpring, 
And  the  pearly  clouds  to  wreathe  mc, 

0  Skylark !  on  thy  wing ! 

Free,  free,  from  ^^rth-bom  fear, 

1  would  range  the  blessed  skies. 
Through  the  blue  diyinely  dear. 

Where  the  low  mists  cannot  rise ! 
And  a  thousand  joyous  measures 

From  my  chainlcss  heart  should  spring, 
Like  the  bright  rain's  venial  treasures. 

As  I  wandcr'd  on  thy  wing. 

But  oh !  the  silver  cords 

That  around  the  heart  aro  spun, 
Fh>m  gentle  tones  and  words, 

And  kind  eyes  that  make  our  sud  ! 
To  some  low,  sweet  nest  returning. 

How  soon  my  love  would  bring 
There,  there  the  dews  of  morning; 

0  Skylark !  on  thy  wing ! 


irradiate  the  gloom  of  the  dungeon.  Sodi  wma  the  world 
pomp  and  pageant  that  lived  |roond  Tasao  in  hie  dismal  < 
at  Ferrara,  when  he  conoe{>-ed  the  splendid  scenes  of 
Jenualem  ;  and  we  may  consider  T%e  King's  Quair,  oo 
poeed  by  James  of  Scotland  during  his  captivi^  at  Winds 
as  another  of  those  beautiful  breakings  forth  of  the  son!  fin 
the  restraint  and  gloom  of  the  prison-bouse.** 

^"  In  my  literary  pursuits,"  wrote  Mrs  Hemans  at  t 
time  to  a  friend,  "  I  fear  I  shall  be  obliged  to  look  oat  for 
amanuensis.  I  sometimes  retain  a  ^eoe  of  poetry  swe 
weeks  in  my  memory,  from  actual  dread  of  writiag 
down.  ...  I  was  so  glad  you  liked  raj  little  — — " 
breathingstrain, ('The  Summer^ GalL*)  Tiiam  juultiju 
consoled  me  for  the  want  of  natonJ  oli()eeC8  of  bittBty  annx 
to  heap  up  their  remembered  images  in  ona  wild 
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SONGS  OP  CAPTIVITY. 

CTbeM  songs  (with  the  aeeption  of  the  fifth)  have  aU 
>een  set  to  mtude  by  the  author's  iliter,  and  are  in  the 
MMsession  of  Mr  Willis,  by  whose  pennlsBion  they  are  here 
Hiblidied.1 

INTRODUCTION. 

One  hoiir  for  distant  homes  to  weep 

Midst  Afiic's  burnings  sand. 
One  silent  sunset  hour  was  given 

To  the  slaves  of  many  lands. 

They  sat  beneath  a  lonely  palm, 

In  the  gardens  of  their  lord ; 
And,  mingling  with  the  fountain's  tune. 

Their  songs  of  exile  poured. 

And  strangely,  sadly  did  those  lays 

Of  Alp  and  ocean  sound. 
With  AMc's  wild,  red  skies  above. 

And  solemn  wastes  around. 

Broken  with  tears  were  oft  their  tones, 
And  most  when  most  they  tried 

To  breathe  of  hope  and  libwty. 
From  hearts  that  inly  died. 

So  met  the  sons  of  many  lands^ 

Parted  by  mount  and  main ; 
So  did  they  sing  iA  brotherhood, 

Made  kindred  by  the  chain. 


THE  BROTHER'S  DIRGE. 

In  the  proud  old  fanes  of  England 

My  warrior-fikthers  lie. 
Banners  hang  drooping  o'er  their  dust 

With  goigeous  blasoniy. 
But  thou,  but  Hum,  my  brother ! 

O'er  thee  dark  billows  sweep — 
The  best  and  bravest  heart  of  all 

Is  shrouded  by  the  deep. 

In  the  old  high  wars  of  England 

My  noble  fiithers  bled; 
For  her  lion-kings  of  lance  and  spear, 

They  went  down  to  the  dead. 
But  thou,  but  thou,  my  brother ! 

Tkjf  lif e-dropa  flow'd  for 


Would  I  were  with  thee  in  thy  rest, 
Young  sleeper  of  the  sea ! 

In  a  sheltered  home  of  England 

Our  sister  dwells  alone. 
With  quick  heart  listening  for  the  sound 

Of  footsteps  that  are  gone. 
She  little  dreams,  my  brother ! 

Of  the  wild  &te  we  have  found ; 
I,  midst  the  AMc  sands  a  slave. 

Thou,  by  the  dark  seas  bound. 


THE  ALPINE  HORN. 

The  Alpine  horn  I  the  Alpine  horn ! 

Oh  I  through  my  native  sky. 
Might  I  but  hear  its  deep  notes  borne 

Once  more — but  once — and  die ! 

Tet,  no  I  Midst  breezy  hills  thy  breath, 

So  fiill  of  hope  and  mom. 
Would  win  me  from  the  bed  of  death — 

O  joyous  Alpine  horn  ! 

But  htre  the  echo  of  that  blast. 

To  many  a  battle  known. 
Seems  mournfully  to  wander  past, 

A  wild,  shrill,  wailing  tone  ! 

Haunt  me  no  more !  for  slavery's  air 
Thy  proud  notes  were  not  bom ; 

The  dream  but  deepens  my  despair — 
Be  hush'd,  thou  Alpine  horn  ! 


0  YE  VOICES ! 

0  TB  voices  round  my  own  hearth  singing. 
As  the  winds  of  May  to  memory  sweet ! 

Might  I  yet  return,  a  worn  heart  bringing, 
Would  those  vernal  tones  the  wanderer  greets 

Onceagaint 

Never,  never !  Spring  hatli  smiled  and  parted 
Oft  since  then  your  fond  farewell  was  said ; 

O'er  the  green  turf  of  the  gentle-hearted 
Smnmer^s  hand  the  roe^leaves  may  have  shod. 

Oft  again! 

Or  if  still  around  my  heart  ye  linger, 
Yet^  sweet  voices!  theremustchangehavecome : 
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Tean  have  quelTd  the  free  soul  of  the  mn^ar, 
Vernal  tones  shall  greet  the  wtndsrar  home 
Ne'er  again  \ 


I  DBEAM  OF  ALL  THIKG6  FREE. 

I DRSAM  of  all  tiungs  free! 

Of  a  gallant,  gallant  baxk 
That  sweeps  through  storm  and  se% 

Like  an  arrow  to  its  mark  1 
Of  a  stag  that  o'er  the  hills 

Goes  bounding  in  his  glee ; 
Of  a  thousand  fl— >iing  riUs — 

Of  all  things  glad  and  free. 

I  dream  of  some  proud  bird, 

A  brigfat-ejed  monntain-king ! 
Li  my  visions  I  have  heard 

The  rushing  of  his  wing. 
I  follow  some  wild  river. 

On  whose  breast  no  saQ  may  be; 
Dark  woods  around  it  shirer — 

I  dream  of  all  things  free ! 

Of  a  happy  forest  child. 

With  the  fiiwns  and  flowers  at  play ; 
Of  on  Indian  midst  the  wild. 

With  the  stars  to  guide  his  way ; 
Of  a  chief  his  warriors  leading, 

Of  an  archer  8  greenwood  tree  — 
My  heart  in  chains  is  bleeding. 

And  I  dream  of  all  things  free ! 


FAR  O'ER  THE  SEA. 

Where  are  the  yintage  songs 

Wandering  in  glee  ? 
Where  dance  the  peasant  bands 

Joyous  and  free  t 
Under  a  kind  blue  sky. 
Where  doth  my  birthplace  lie? 

— Far  o'er  the  sea. 

Where  floats  the  myrtle-scent 

O'er  vale  and  lea, 
When  erening  calls  the  dove 

Homewards  to  flee  1 
Where  doth  the  orange  gleam 
Soft  on  my  native  stream  1 

— Far  o*er  the  sea ! 


Where  are  sweet  eyes  of  love 

Watching  for  mel 
Where  o'er  the  cabin  roof 

Waves  the  green  tree  1 
Where  speaks  the  Teq>er«hima 
Still  of  a  holy  time? 

— Par  o'er  the  sea. 

Dance  on,  ye  vintage  bands ! 

Fearless  and  free; 
Still  fi!e8h  and  greenly  wsve. 

My  fother's  tree  1 
Still  smile,  ye  kind,  blue  skjes  I 
Though  your  soo  pines  and  dies 

Far  o'er  the  sea  I 


nrr 


THE  INVOCATION. 

Oh  !  art  thou  still  on  earth,  my  lova  1 

My  only  loire  I 
Or  smiling  in  a  brij^iter  home^ 

Ear,  £ur  above  t 

Oh !  is  thy  sweet  voice  fled,  my  love  ? 

Thy  light  step  gone  ) 
And  art  thou  not,  in  earth  or  heaveo. 

Still,  still  my  ovml 

I  see  thee  with  thy  gleaming  hair. 
In  midnight  dreams ! 

But  cold,  and  dear,  and  spiiit^iike. 
Thy  soft  eye  seems. 

Peace  in  thy  saddest  hour,  my  love ! 

Dwelt  on  thy  brow ; 
But  something  mournfully  divine 

There  shineth  now  1 

And  silent  ever  is  thy  lip. 

And  pale  thy  cheek ; — 

Oh  !  art  thou  earth's,  or  art  thoa  heaven's  1 
Speak  to  me,  speak  ! 


THE  SONG  OF  HOPE. 

Dboop  not,  my  brothers  I  I  bear  a  glad  strain— 
We  shall  burst  forth  like  streams  lh>ni  the  winu 

night's  chain ; 
A  flag  is  unfuri'd,  a  bright  star  <tf  the  aea, 
A  ransom  approaches— we  yet  riiall  be  flrae ! 
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Where  the  pines  wave,  where  the  light  chamois 

leaps. 
Whore  the  lone  eagle  hath  built  on  the  steepe ; 
Where  the  snows  glisten,  the  moontain-rills  foam, 
Free  as  the  falcon's  wing,  yet  shall  we  roam. 

Where  the  hearth  shines,  where  the  kind  looks 

are  met, 
Where  the  smiles  mingle,  our  place  shall  bo  yet ! 
Crossing  the  desert,  o'ersweeping  the  sea — 
Broop  not,  my  brothers !  we  yet  shall  be  free ! 
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THE  CALL  TO  BATTLE. 

**  Ah  i  then  nxA  thcrt  wm  horning  to  Mid  fro. 
And  c»tbninc  taan,  and  trcmtUnfs  of  dMrwij 
And  thtiw  ««n  niddap  partiaci,  Mdi  at  prvM 
Th«  life  from  oot  yoonf  hearts,  and  ehoMnf  ilgiie. 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated." 


The  Ycsper-bell,  from  church  and  tower. 

Had  sent  its  dying  sound ; 
And  the  household,  in  the  hush  of  eve. 

Were  met  their  porch  around. 

A  Toice  rang  through  the  olive-wood,  with  a  sud- 
den trumpet's  power — 

"  We  rise  on  all  our  hills  I  Come  forth  !  'tis  thy 
coimtry's  gathering-hour : 

There's  a  gleam  of  spears  by  every  stream  in  each 
old  battle^lL 

Come  forth,  young  Juan  1  Bid  thy  home  a  brief 
and  proud  fiurowell !" 

Then  the  fioither  gave  his  ton  the  sword 
Which  a  hundred  fights  had  seen — 
"  Away  !  and  bear  it  back,  my  boy  ! 
All  that  it  still  hath  been  ! 

"  Haste,  haste !  The  hunters  of  t)ie  foe  are  iq> :  and 
who  shall  stand  [land  ? 

The  lion-like  awakening  of  the  roused  indignant 

Our  chase  shall  soimd  through  each  defile  where 
swept  the  clarion's  blast, 

With  the  flying  fbotsteps  of  the  Koor,  in  stormy 
ages  past" 

Then  the  mother  kiss'd  her  son  with  tears 
That  o'er  his  dark  locks  fell : 
"  I  bless,  I  bless  thee  o'er  and  o'er, 
Yet  I  stay  thee  not— Farewell !" 


"  One  moment !  but  one  moment  give  to  parting 

thought  or  word ! 
It  is  no  time  for  woman's  tears  when  manhood's 

heart  is  stin'd. 
Bear  but  the  memory  of  my  love  about  thee  in 

the  fight. 
To  breathe  upon  th'  avenging  sword  a  spell  of 

keener  might. 

And  a  maiden's  fond  adieu  was  heard. 
Though  deep,  yet  brief  and  low : 
''  In  the  vigil,  in  the  conflict^  love  ! 
My  prayer  shall  with  thee  go  ! " 

"  Come  forth  I  come  as  the  torrent  comes  when 

the  winter's  chain  is  burst ! 
So  rushes  on  the  land's  revenge,  in  night  and 

silence  nursed. 
The  night  is  pass'd,  the  silence  o'er— on  all  our 

hills  we  rise: 
We  wait  thee,  youth  I  sleep,  dream  no  more !  the 

voice  of  battle  cries." 

There  were  sad  hearts  in  a  darken'd  home, 
When  the  brave  had  left  their  bower ; 

But  the  strength  of  prayer  and  sacrifice 
Was  with  them  in  that  hour. 


MIGNON-S  SONG. 

TaANBlATKO  PROM  OOCTHK. 

[Mignon,  a  young  and  enthosiastie  gM.  (the  diameter  in 
one  of  Ooathel  romanoai,  from  which  Sir  Walter  Soott't 
Fendia  is  partially  imitated,)  hai  been  etolen  amgr,  in  early 
childhood,  from  Italy.  Her  ragoe  recollectiona  of  that  land, 
and  of  her  early  home,  with  ite  graceful  iciilptiirae  and  pic- 
tured nloonf,  are  perpetually  haunting  her,  and  at  times 
brsak  forth  into  the  following  aong.  The  original  has  been 
set  to  exquisite  music,  by  2Mter,  the  friend  of  Qoetbe.] 


da  das  Land  wo  die 


blahn?" 


Know'st  thou  the  land  where  bloom  the  citron 

bowers, 
Where  the  gold-orange  lights  the  dusky  grovel 
High  waves  the  laurel  there,  the  myrtle  flowers. 
And  throu^  a  still  blue  heaven  the  sweet  winds 
Know'st  thou  it  well  1  [rove. 

There,  there,  with  thee, 
0  friend !  0  loved  one  1  fain  my  steps  would  flee. 

Know'st  thou  the  dwelling!  There  the  pillars  rise^ 
Soft  shines  the  hall,  the  painted  duunbers  g^w; 
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And  fonns  of  marble  seem  with  pitying  oyos 
To  say — "Poor  child !  what  thus  hath  wrought  thee 
Know'st  thou  it  well  1  [woe  ?" 

There,  there  with  thee, 
0  my  protector  !  homewards  might  I  flee  ! 

Know'st  thou  the  mountain  1    High  its  bridge  is 
hung,  [way; 

Where  the  mule  seeks  through  mist  and  doud  his 
There  lurk  the  dragon-race,  deep  caves  among, 
O'er  beetling  rocks  there  foams  the  torrent-spray. 
Know'st  thou  it  well  \ 

With  thee,  with  thee, 
There  lies  my  path,  0  &ther !  let  us  flee  ! 


THE  SISTERS.! 


A  BALLAD. 


*'  I  00,  sweet  sister !  yct>  my  heart  would  linger 
with  thee  fain. 

And  unto  evexy  parting  gift  some  deep  remem- 
brance chain : 

Take,  then,  the  braid  of  Eastern  pearls  which  once 
I  loved  to  wear. 

And  with  it  bind  for  festal  scenes  the  dark  waves 
of  thy  hair ! 

Its  pale,  pure  brightness  will  beseem  those  raven 
tresses  well. 

And  I  shall  need  such  pomp  no  more  in  my  lone 
convont-cclL** 

"  Oh,  speak  not  thus,  my  Leonor  !  why  part  from 

kindred  level 
Through  festive  scenes,  when  thou  art  gone,  my 

steps  no  more  shall  move  ! 
How  could  I  bear  a  lonely  heart  amid  a  reckless 

throng] 
I  should  but  miss  earth's  dearest  voice  in  every 

tone  of  song. 
Keep,  keep  the  braid  of  Eastern  pearls,  or  let  me 

proudly  twine 
Its  wreath  once  more  aroimd  that  brow,  that 

queenly  brow  of  thine.** 

« 

''  Oh,  wouldst  thou  strive  a  wounded  bird  from 

shelter  to  detain  t 
Or  wouldst  thou  call  a  spirit  freed  to  weary  life 

again? 

1  Tbii  ballsd  wm  composed  for  a  Idnd  of  dramatic  rtdtathrs, 
nkWnA.  \fi  niutic.  It  wai  thtu  perfoniMd  bj  two  graeiftil 
aod  blglil/  acoomplltlMd  ilftan. 


Sweet  sister !  take  the  golden  croes  that  I  have 

worn  so  long, 
And  Ultthed  with  many  a  burning  tear  for  secret 

woe  and  wrong. 
It  could  not  still  my  beating  heart !  bat  may  it 

be  a  sign 
Of  peace  and  hope,  my  gentle  one !  when  meekly 

press'd  to  thine.** 

"  Take  back,  take  back  the  cross  of  gold,  our 

mother's  gift  to  thee — 
It  would  but  of  this  parting  hour  a  bitter  token  bc; 
With  funeral  splendour  to  mine  eye,  it  would  but 

sadly  shine. 
And  tell  of earlytreasureslostyofjoynolonger  mine. 

0  sister !  if  thy  heart  be  thus  with  buried  grief 

opprcss'd. 
Where  wouldst  thou  pour  it  forth  so  well  as  on 
my  faithful  breast?'* 

"  Uige  me  no  more !    A  blight  hath  fitHen  upon 
my  summer  years ! 

1  should  but  darken  ihy  young  life  with  fruitlcsB 

pangs  and  fears. 
But  take  at  least  the  lute  I  loved,  and  guard  it 

for  my  sake, 
And  sometimes  from  its  silvery  strings  one  tone 

of  memory  wake ! 
Sing  to  those  chords  by  starlight*s  gleam  our  own 

sweet  vesper-hymn. 
And  think  that  I  too  chant  it  then,  £ur  in  mj 

cloister  dim.** 

'*  Tes !  I  vnll  take  the  silvery  lute— and  I  will  sing 

to  thee 
A  song  we  heard  in  childhood*s  days,  even  from 

our  father's  knee. 
0  sister !  sister !  are  these  notes  amid  fbigotten 

things? 
Do  they  not  linger  as  in  love,  on  the  &miliar 

strings? 
Seems  not  our  sainted  mother*s  voice  to  murmur 

in  the  stn^? 
Kind  sister!  gentlest  Leonor !  say  shall  it  plead  izi 

vain?** 

SONG. 

*^  Leave  us  not,  leave  us  not ! 

Say  not  adieu ! 
Have  we  not  been  to  thee 

Tender  and  true? 

«'  T^^e  not  thy  sunny  smite 
Ear  from  our  hearth  I 
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yn^  that  sweet  light  will  fade 
Summer  and  mirth. 

"  Lottve  us  not»  leave  us  not  \ 

CSan  thy  heart  roami 
Wilt  thou  not  pine  to  hear 

Voices  firom  home  1 

"  Too  sad  our  love  would  be 

If  thou  wertgonel 
Turn  to  us,  leave  us  not  1 

Thou  art  oiur  own  I" 

"  0  sister !  hush  that  thrilling  lute ! — oh,  cease  that 

haunting  lay  1 
Too  deeply  pierce  those  wild,  sweet  notes — yet, 

yet  I  cannot  stay :  [call 

For  weaiy,  weary  is  my  heart !  I  hear  a  whisper'd 
In  ereiy  breese  that  stirs  the  leaf  and  bids  the 

blossom  fiiU. 
I  cannot  breathe  in  freedom  here,  my  spirit  pines 

to  dwell 
Where  the  world's  voice  can  roach  no  more !   Oh, 

calm  thee  ! — ^Fare  thee  well !  ** 

['*  Mn  HtBuiif  plaj«d  very  pleasingly,  and  waa  paarion- 
BMyfondofmnale.  She  baa  deaeribad  in— perbapa  the  finest 
of  bar  Ityriea— tbo  *  Raqnlem  of  Moiaii '  tba  manner  in 
vfaiefa  iba  barsalf  felt  itathrffling  inflnancas. 

**  It  waaaftar  baTing  Ustanad  witb  graat  daUgbt  one  atening 
to  aona  aivaat  andlovad  Tolcas  (tbat  ara  now  but  very  seldom 
hand  wttUn  tbasa  waUa)  singing  those  words  of  bars,  com- 
posad  from  Sir  Waltar  Scott's  dictation,  for  ona  of  tba  old 
JUmjmvv,  tbat  sba  brought  witb  bar,  on  the  next ,  bar  lines  on 
*  TMoBiilMnt  Mode  ;*  and  triumphant  tbay  rsally  ware,  in 
thaaplandoaroftbatar  affect,  as  sba  repeated  tbaoL  Sba  wrote, 
fcrtfMBaaBmavokes,  the  little  drama,  or  rather  soena,  'Tba 
iMvi,' whicbfiDnDed,  as  it  waa  repreaanted^  wttbaxtraoidi- 
Miy  lawaiiti  and  alaganoe,  and  witb  the  advantage  of  Mr 
Lad^li  mode,  ona  of  the  most  perfect  private  exhibitions  of 
tht  Uad  tbat  can  be  Imagined.  One  could  not  help  reverting 
to  the  tfanaa  of  Lodlow  Castle,  and  the  Bridgawater  fiunily, 
the  jootbfbl  parformen  fai  Milton's  axquUta  masque 
aa  para,  and  aa  noble,  and  aa  beantiftil,  aa  the  ideal 
I  they  xapNsented.**— iZreoOedtofW  </Afrr  JSEnmnu, 
ly  Mrs  Lawrbmcs  of  Wavertrae  HaU,  p.  339-340.] 


THE  LAST  SON9  OF  SAPPHO. 

[Si^artad  by  a  baantMul  sketch,  the  design  of  tba  younger 
TTwIiMiiiili  It  xapiasanta  Sappho  sitUng  on  a  rock  above 
thtaaa^wtthbar  tyre  cast  at  her  feet  There  la  a  desolate 
■bonl  the  whole  figure,  which  seems  penatrated  with 

•  fcrting  of  utter  abandonment] 

Sound  on,  thou  dark,  unslumbering  sea  ! 
•  3fy  diige  k  in  thy  moan  ; 

1  AiabaaalifU  rasldenee  In  Needwood  Forest 


My  spirit  finds  response  in  thee 
To  its  own  ceaseless  cry — "Alone,  alone !" 

Yet  send  me  back  one  other  word. 

Ye  tones  that  never  cease  \ 
Oh  !  let  your  secret  caves  be  stirred. 
And  say.  dark  waters  I  will  ye  give  me  peace  f 

Away  !  my  weary  soul  hath  sotight 

In  vain  one  echoing  sigh. 
One  answer  to  consuming  thought 
In  human  hearts — and  will  the  vave  reply  ? 

Sound  on,  thou  dark  unslumbering  sea  ! 

Sound  in  thy  scorn  and  pride  ! 
I  ask  not,  alien  world !  ftom  thee 
What  my  own  kindred  earth  hath  still  denied. 

And  yet  I  loved  that  earth  to  well, 

With  aU  its  lovely  things  I 
Was  it  for  this  the  death-wind  fell 
On  my  rich  lyre,  and  quench'd  its  living  strings? 

Let  them  lie  silent  at  my  feet  1 
Since,  broken  even  as  they. 
The  heart  whose  music  made  them  sweet 
Hath  pour*d  on  desert  sands  its  wealth  away. 

Yet  glory's  light  hath  touched  my  name, 

The  laurel-wreath  is  mine— 
With  a  lone  hearty  a  weary  firame — 
O  restless  deep  !  I  come  to  make  them  thine  ! 

Qive  to  that  crown,  that  burning  crown, 

Place  in  thy  darkest  hold ! 
Bury  my  anguish,  my  renown. 
With  hidden  wrecks,  lost  gems,  and  wasted  gold. 

Thou  sea-bird  on  the  billow's  crest ! 

Tkou  hast  thy  love,  thy  home ; 
They  wait  thee  in  the  quiet  nest, 
And  I,  th'  unsought^  unwatch'd-for — I  too  come  ! 

I,  with  this  wingdd  nature  fiwight, 

These  visions  wildly  free. 
This  boundless  love,  this  fiery  thought — 
AUme  I  come — oh !  give  me  peace,  dark  sea  ! 


DIRQK 

Where  shall  we  make  her  grave  t 
Oh  t  where  the  wQd-flowets  wave 
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In  the  free  air  1 

Rose !  too  mudi  array  d 

Where  ebower  and  8inging4>ird 

For  triumphal  houn^ 

Midst  the  young  leayes  are  heard — 

Look'st  thou  through  the  shade 

There— laj  her  there  ! 

Of  these  mortal  bowers^         [flowers 

Not  to  disturb  my  sonl,  thou  crown*d  one  of  a 

Harah  was  the  world  to  her — 

Now  maj  sleep  minister 

As  an  eag^aoaring 

Balm  for  each  ill : 

Through  a  sunny  sky. 

Low  an,  sweet  natare's  breast 

As  a  daiion  pouring 

Let  the  meek  heart  find  rest. 

Notes  of  victory,                           [higi 

Deep,  deep  and  still ! 

So  dost  thxm  kindle  thoughts,  for  enihly  life  tc 

Murmur,  glad  waters !  by ; 

Thoughts  of  rapture,  flushing 

Faint  gales  1  with  happy  si^ 

Youthful  poet^s  dieek; 

Come  wandering  o'er 

Thoughts  of  glory,  rushing 

That  green  and  mossy  bed. 

Forth  in  song  to  breaks 

Where,  on  a  gentle  head. 

But  finding  the  spring-tide  of  lapid  song  too  wea 

Storms  beat  no  more  ! 

Yet,  0  festal  rose ! 

What  though  for  her  in  vain 

I  have  seen  thee  lying 

Falls  now  the  bii^t  qpring-rain. 

In  thy  bright  repose 

Plays  the  soft  wind] 

Pillow'd  with  the  dyin^            [fiyhi 

Tet  still,  from  where  she  lies, 

J^ycnmaonby  the  lip  whence  life'sqniek  blood  w] 

Should  blessed  breathings  rise. 

Gracious  and  kind. 

Summer,  hope,  and  love 

0*er  that  bed  of  pain. 

Therefore  let  song  and  dew 

Met  in  thee,  yet  wove 

Thence  in  the  heart  renew 

Too,  too  frail  a  chain 

Life's  vernal  glow  ! 

In  its  embracing  links  the  lovely  to  detain. 

And  o'er  that  holy  earth 

Scents  of  the  violet's  birth 

Smilest  thou,  gorgeous  flower  1 

Still  come  and  go  ! 

Oh !  within  the  spells 

- 

Of  thy  beaut/s  power. 

Oh  !  then,  where  wild  flowers  wave 

Something  dindy  dwells^ 

Make  ye  her  mossy  grave. 

At  variance  with  a  world  of  sorrows  and  fereweD 

In  the  free  air ! 

Where  shower  and  singing-bird 

All  the  soul  forth  flowing 

Midst  the  young  leaves  are  heard— 

In  that  rich  perfume. 

There — lay  her  there ! 

All  the  proud  life  glowing 

In  that  radiant  bloom — 

Have  they  no  place  but  Acre,  beneath  th*o*efsiiadoi 

ing  tomb? 

A  SONG  OF  THE  ROSE. 

Crown'st  thou  but  the  daniditers 

*' Coatflor  diwmi  dM  Baa  aosifaiee 

All  *aoqnm.  al  frio,  al  v«nto  ed  aOo  Kbemo 

Of  our  tearful  race  1 

D*  as*  itaglen  vokririW  e  fliMPM* ; 

Heaven's  owiv  purest  waters 

K  a  pin  Ado  Coltor  potto  io  forerno, 
Vnit  petnl  neOa  txanqaiOa  pam. 

Well  might  wear  the  trace 

Ad  eternA  BtUana  odor*  cterno.'*       Hn-AtTAsto. 

Of  thy  consummate  form,  melting  to  softer  graec 

Boss  !  what  dost  thou  here  ? 

Win  that  clime  enfold  thee 

Bridal,  royal  rone  ! 

With  immortal  air  1 

How,  midst  grief  and  fear, 

Shall  we  not  behold  thee 

Canst  thou  thus  disclose          [glows  ? 

Bright  and  deathless  theiv  1 

That  fervid  hue  of  love,  which  to  thy  heart-leaf 

In  spirit-lustre  clothed,  tranRCAn^i^ntl j  more  frii 
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Tefi !  my  fancy  sees  thee 
In  that  light  disclose. 
And  its  dream  thus  frees  thee 
From  the  mist  of  woes, 
)mDg  thine  earthly  bowers^  0  bridal  royal 

rosel 


NIGHT-BLOWINQ  FLOWBRS. 

)BEN  of  night!  unfolding  meekly,  slowly, 
e  sweet  breathings  of  the  shadowy  hours, 
idark-blueheayenslook  softest  andmost  holy, 
a^low-worm  light  is  in  the  forest  bowers; 

To  solemn  things  and  deep, 

To  spirit-haunted  sleep, 

To  thoughts,  all  purified 

From  earth,  ye  seem  allied ; 
0  dedicated  flowers  I 

rom  the  gaxe  of  crowds  your  beauty  veiling, 
in  dim  vestal  urns  the  sweetness  shrined; 
he  mild  moon,  on  high  serenely  sailings 
3  on  you  tenderly  and  sadly  kind. 

— So  doth  love's  dreaming  heart 

Dwell  firom  the  throng  ^igni. 

And  but  to  shades  disclose 

The  inmost  thought^  which  glows 
With  its  pure  life  entwined. 

from  the  sounds  wherein  the  day  rejoioes^ 
3  triumphant  song  your  petals  thrill, 
tend  forth  odours  with  the  &int,  soft  voices 
g  from  hidden  streams,  when  all  is  stilL 

— So  doth  lone  prayer  arise, 

ifingling  with  socret  sighs. 

When  grief  unfolds,  like  you, 

Her  breast,  for  heavenly  dew 
In  silent  hours  to  filL 


IE  WANDERER  AND  THE  NIGHT- 
FLOWERS. 

LL  back  your  odours,  lovely  flowers  I 
om  the  night-winds  call  them  back ; 
fold  your  leaves  till  the  laughing  hours 
»mo  forth  in  the  sunbeam's  track ! 

e  lark  lies  oouch'd  in  her  grassy  nest, 
id  the  honey-bee  is  gone, 


And  all  bright  things  are  away  to 
Why  watch  ye  here  alonel 


'*  Is  not  your  world  a  mournful  one^ 
When  your  sisters  close  their  eyei^ 

And  your  soft  breath  meets  not  a  lingering  tona 
Of  song  in  the  starry  ikiesf 

**  Take  ye  no  joy  in  the  dayspring's  birth 
When  it  kindles  the  sparks  of  dew  1 

And  the  thousand  strains  of  the  forest's  mirth, 
Shall  they  gladden  all  but  you  1 

"  Shut  your  sweet  bells  till  the  &wn  comes  out 

On  the  sunny  turf  to  play. 
And  the  woodland  child  with  a  &iry  shout 

Goes  dancing  on  its  way  1 " 

"Nay  I  let  our  shadowy  beauty  bloom 

When  the  stars  give  quiet  light. 
And  let  us  offer  our  fiunt  perfume 

On  the  silent  shrine  of  night 

"  Call  it  not  wasted,  the  scent  we  lend 
To  the  breeze,  when  no  step  is  nigh : 

Oh,  thus  for  ever  the  earth  should  send 
Her  gratefbl  breath  on  hig^l 

"  And  love  us  as  emblems,  night's  dewy  flowers, 

Of  hopes  unto  sorrow  given, 
Thatspringthrough  thef^oomof  the  daikest  hours 

Looking  alone  to  boft^^n  1" 


ECHO-SONG. 

In  thy  csvem-hall. 

Echo!  art  thou  sleeping) 
By  the  fountain's  fiOl 

Dreamy  silence  keeping  1 
Yet  one  soft  note  borne 
From  the  shepherd's  horn. 
Wakes  thee.  Echo  1  into  musio  leaping! 
— Strange,  sweet  Echo !  into  musio  leaping. 

Then  the  woods  rejoice, 

Then  gkd  sounds  are  swelling 
From  each  sister-voioe 

Bound  thy  rocky  dwelUng; 
And  their  sweetness  fills 
All  t^e  hollow  hills. 
With  a  thousand  notes,  of  <me  life  telling ! 
I  — Softly  minj^  notes,  of  one  life  telling. 


A 
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Echo  1  in  my  heart 

Thus  deep  thoughts  are  lying, 
Silent  and  apart^ 

Buried,  yet  undying ; 
Till  some  gentle  tone 
Wakening  haply  ong, 
Calls  a  thousand  forth,  like  thee  replying ! 
— Strange,  sweet  Echo  1  even  like  thee  replying.^ 


THE  MUFFLED  DRUM. « 

The  muffled  drum  waa  heard 

In  the  Pyrenees  by  ni^t^ 
With  a  dull,  deep  rolling  sound. 
Which  told  the  hamlets  round 

Of  a  soldier^s  burial-rite. 

But  it  told  them  not  how  dear. 

In  a  home  beyond  the  main. 
Was  the  warrior-youth  laid  low  that  hour 

By  a  mountain-stream  of  Spain. 

The  oaks  of  En^^d  waved 
O'er  the  slumbers  of  his  race. 

But  a  pine  of  the  Bonceval  made  moan 
Above  Au  last,  lone  place ; 

When  the  muffled  drum  was  heard 

In  the  Pyrenees  by  night, 
With  a  dull,  deep  rolling  soimd, 
\Miich  call'd  strange  echoes  round 

To  the  soldier's  burial-rite. 

Brief  was  the  sorrowing  thtrtj 
By  the  stream  from  battle  red. 

And  tossing  on  its  wave  the  plumes 
Of  many  a  stately  head : 

But  a  mother — soon  to  die, 

And  a  sister — ^long  to  weep. 
Even  then  were  breathing  prayers  for  him 

In  that  home  beyond  the  deep ; 

While  the  muffled  drum  was  heard 

In  the  Pyrenees  by  nighty 
With  a  dull,  deep  rolling  sound. 
And  the  dark  pines  moum*d  round, 

0  or  the  soldier's  burial-rite. 

I  Thif  song  Is  In  the  pooeasion  of  Mr  Powrr. 
s  Set  to  beautiful  miuic  by  John  Lodge,  Bk|. 


THE  SWAK  AND  THE  SKYLARK. 


TTptkabQl-M*!  end 
Intk*MzftT»ltoy-sl 

«•  m^v  fUn  Md  hich« 

Uktaclaadorflr*; 
Th«bla»da«ptlioa 


And 


MiDsr  the  long  reeds  that  o*er  a  Orecian  straac 
Unto  the  fidnt  wind  sigh'd  melodioiiBly, 
And  where  the  sculpture  of  a  brdkea  shiine 
Sent  out  thro*shadowy  grass  and  thitdL  wild-flow< 
Dim  alabaster  gleams — a  lonely  swan 
Warbled  lus  death-chant ;  and  a  poet  stood 
T.iatAning  to  that  Strange  music,  as  it  shook 
The  lilies  on  the  wave ;  and  made  the  pines 
And  aU  the  laurels  of  the  haunted  ahore 
Thrill  to  its  passion.    Oh  !  the  tones  were  swe 
Even  painfblly— as  with  the  sweeCnesB  wxtuig 
From  parting  love ;  and  to  the  poet's  thoiight 
Thu  was  their  language. 

"Summer!  I  depart — 
0  light  and  laughing  summer !  fan^  thee  well  : 
No  song  the  less  through  thy  rich  woods  will  sw€ 

For  one,  one  broken  heart. 

"  And  fare  ye  well,  young  flowers  ! 
Ye  will  not  mourn  1  ye  will  shed  odoiur  still. 
And  wave  in  glory,  colouring  every  xilJ, 

Known  to  my  youth's  firesh  hoursw 

"And  ye,  bright  founts  1  that  lie 
Far  in  the  whispering  forests,  lone  and  deep. 
My  wing  no  more  shall  stir  your  shadowy  sleep 

Sweet  waters  !  I  must  die. 

"  Will  ye  not  send  one  tone 
Of  sorrow  through  the  pines  1 — one  murmur  lo^ 
Shall  not  the  green  leaves  from  your  voices  knc 

That  I,  your  child,  am  gone  1 

"  No  !  over  glad  and  free 
Yo  have  no  soimds  a  tale  of  death  to  tell : 
Waves,  joyous  waves  1  flow  on,  and  fare  je  well 

Ye  will  not  mourn  for  me. 

"  But  thou,  sweet  boon !  too  late 
Pour'd  on  my  parting  breath,  vain  gift  of  song ! 
Why  com'st  thou  thus,  o'ermastering,  rich  an 

In  the  dark  hour  of  &te  1  [sfcraq 
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**  Only  to  wake  the  sighs 
Of  echo-Yolces  £rom  their  sparry  cell ; 
Only  to  say — 0  sonshine  and  blue  skies  I 

0  life  and  love  1  fiuewelL" 

Thus  flow*d  the  death-chant  on;  while  mournfully 
Low  winds  and  wetos  made  answer,  and  the  tones 
Buried  in  rocks  along  the  Qredan  stream — 
Hocks  and  dim  caverns  of  old  Prophecy — 
Woke  to  respond :  and  all  the  air  was  fill'd 
With  that  one  sighing  sound — FarewtUt  farewtU! 

Filled  with  that  sound]  High  inthecalmblueheav'n 
Even  then  a  skylark  hung ;  soft  sunmier  clouds 
Werofloatingroundhim,  all  transpierced  withlighty 
And  midst  that  pearly  radiance  his  dark  wings 
Quiyer^d  with  song :  such  free,  triumphant  song. 
As  if  tears  were  not, — as  if  breaking  hearts 
Had  not  a  place  below ;  and  tkuM  that  strain 
Spoke  to  the  poet's  ear  ezultingly : — 

"The  summer  is  come ;  she  hath  said  Btioice  I 
The  wild-woods  thrill  to  her  meny  voioe ; 
Her  sweet  breath  is  wandering  around,  on  high : 
Sing,  sing  through  the  echoing  sky  ! 

'*  There  is  joy  in  the  mountains  I  The  bright  waves 

leap 
Like  the  bounding  stag  when  he  breaks  firom  sleep; 
Mirthfully,  wildly,  they  flash  along — 

Let  the  heavens  ring  with  song ! 

"There  is  joy  in  the  forestsi    The  bird  of  night 
Hath  made  the  leaves  tremble  with  deep  delight; 
But  mine  is  the  glory  to  sunshine  given — 

Sing,  sing  through  the  echoing  heaven  1 

**  Mine  are  the  wings  of  the  soaring  mom. 
Mine  are  the  fresh  gales  with  dayspring  bom : 
Only  young  rapture  can  moimt  so  high — 

Sing,  sing  through  the  echoing  sky  ! " 

So  those  two  voices  met;  so  Joy  and  Death 
3fingled  their  accents ;  and,  amidst  the  rush 
Of  many  thoughts,  the  listening  poet  cried, — 
"  Oh  !  thou  art  mighty,  thou  art  wonderful. 
Mysterious  nature  1    Not  in  thy  free  range 
Of  woods  and  wilds  alone,  thou  blandest  thus 
The  dirge-note  and  the  song  of  festival ; 
But  in  one  heart,  one  changeful  human  heart — 
Ay,  and  within  one  hour  of  that  strange  world — 
Thou  call'st  their  music  forth,  with  all  its  tones, 
To  startle  and  to  pierce  1 — the  dying  swan's, 
And  the  glad  skylark's — triumph  and  despair ! " 


THE  CURFEW-SONG  OF  ENGLAND. 

Hark  1  from  the  dim  church-tower. 

The  deep,  slow  Curfew's  chime  ! 
— ^A  heavy  sound  unto  hall  and  bower 

In  England's  olden  time  ! 
Sadly  'twas  heard  by  him  who  came 

From  the  fields  of  his  toil  at  night, 
And  who  might  not  see  his  own  hearth-flame 

In  his  children's  eyes  make  light. 

Sternly  and  sadly  heard. 

As  it  quench'd  the  wood-fire's  glow. 
Which  had  cheered  the  board  with  the  nurthfii] 

And  the  red  wine's  foaming  flow  I        [word, 
Until  that  sullen,  boding  knell. 

Flung  out  from  every  fime;, 
On  harp,  and  lip,  and  spirit,  fell. 

With  a  weight  and  with  a  chain. 

Woe  for  the  pilgrim  then 

In  the  wild-deer^s  forest  fiir  ! 
No  cottage  lamp,  to  the  haunts  of  men. 

Might  guide  him,  as  a  star. 
And  woe  for  him  whose  wakeful  soul. 

With  lone  aspirings  fill'd, 
Would  have  lived  o'er  some  immortal  scroll. 

While  the  sounds  of  earth  were  still'd  ! 

And  yet  a  deeper  woe 

For  the  watcher  by  the  bed, 
Where  the  fondly-loved  m  pcdn  lay  low, 

In  pain  and  sleepless  dread ! 
For  the  mother,  doom'd  unseen  to  keep 

By  the  dying  babe^  her  place, 
And  to  feel  its  flitting  pul80>  and  weep. 

Yet  not  behold  its  iajs»  I 

Darkness  in  chieftain's  hall  I 

Darkness  in  peasant's  oot  I 
WhUe  freedom,  imder  that  shadowy  pall. 

Sat  mourning  o'er  her  lot 
Oh  !  the  flreaide's  peace  we  well  may  prize  I 

For  blood  hath  flow'd  like  rain. 
Poured  forth  to  make  sweet  sanctuaries 

Of  England's  homes  again. 

Heap  the  yule-fiiggots  high 

Till  the  red  light  fills  the  room  ! 
It  is  home's  own  hour  when  the  stormy  sky 

Grows  thick  with  evening  gloouL 
Gkither  ye  round  the  holy  hearth. 

And  by  its  gladdening  blan^ 


\ 
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Unto  thankful  bliss  we  will  change  our  mirth. 
With  a  thought  of  the  olden  dajB  1 


QENIUS  SINGINa  TO  LOVE. 


Wbatorar  tonal  aad  malBoeko] 
The  tttofi  oTaater*  aMv ;  Mrdi  w  «m>. 
Or  wben  tlM  un  graa  mkl  Um  iMatk-ptauit 
Mormor  and  mntic  thin  of  ndden 


Ootwinoi. 

I  HEARD  a  song  upon  the  wandering  wind, 
A  song  of  many  tones — ^though  one  fiill  tonl 
Breathed  through,  them  all  imploringl j ;  and  made 
All  nature  as  they  passed,  all  quivering  leayee 
And  low  responsive  reeds  and  waters,  thrill 
As  with  the  consdousneas  of  human  prayer. 
— At  times  the  passion-kindled  melody 
Might  seem  to  gush  firom  Sappho*s  fervent  heart, 
Over  the  wild  searwave ; — at  times  the  strain 
Flow'd  with  more  plaintive  sweetness,  as  if  bom 
Of  Petrarch's  voice,  beside  the  lone  Vauoluse ; 
And  sometimes,  with  its  melancholy  swdl, 
A  graver  sound  was  mingled,  a  deep  note 
Of  Tasso's  holy  lyre.    Yet  still  the  tones 
Wore  of  a  suppliant — "  Lean  wanotr  was  still 
The  burden  of  their  music ;  and  I  knew 
The  lay  which  Qenius,  in  its  loneliness. 
Its  own  still  world,  amidst  th'  o'erpeopled  world, 
*Hath  ever  breathed  to  Love. 

"  They  crown  me  with  the  glistening  crown, 
Borne  from  a  deathless  tree ; 
I  hear  the  pealing  music  of  renown — 
O  Love !  forsake  me  not ! 
Mine  were  a  lone,  daik  lot. 
Bereft  of  thee ! 
They  tell  me  that  my  soul  can  throw 
A  glory  o'er  the  earth ; 
From  thee,  from  (keep  is  caught  that  golden  glow ! 
Shed  by  thy  gentle  eyes. 
It  gives  to  flower  and  skies 
A  bright,  new  birth ! 

"  Thence  gleams  the  path  of  morning 

Over  the  kindling  hills,  a  sunny  zone ! 
Thence  to  its  heart  of  hearts  the  rose  is  burning 
With  lustre  not  its  own ! 
Thence  every  wood-recess 
Is  fiU'd  with  loveliness, 
Each  bower,  to  ring-doves  and  dim  violets  known. 

"  I  see  all  beauty  by  the  ray 

That  streameth  from  thy  smile ; 


Oh!  bear  it,  bear  it  not  away ! 
Can  that  sweet  li^t  beguilat 
Too  pure,  too  Bpirii>like,  it 
To  linger  long  by  earthly 
I  dasp  it  with  th'  alloy 
Of  £ear  midst  quivering  joy. 
Tet  must  I  perish  if  the  gift 
Leave  me  Bot»  Iiove !  to  mine  ownbentiag  iSeaxi 

**  The  music  from  my  lyre 
With  thy  swift  step  would  flee; 
The  world's  coldbreath  would  quench  the  starryfi; 
In  my  deep  soul — a  temple  fiU'd  irith  thee 
Seal'd  would  the  finmtaxDB  lie^ 
The  waves  of  harmony, 
Whidi  thou  alone  canst  fr-ee ! 

"  TiiVA  a  shrine  midst  rods  foranken. 
Whence  the  oracle  hath  fled ; 
Like  a  harp  which  none  might  waken 

But  a  mighty  master  dead ; 
Like  the  vase  of  a  perfume  seattei'd. 

Such  would  my  spirit  be — 
So  mute,  so  void,  so  shattered. 
Bereft  of  thee ! 

**  Leave  me  not,  Love !  or  if  this  earth 
Yield  not  for  thee  a  home^ 
If  the  bright  summer-land  of  thy  pore  birth 
Send  thee  a  sUvery  voice  that  whispers  '  Ccmi 
Then,  with  the  glory  fix)m  the  roe©, 

With  the  sparkle  from  the  stream. 
With  the  light  thy  rainbow-preeenoe  throws 
Over  the  poet's  dream ; 
With  all  th'  Elysian  hues 
Thy  pathway  that  suffuse. 
With  joy,  with  music,  from  the  friding  grove. 
Take  me,  too,  heavenward  on  thy  wing,  sweet  Love 


MUSIC  AT  A  DEATHBED. 


**M«ile!  whyttaypewar 
Only  for  the  wns  of  Joy  ? 
Only  for  th*  nnntng  goctti 
At  natel  or  aft  nnptlal  9mM»  ? 
Bather  thy  lantoot  number* 
On  thoee  whom  tecret  gitoft  davoor ; 
And  with  Miaa  aaftly.whtop«vM  air 
Smooth  the  brow  of  domb  de^air  ! " 
WAJiTOorfram  Kv 


Brino  music  !  stir  the  brooding  air 
With  an  ethereal  breath  ! 

Bring  sounds,  my  struggling  soul  to 
Up  from  the  couch  of  death  I 


MISCELLANEOUS  LYRICS. 


555 


A  voice,  a  flu^),  a  dreamy  lay, 

Such  as  the  Bouthem  breeze 
Height  waft,  at  golden  &11  of  day. 

O'er  blue,  transparent  seas  ! 

Oh,  no  !  not  such  I  That  lingering  spell 

Would  lure  me  back  to  life. 
When  my  wean'd  heart  hath  said  farewell, 

And  pass'd  the  gates  of  strife. 

Let  not  a  sigh  of  human  love 
Blend  with  the  song  its  tone  ! 

Lot  no  disturbing  echo  move 
One  that  must  die  alone  1 

But  pour  a  solenm-breBthing  strain 
Fill'd  with  the  soul  of  prayer  ! 

Let  a  life's  conflict,  fear,  and  pain. 
And  trembling  hope  be  there. 

Deeper,  yet  deeper  I  In  my  thought 

Lies  more  prevailing  sound, 
A  harmony  intensely  fraught 

With  pleading  more  profound : 

A  passion  unto  music  ghren, 

A  sweet,  yet  piercing  cry ; 
A  breaking  heart's  appeal  to  Heaven, 

A  bright  faith's  victory  ! 

Deeper  !    Oh !  may  no  richer  power 

Be  in  those  notes  enshrined  t 
Can  all  which  crowds  on  earth's  last  hour 

No  fuller  language  find  1 

Away !  and  hush  the  feeble  tong, 

And  let  the  chord  be  still'd  ! 
Far  in  another  land  ere  long 

My  dream  shall  be  fulfill'd. 


3URSHAL  SCHWBRUrS  GRAVE. 

[*'  I  came  npon  tlw  tomb  of  Mawhal  Seh^vartn — a  plain, 
quiet  eenotaph,  erected  in  the  middle  of  a  wide  corn-field, 
on  the  verj  spot  where  he  closed  a  long,  teithfiil,  and  glori- 
ous career  in  arms.  He  fell  here,  at  eighty  jears  of  age,  at 
the  head  of  his  own  regiment,  the  standard  of  it  waving 
In  his  hand.  His  ssat  wae  In  the  leathern  saddle— his 
foot  In  the  iron  stimp — hie  fingers  rsliied  the  young  war- 
liorse  to  the  last**— JMct  amd  R^fUctitm  durit^aBambU 
into  Ocrmanjf.'} 

Thou  didst  fall  in  the  field  with  thy  silver  hair. 
And  a  banner  in  thy  hand ; 


Thou  wort  laid  to  rest  from  thy  battles  there. 
By  a  proudly  moiunftil  band. 

In  the  camp,  on  the  steed,  to  the  bugle's  blast, 

Thy  long  bright  yean  had  sped ; 
And  a  warrior's  bier  was  thine  at  last. 

When  the  snows  had  crown'd  thy  head. 

Many  had  fidlen  by  thy  side,  old  chief ! 

Brothers  and  friends,  perchance ; 
But  thou  wert  yet  as  the  fiidelen  leaf, 

And  light  was  in  thy  glance. 

The  soldier's  heart  at  thy  step  leapt  high. 
And  thy  voice  the  war^rse  knew ; 

And  the  first  to  ann,  when  the  toe  was  nigh, 
Wert  thou,  the  bold  and  true. 

Now  may'st  thou  sliunber — thy  work  is  done — 

Thou  of  the  well-worn  sword  I 
From  the  stormy  fight  in  thy  fieune  thou'rt  gone. 

But  not  to  the  festal  board.  , 

The  com-shoaves  whisper  thy  grave  around. 

Where  fiery  blood  hath  flow'd : 
0  lover  of  battle  and  trumpet-sound  ! 

Thou  art  couch'd  in  a  still  abode  I 

A  quiet  home  from  the  noonday^s  glare. 
And  the  breath  of  the  wintry  blast — 

Didst  thou  toil  through  the  days  of  thy  silveiy  hair 
To  win  thee  but  this  at  last  t 


THE  FALLEN  LIMETREK 

O  JOT  of  the  peasant !  0  stately  lime  I 
Thou  art  fall'n  in  thy  golden  honey-timo  ! 
Thou  whoso  wavy  shadows. 

Long  and  long  ago, 
Screon'd  our  gray  forefSeitherB 
From  the  noontide's  |^ow ; 
Thou,  beneath  whose  branches, 

Touch'd  with  moonlight  gleams, 
Lay  our  early  poets 
Wrapt  in  fairy  dreams. 
0  tree  of  our  fi&thcrs  !  0  hallow'd  tree  ! 
A  glory  is  gone  frt>m  our  home  with  thea 

Where  shall  now  the  weary 
Best  through  summer  evesi 

Or  the  bee  find  honey. 
As  on  thy  sweet  leaTos  t 
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Where  Bhall  now  the  nngdoTe 

Build  again  her  nest  1 
She  so  long  the  inmate 
Of  th J  fragrant  breast ! 
But  the  sons  of  the  peasant  have  lost  in  thee 
Far  more  than  the  ringdove,  fiir  more  than  the  bee! 

These  may  yet  find  coverts 

Leafy  and  profound. 
Full  of  dewy  dimness, 

Odour,  and  soft  sound  : 
But  the  gentle  memories 

Clinging  all  to  thee. 
When  sh^  they  be  gathered 

Round  another  tree  t 
0  pride  of  our  Others  !  0  hallow'd  tree  ! 
The  crown  of  the  hamlet  is  fiEJlen  in  thee  ! 


THE  BIRD  AT  SEA. 

Bird  of  the  greenwood  i 

Oh,  why  art  thou  here? 
Leaves  dance  not  o'er  thee^ 

Flowers  bloom  not  near. 
All  the  sweet  waters 

Far  hence  are  at  play — 
Bird  of  the  greenwood ! 

Away,  away ! 

Where  the  mast  quivers 

Thy  place  will  not  be. 
As  midst  the  waving 

Of  \vild-rose  and  tree. 
How  shouldst  thou  battle 

With  storm  and  with  spray  ? 
Bird  of  the  greenwood  ! 

Away,  away ! 

Or  art  thou  seeking 

Some  brighter  land. 
Where  by  the  south  wind 

Vine  leaves  are  lann'd  ? 
'Midst  the  wild  billows 

Why  then  delay  I 
Bird  of  the  greenwood ! 

Away,  away  I 

"  Chide  not  my  lingering 
Where  storms  are  dark; 

A  hand  that  hath  nursed  me 
Is  in  the  bark — 

A  heart  that  hath  cherish'd 
Through  winter  s  long  day : 


So  I  turn  from  the  greenwood. 
Away,  away  !** 


THE  DYING  GIRL  AND  FLOWERS. 


tbii«iIikBnM»Mi 


Vbmg  hft*c  tkair  Iw 


"  I  dMiiv  at  I  look  ea  thcw,  tbe 
Mvib.to  know  whether,  IndMd, 
whether  thej  hftve  no  inwinw,  no 
taf  Aitare  home  to  to  be  eeet  ?  or 
above,  ooljr  wroog ht  la  a 

**  Ooovcnatioaa  with 


Beab  them  not  from  grassy  dells 
Where  wild  bees  have  honey-cells ; 
Not  fit>m  where  sweet  water«ounds 
Thrill  the  greenwood  to  its  bolinds; 
Not  to  waste  their  scented  breath 
On  the  silent  room  of  Death  ! 

Kindred  to  the  breeze  they  are. 
And  the  glow-worm's  emerald  star. 
And  the  bird  whose  song  is  free. 
And  the  many-whispering  tree : 
Oh !  too  deep  a  love,  and  vain. 
They  would  win  to  earth  again. 

Spread  them  not  before  the  eyes 
Closing  fast  on  summer  skies  ! 
Woo  thou  not  the  spirit  back 
From  its  lone  and  viewless  track. 
With  the  bright  things  which  have  biiiL 
Wide  o'er  all  the  colour'd  earth ! 

With  the  violet's  breath  would  rise 
Thoughts  too  sad  for  her  who  dies  ; 
From  the  lily's  pearl-cup  shed. 
Dreams  too  sweet  would  haimt  her  beJ 
Dreams  of  youth — of  spring-time's  eves 
Music — beauty — all  she  leaves  ! 

Hush !  'tis  thou  that  dreaming  art. 
Calmer  is  her  gentle  hcarL 
Yes !  o'er  fountain,  vale,  and  grove. 
Leaf  and  flower,  hath  gush'd  her  love : 
But  that  passion,  deep  and  true. 
Knows  not  of  a  last  adieu. 

Types  of  lovelier  forms  than  these 
In  their  fragile  mould  she  sees ; 
Shadows  of  yet  richer  things. 
Bom  beside  immortal  springs. 
Into  fuller  glory  wrought. 
Kindled  by  surpassing  thought  t 
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Therefore,  in  the  lily's  leaf, 
She  can  read  no  word  of  grief; 
O'er  the  woodbine  she  can  dwell, 
Murmuring  not — Farewell  1  fistrewcll ! 
And  her  dim, 'yet  speaking  eye 
Orects  the  violet  solemnly. 

Therefore  once,  and  yet  again. 
Strew  them  o  cr  her  bed  of  pain  ; 
Fh>m  her  chamber  take  the  gloom 
With  a  light  and  flush  of  bloom : 
So  Bhotdd  one  depart,  who  goes 
Where  no  death  can  touch  the  rose  ! 


THE  IVY-SONG.i 

Oh  !  how  could  &ncy  crown  with  thtef 

In  ancient  days,  the  Qod  of  Wine, 
And  bid  thee  at  the  banquet  be 

Companion  of  the  Vinel 
Ivy !  iky  homo  is  where  each  sound 

Of  revelry  hath  long  been  o*er ; 
Where  song  and  beaker  once  went  round. 

But  now  are  known  no  more ; 

Where  long-fallen  gods  recline, 
•   There  the  place  is  thine. 

The  Roman,  on  his  battle-plains, 

Where  kings  before  his  eagles  bent, 
With  thee,  amidst  exulting  strains, 

Shadow*d  the  victor's  tent 
Though,  shining  there  in  deathless  green, 

Trinmphantly  thy  boughs  might  wave, 
Better  thou  lovest  the  silent  scene 

Around  the  victor's  grave — 

Urn  and  sculpture  half  divine 
Yield  their  place  to  thine. 

The  cold  halls  of  the  regal  dead, 

Where  lone  the  Italian  sunbeams  dwell, 
Where  hollow  sounds  the  lightest  tread — 

Ivy  1  th^  know  thee  well ! 
And  fiir  above  the  festal  vine 

Thou  wavest  where  once  proud  banners  hung, 
Where  mouldering  turrets  crest  the  Rhine — 

Hie  Rhine,  still  fresh  and  young  ! 

Tower  and  rampart  o'er  the  Rhine, 
Ivy !  all  are  thine  ! 

1  TliiitODf,  M  originally  written,  the  render  will  have  met 
rllh  to  aa  eaiilcr  part  of  this  publication,  (p.  354.)    Being 
leqmplale^y  rmodeUed  by  lin  HemaDi,  perfaape  no 
I  fv  ita  vi>biiertion  hare. 


High  from  the  fields  of  air  look  down 

Those  eyries  of  a  vanish'd  race. 
Where  harp,  and  battle,  and  renown. 

Have  pass'd,  and  left  no  trace. 
But  thou  art  there  ! — serenely  bright, 

MeotiDg  the  mountain-storms  with  bloom. 
Thou  that  wilt  climb  the  loftiest  height. 

Or  crown  the  lowliest  tomb  ! 
Ivy  I  Ivy  I  all  are  thine, 
F&lace,  hearth,  and  shrine. 

'Tis  still  the  same :  our  pilgrim-tread 

O'er  classic  plains,  through  deserts  free. 
On  the  mute  path  of  ages  fled. 

Still  meets  decay  and  thee. 
And  still  let  man  his  fiibrics  rear, 

August  in  beauty,  stem  in  power — 
Days  pass — thou  Ivy  never  sere,^ 

And  thou  shalt  have  thy  dower. 

All  are  thine,  or  must  be  thine — 
Temple,  pillar,  shrine ! 


THE  MUSIC  OF  ST  PATRICK'S. 

[The  dioral  mosic  of  St  Patridc'a  Cathedral,  Dublin,  is 
ahnoet  unrivalled  in  its  combined  powers  of  voice,  organ,  and 
sdentiflc  sicill.  The  majestic  harmony  of  effect  thus  produced 
is  not  a  little  deepened  by  the  character  of  the  church  itself, 
which,  though  small,  yet  with  its  dark  rich  fretwork,  knightly 
hdmets  and  banners,  and  old  monumental  efligies,  seems  all 
filled  and  overshadowed  by  the  spirit  of  chivalrous  antiquity. 
The  imagination  never  fifiils  to  recognise  it  as  a  fitting  scene 
for  high  solemnities  of  old— «  pkice  to  witness  the  solitary  vigil 
of  arms,  or  to  resound  with  the  fiueral  march  at  the  burial 
of  some  warlike  king.] 


"  All  tlM  eliolr 
Sang  Ballakyah,  at  tbt  MMind  of  nu.**— MiLToit. 


Again  !  oh  !  send  that  anthem-peal  again 
Through  the  arch'd  roof  in  triimiph  to  the  sky  ! 
Bid  the  old  tombs  ring  proudly  to  the  strain. 
The  banners  thrill  as  if  with  victory  ! 

Such  sounds  the  warrior  awe-struck  might  have 

heard. 
While  arm'd  for  fields  of  chivalrous  renown : 
Such  the  high  hearts  ofkings  might  well  have  stirr'd, 
While  throbbing  still  beneath  the  recent  croyra  ! 

Those  notes  once  more ! — ^they  bear  my  soul  away, 
They  lend  the  wings  of  morning  to  its  flight ; 

^  "  Te  myiilM  bcown,  and  ivy  ntw  sere.**— lyridM. 
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No  earthly  passion  in  th*  exalting  lay 
Whispers  one  tone  to  win  me  from  that  height 

All  is  of  Heaven  I    Tet  wherefore  to  mine  eye 
Gush  the  vain  tears  unhidden  from  their  aonrce, 
Even  while  the  waves  of  that  stroog  harmony 
Boll  with  my  spirit  on  their  sounding  course  ! 

Wherefore  must  nature  its  full  heart  reveal 
Thus  by  the  burst  of  sorrow's  token  shower  ! 
— Oh  !  is  it  not,  that  humbly  we  may  feel 
Our  nature's  limit  in  its  proudest  hour ) 

[The  mention  of  Ncnkannn'k  magnifioent  offfm-ptaqring 
bring*  to  ramembnnoe  one  great  enjoyment  of  UnHemanal 
resldenoe  in  Dublin— the  ezqoiiite  **  Minic  of  Bt  Fatriekl,** 
of  which  ahe  bai  reeordad  her  ImpieiwIoM  in  the  little  poem 
so  entitled.  Its  efieet  is,  indeed,  each  at,  onoe  heard,  can 
never  be  forgotten.  If  ever  earthij  music  can  be  $aii^fyitigt 
it  must  surely  be  sndi  as  this,  bringing  home  to  our  bosoms 
the  solemn  beauty  of  our  own  holly  litmgy,  with  all  its  precioos 
and  endeered  associations,  in  tones  thai  make  the  heart  swdl 
with  ecstasy,  and  the  egres  overflow  with  unbidden  tears. 
There  was  one  anthem,  frequently  heard  within  those  ancient 
walls,  ^(Hiich  Mrs  Hemans  used  to  q>eak  of  with  peculiar 
enthusiasm — that  from  the  Sd  Psalm — **  Lord,  how  are  they 
increased  that  trouble  me  !"*  The  consummate  skill  exhibited 
in  the  adaptation  of  sonnd  to  sense  in  this  noUe  eomposition 
ii,  in  troth,  most  admirable.  The  symphony  to  the  5th 
verse — **  I  laid  me  down  and  slept  ** — ^with  its  soft,  dreamy 
vibrations,  gentle  as  the  hovering  of  an  angd's  wing— the 
utter  abandon  t  the  melting  into  slumber,  implied  by  the  half- 
wbispered  words  that  came  breathing  as  from  a  world  of 
spirits — ahnost  **  steep  the  senses  in  forgetfulness,**  when  a 
sudden  outbreak,  as  it  were,  of  life  and  light,  bursts  ftvth  with 
the  glad  announcement,  *'  I  awaked,  for  the  Lord  sustained 
me;**  and  then  the  old  sombre  arches  ring  with  an  ahnost 
overpowering  peal  of  triumph,  bearing  to  Heaven's  gate  the 
exulting  chorus  of  the  6th  and  8th  verses. — Memoir^  p.  260-1.] 


KEENE ;  OR,  LAMENT  OF  AN  IRISH 
MOTHER  OVER  HER  SON. 

[This  lament  is  intended  to  imitate  the  peculiar  style  of  the 
Irish  Keenes,  many  of  which  are  distinguished  by  a  wild  and 
deep  pathos,  and  other  duuacteristics  analogous  to  those  of 
the  national  music] 

Darkly  the  cloud  of  night  comes  rolling  on ; 
Darker  is  thy  repose,  my  fair-hoir^d  son  ! 
Silent  and  dark ! 

There  is  blood  upon  the  threshold 
Whence  thy  step  went  forth  at  mom 

Like  a  dxuicer's  in  its  fleetncss, 
0  my  bright  first-bom  ! 


1  This,  and  the  fi%-e  following  songs,  have  been  set  to  music 
of  great  merit,  by  J.  Zeugfaeer  Herrmann  and  H.  F.  ChorlQr, 


At  the  glad  sound  of  that  footstep 
My  heart  within  me  smiled ; — 

Thou  wert  brou^t  me  back  all  silent 
On  thy  bier,  my  diild ! 

Darkly  the  doud  of  night  comes  rolling  on ; 
Darker  is  thy  repose,  my  fur-hair'd  son  ! 
Silent  and  dark ! 

I  thouc^t  to  see  thy  children 
Laugh  on  me  with  thine  eyes ; 

But  my  6orTX>w's  voice  is  lonely 
Where  my  life's  flower  lies. 

I  shall  go  to  sit  beside  thee. 
Thy  kindred's  graves  among ; 

I  shall  hear  the  tall  grass  Hamper — 
I  shall  not  hear  it  long. 

Darkly  the  cloud  of  nig^t  comes  rolling  on ; 
Darker  is  thy  repose,  my  fiur-hair*d  son  ! 
Silent  and  dark  1 

And  I,  too,  shall  find  slumber 
With  my  lost  one  in  the  earth ; — 

Let  none  light  up  the  ashes 
Again  on  our  hearth  ! 

Let  the  roof  go  down  ! — let  silenoe 

On  the  home  for  ever  fall. 
Where  my  boy  lay  cold,  and  heard  not 

His  lone  mother's  call ! 

Darkly  the  doud  of  night  comes  rolUng  on ; 
Darker  is  thy  repose,  my  £Bdr-hair'd  son  ! 
Silent  and  dark  ! 


FAR  AWAY.* 

Far  away  ! — my  home  is  far  away. 
Where  the  blue  sea  laves  a  mountain-shoi 

In  the  woods  I  hear  my  brothers  play. 
Midst  the  flowers  my  sister  sings  once  mo 
Far  away ! 

Far  away  ! — my  dreams  are  fiur  away. 
When  at  midnight  stars  and  shadows  reig: 
Gentle  child  P  my  mother  seems  to  say, 
"  Follow  me  where  home  shall  KmWt^  agaio 
Far  away  I" 


Esq.,  and  are  pohliabed  fai  a  set  by  Mr  Pimvr. 
permlsston  for  the  appearance  of  the 
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Far  away  ! — my  hope  is  fer  away^ 

Where  love's  yoice  young  gladness  may  restore. 
— 0  thou  dove  1  now  soaring  through  the  day. 

Lend  me  wings  to  reach  that  better  shore, 

Far  away  ! 


THE  LYBE  AND  FLOWER. 

A  LTRB  its  plainUye  Bweetnees  pour'd 

Forth  on  the  wUd  wind's  track ; 
The  stormy  wanderer  jarr'd  the  chord. 
But  gave  no  music  back. — 
0  child  of  song  1 
Bear  hence  to  heaven  thy  fire : 
What  hopest  thou  £rom  the  reckless  throng? 
Be  not  like  that  lost  lyre  1 
Not  like  that  lyre  I 

A  flower  its  leaves  and  odours  cast 

On  a  swift-roUing  wave ; 
Th'  unheeding  torrent  darkly  poss'd. 
And  back  no  treasure  gave. — 
0  heart  of  love  1 
Waste  not  thy  precious  dower : 
Turn  to  thine  only  home  above  ! 
Be  not  like  that  lost  flower  ! 
Not  like  that  flower  1 


SISTER !  SINCE  I  MET  THEE  LAST. 

SiBiXB  1  since  I  met  thee  last. 
O'er  thy  brow  a  change  hath  past. 
In  the  softness  of  thine  eyes. 
Deep  and  still  a  shadow  lies ; 
From  thy  voice  there  thrills  a  tone 
Never  to  thy  childhood  known ; 
Through  thy  soul  a  storm  hath  moved^ 
— Gentle  sister!  thou  hast  loved  1 

Yes  !  thy  varying  cheek  hath  caught 
Hues  too  bright  from  troubled  thought ; 
Far  along  the  wandering  stream 
Thou  art  foUow'd  by  a  dream ; 
In  the  woods  and  valleys  lone 
Music  haimts  thee,  not  thine  own  : 
Wherefore  £b11  thy  tears  like  rain? 
—Sister  1  thou  hast  loved  in  vain  ! 

Tell  me  not  the  tale,  my  flower  I 
On  my  bosom  pour  that  shower  ! 


Tdl  me  not  of  kind  thoughts  wasted ; 
Tell  me  not  of  young  hopes  blasted ; 
Wring  not  forth  one  burning  word. 
Let  thy  heart  no  more  be  stirred  ! 
Home  alone  can  give  thee  rest 
— ^Weep,  sweet  sister !  on  my  breast ! 


THE  LONELY  BIRD. 

From  a  ruin  thou  art  singing, 

0  lonely,  lonely  bird  1 
The  soft  blue  air  is  ringing, 

By  thy  summer  music  stirr'd. 
But  all  is  dark  and  cold  beneath. 

Where  harps  no  more  are  heard  : 
Whence  win'st  thou  that  exulting  breath, 

0  lonely,  lonely  bird) 

Thy  songs  flow  richly  swelling 

To  a  triumph  of  glad  sounds, 
As  from  its  cavern-dwelling 

A  stream  in  glory  bounds  ! 
Though  the  castle-echoes  catch  no  tone 

Of  human  step  or  word,  [done, 

Though  the  fires  be  qnench'd  and  the  feasting 

0  lonely,  lonely  bird  1 

How  can  that  flood  of  gladness 

Rush  through  thy  fiexy  lay. 
From  the  haimted  place  of  sadness. 

From  the  bosom  of  decay — 
While  the  diige-notes  in  the  breeze's  mooii. 

Through  the  ivy  garlands  heard, 
Come  blent  with  thy  rejoicing  tone, 

0  lonely,  lonely  bird  \ 

There's  many  a  heart,  wild  singer  ! 

Like  thy  forsaken  .tower, 
Where  joy  no  more  may  linger. 

Where  Love  hath  left  his  bower : 
And  there's  many  a  spirit  e'en  like  thee. 

To  mirth  as  lightly  stizr'd. 
Though  it  soar  from  ruins  in  its  glee, 

0  lonely,  lonely  bird  1 


DIROE  AT  SEA. 

SuEKP ! — ^we  give  thee  to  the  wave, 
Red  with  life-blood  from  the  brave. 
Thou  shalt  find  a  noble  grave. 
Faro  thee  w«U  \ 


\ 
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Sleep  !  thjr  Mlov;  £elil  is  won : 
Froodly  maf  the  funenl  gnu, 
Miilat  the  hiuh  at  let  of  sim, 
Boom  tb;  knell  I 

Looely,  lonel  j  a  t^j  bed, 
NoTGT  Ulbtc  msj  flower  ba  ahed, 
Mikrblo  nar'd,  or  bnther'g  head 
Bow'd  to  weep. 

Yet  tliy  record  on  tho  sea, 
Banie  through  buttle  high  and  free, 
LoDg  the  red-crom  Sag  shall  be. 
Sleep  I  oh,  ileep  \ 


riLGRiiTs  soya  to  the  evening  star. 

O  son  star  of  the  west  I 
GleaDung  &r, 

Thou'rt  guiding  all  thii^  home, 

Gentle  star! 
Tbaa  bring'st  &om  rock  and  mve 

The  Ma-bird  lo  her  ne«t, 

The  Lunlcr  ftom  the  hills. 

The  Gshcr  back  to  rest. 

light  of  a  thousimd  streaiiis, 

Qtcomiiig  Eu- ! 
O  soft  star  of  the  west ! 
Blessed  Btoj! 

Ko  bon'crj  roof  is  miuc, 

Ko  hearth  of  love  and  rest, 
Yet  guide  mo  TO  my  shrine, 

0  soft  star  of  the  west  I 
There,  there  my  home  shall  be. 

Heaven's  dew  shall  cool  my  broset, 
VDion  prayer  and  tear  gush  free, 

Osoft  star  of  the  wort  ! 

0  Hofl  bUit  of  the  werf. 

Gleaming  lor  '. 
Thou'rt  guiding  all  things  home. 

Oootle  Btar  i 

Shino  from  thy  rosy  hcaTpn, 

Four  joy  on  earth  and  sea! 

Shine  on,  though  no  aweet  eyes 

Look  forth  to  watch  for  me  '. 

Light  of  ■  thousand  atreams, 

deamiog  ahx  I 
0  Eofl  star  of  the  west ! 

Blessed  atari 


THE  MEETIXG  OF  THE  SHIF3. 


Two  bariu  met  on  the  deep  mid-aea, 
AVheil  calms  had  still'd  the  tide ; 

A  few  bright  days  of  lommef  glee 
There  found  them  side  t^  side. 

And  voices  of  the  fair  and  brave 
Bose  mingling  thenoa  in  mirth  ; 

And  sweetly  Boated  o'er  the  wave 
The  melodi«B  of  earth. 

Uoonlight  on  that  tone  Indian  Tman 
CIondlesB  and  lovely  slept ; 

While  dancing  step,  and  fectivs  stiwn 
Each  deck  in  triumph  sw^t. 


And  bands  were  link'd,  and  ta 
With  kindly  meaning  shone  ; 

Oh  !  brief  and  paning  sympothiea, 
lake  leaves  together  blown  ! 

A  little  while  such  joy  was  cast 

Over  tbo  deep's  repose, 
Till  the  loud  singing  winds  at  laf  t 

Like  tnimpet-musie  rose. 

And  proudly,  freely  on  their  way 
The  parting  vessels  boro ; 

In  calm  or  stoniii,  by  pock  or  bay. 
To  meet — ob,  nerer  more  \ 

NoTcr  to  blend  in  victory's  cbeeT. 

To  ^d  in  faonrs  of  woe  : 
And  thus  bright  spirita  mingle  here, 

Such  ties  ore  form'd  below ! 


COME  AWAY. 

Co«£  iwajl — the  child,  where  flowetsaretpnt^ 
Round  its  footsteps  on  tiie  mormtain^lopc^ 

Hcara  a  gled  voice  from  the  upland  singing. 
Lite  thoBiylark's  with  its  tone  of  hope: 
Come  away! 
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Joanding  on^  with  sunny  lands  before  him. 
All  the  wealth  of  glowing  life  outspread, 

Ire  the  shadow  of  a  oloud  comee  o'er  him. 
By  that  strain  the  youth  in  joy  is  led : 
Come  away  1 

lowly,  sadly,  hea^y  change  is  fiJling 
O'er  the  sweetness  of  the  voice  within; 

^'et  its  tones,  on  restless  manhood  calling, 
Ui^  the  hunter  still  to  chase,  to  win : 
Come  away  I 

• 

!ome  away  ! — the  heart  at  last  forsaken. 
Smile  by  smile,  hath  proved  each  hope  untrue; 

I'et  a  breath  can  still  those  words  awaken, 
Though  to  other  shores  far  hence  they  woo : 
Come  away  I  , 

n  the  light  leaves,  in  the  reed  s  fiiint  sighing. 
In  the  low,  sweet  sounds  of  early  spring, 

itill  their  music  wanders — till  the  dying 
Hears  them  pass,  as  on  a  spirit's  wiug : 
Come  away  1 


FAIR  HELEN  OF  KIRKCONNEL. 

[•«  FabHfllMi  of  Kirkconnel,"  as  ah*  Is  oalM  in  Um  Soot- 
«h  Mliutrelsy,  throwing  hcnelf  betwMn  har  bttrothed  lorar 
od  a  rival  by  whom  his  life  was  assaHsd,  rtodTCd  a  mortal 
-oaDd,and  died  in  the  arms  of  the  former.] 

Hold  me  upon  thy  faithful  heart. 
Keep  back  my  flitting  breath ; 

'Tis  early,  early  to  depart, 
Beloved  ! — ^yet  this  is  death  1 

Look  on  me  still — let  that  kind  eye 

Be  the  lost  light  I  see  ! 
Oh  !  sad  it  is  in  spring  to  die. 

But  yet  I  die  for  thee  I 

For  thee,  my  own  ! — thy  stately  head 

Was  never  thus  to  bow : 
Qive  tears  when  with  me  love  hath  fled, . 

True  love,  thou  know'st  it  now  ! 

Oh,  the  free  streams  look'd  bright,  where'er 

We  in  our  gladness  roved ; 
And  the  blue  skiea  were  very  fidr, 

0  friend  !  because  we  loved. 

Farewell  1 — I  bless  thee — live  thou  on 
When  this  young  heart  is  low ! 


Surely  my  blood  thy  life  hath  won— 
Clasp  me  once  more — I  go ! 


MUSIC  FROM  SHORE. 

A  souiYD  comes  on  the  rising  breez<^ 

A  sweet  and  lovely  soimd  I 
Piercing  the  tumult  of  the  seas 

That  wildly  dash  around. 

From  land,  fix>m  sunny  land  it  comes. 
From  hills  with  murmuring  trees. 

From  paths  by  still  and  happy  homes — 
That  sweet  sound  on  the  breeze. 

Why  should  its  fisdnt  and  passing  sigh 
Thus  bid  my  quick  pulse  leap  I 

No  part  in  earth's  glad  melody 
Is  mine  upon  the  deep. 

Yet  blessing,  blessing  on  the  spot 
Whence  those  rich  breathings  flow  ! 

Kind  hearts,  although  they  know  mo  not. 
Like  mine  there  beat  and  glow. 

And  blessing,  from  the  bark  that  roams 

O'er  solitary  seas, 
To  those  that  far  m  happy  homes 

Qive  Bweet  sounds  to  the  breeze  t 


«5 


LOOK   ON  ME  WITH  THY  CLOUDLESS 

EYEa 

Look  on  me  with  thy  cloudless  eyes, 
Truth  in  their  dark  transparence  lies ; 
Their  sweetness  gives  me  back  the  tears 
And  the  fVee  trust  of  early  years. 
My  gentle  child  1 

The  spirit  of  my  in&nt  prayer 
Shines  in  the  depths  of  quiet  there ; 
And  home  and  love  once  more  are  mine. 
Found  in  that  dewy  calm  divine, 
My  gentle  child  1 

Oh  1  heaven  is  with  thee  in  thy  dreams. 
Its  li^t  by  day  around  thee  gleams — 
Thy  smile  hath  gifts  from  vernal  skies : 
Look  on  me  with  thy  doodless  eycs^ 
My  gentle  child  I 
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IP  THOU  HAST  CKUSU'D  A  FLOWER. 


'Oh^cMktbMiiot 
I    In  tbta  blltar  world 
Hold  to  ttgr  bMrt  tlMt  (ml]r  tTCMnrc  tuA ; 
WAtdk— goard  It— «alfcr  noi  a  htmOk  to  dim 

TiM  briiM  rn^  pwitarr 


If  thou  hast  cruBh*d  a  flower. 

The  root  may  not  be  blighted; 
If  thou  hast  qiieiich*d  a  lamp. 

Once  more  it  may  be  lighted : 
But  on  thy  harp,  or  on  thy  lute, 

The  string  which  thou  hast  broken 
Shall  never  in  sweet  aoimd  again 

QiTe  to  thy  toudi  a  token ! 

If  thon  hast  loosed  a  bird 

Whose  voice  of  song  could  cheer  thee, 
Still,  still  he  may  be  won 

From  the  skies  to  warble  near  thee : 
But  if  upon  the  titmbled  sea 

Thou  hast  thrown  a  gem  unheeded, 
Hope  not  that  wind  or  wave  will  bring 

The  treason  back  when  needed. 

If  thou  hast  bndsed  avine. 

The  sommer^s  breath  is  healing, 
And  its  clusters  yet  may  glow 

Through  the  leaves  their  bloom  revealing : 
But  if  thou  hast  a  cup  o'erthrown 

With  a  bright  draught  fill'd— oh  !  never 
Shall  earth  give  back  that  lavish'd  wealth 

To  cool  thy  parch'd  lip's  fever  I 

The  heart  is  like  that  cup, 

If  thou  waste  the  love  it  bore  thee ; 
And  like  that  jewel  gone. 

Which  the  deep  will  not  restore  thee ; 
And  like  that  string  of  harp  or  Inte 

Whence  tiie  sweet  sound  is  scattered, — 
Qenily,  oh !  gently  touch  the  diords, 

So  soon  for  ever  shattei'd ! 


i 


BRIGHTLY  HAST  THOU  FLED. 

Briohtlt,  brightly  hast  thou  fled ! 
Ero  one  grief  had  boVd  thy  head  ! 

Brightly  didst  thou  part ! 
With  thy  young  thoughts  pure  from  spot, 
With  thy  fond  lore  wasted  not^ 

With  thy  boonding  heart 

Ne*er  by  sorrow  to  be  wet, 
Calmly  smiles  thy  pale  cheek  yet. 


Ere  with  dost  overspread  r 
lilieB  ne*er  by  tempest  blown. 
White  rose  whidi  no  stain  hath  known. 

Be  abont  thee  shed ! 

So  we  give  thee  to  the  earth. 
And  the  primrose  shall  have  Inrtii 

0*er  thy  gentle  head ; 
Thou  that,  like  a  dewdrop  borne 
On  a  sudden  breese  of  mom. 

Brightly  thus  bast  fled ! 


THE  BED  OF  HEATH. 

"SoLDiKB,  awake !  the  night  is  past; 
Hear^st  thou  not  the  bugle*s  blast  1 
Feel'st  thou  not  the  davspring^s  breath ' 
Rouse  thee  from  thy  bed  of  heath  ! 

Ann,  thou  bold  and  strong  J 
Soldier!  what  deep  spell  hath  bound  the 
Fiery  steeds  are  neighing  round  the 
Banners  to  the  fresh  wind  play : 
Rise,  and  arm — 'tis  day,  *tis  day ! 

And  thou  hast  slumber'd  long-** 

"  Brother  !  on  iJie  heathery  lea 
Longer  yet  my  sleep  must  be  ; 
Though  the  mom  of  battle  rise, 
Darkly  night  rolls  o  er  my  eyes — 

Brother,  this  is  death ! 
Call  me  not  when  bugles  sound. 
Call  me  not  when  wine  flows  round 
•Name  me  but  amidst  the  brave. 
Give  me  but  a  soldier^s  grave — 
But  my  bed  of  heath  !" 


FAIRY  SONG. 

Hate  ye  left  the  greenwood  lone. 
Are  your  steps  for  ever  gone  ) 
Fairy  King  and  Elfin  Queen, 
Come  ye  to  the  sylvan  scene. 
From  your  dim  and  distant  shore, 
Never  more  ? 

Shall  the  pilgrim  never  hear 
With  a  thrill  of  joy  and  fear. 
In  the  hush  of  moonlight  hoars. 
Voices  from  the  folded  flowers, 
Faint,  sweet  flute-notes  as  of  jvk% 
Never  more  t 
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^Mortal!  ne*er  Bhall bowen  of  eartb 

LOOK  ON  ME  THUS  NO  MORR 

Hear  again  our  midnight  mirth : 

By  our  brooks  and  dingles  green 

It  is  thy  pity  makes  me  weep. 

Since  imhallow'd  steps  have  been, 

My  soul  was  strong  before ; 

Ours  shall  thread  the  forests  hoar 

Silent,  yet  strong  its  griefe  to  keep 

NeTer  more. 

From  vainly  gushing  o'er. 

Turn  from  me,  turn  those  gentle  eyes  1 

**  Ne'er  on  earthbom  lily's  stem 

In  this  fond  gase  my  spirit  dies : 

Will  we  hang  the  dewdrop's  gem ; 

Look  on  me  thus  no  more  1 

Ne'er  shall  reed  or  cowsUp's  head 

Quiver  to  our  dancing  tread, 

Too  late  that  softness  comes  to  bless, 

By  sweet  fount  or  murmuring  shore — 

My  heart's  glad  lilb  is  o'er; 

Nevermore!" 

It  wiU  but  break  with  tenderness. 

Which  cannot  now  restore ! 

The  lyre«tring8  have  been  jarr'd  too  long^ 

WHAT  WOKE  THE  BURIED  SOUND. 

Winter  hath  touch'd  the  source  of  song ! 

Look  on  me  thus  no  more ! 

What  woke  the  buried  sound  that  lay 

In  Memnon's  harp  of  yore? 

What  spirit  on  its  Tiewless  way 

• 

Along  the  Nile's  green  shore  t 

O'ER  THE  PAR  BLUE  MOUNTAINS. 

Oh !  not  the  nighty  and  not  the  stonn. 

And  not  the  lightning's  fire ; 

O'kb  the  &r  blue  mountains. 

But  sunlight's  torch,  the  kind,  the  warm — 

O'er  the  white  sea-foam. 

This,  this  awoke  the  lyre. 

Comet,  thou  long-parted  one ! 

Back  to  thine  home. 

What  wins  the  heart's  deep  chords  to  pour 

Thus  music  forth  on  life — 

When  the  bright  fire  shineth, 

Like  a  sweet  voice  prevailing  o'er 

Sad  looks  thy  place, 

The  truant  sounds  of  strife  t 

While  the  true  heart  pineth 

Oh !  not  the  conflict  midst  the  throng, 

Missing  thy  fkce. 

Not  e'en  the  trumpefs  hour; 

Love  is  the  gifted  and  tha  strong, 

Music  is  sorrowfbl 

To  wake  that  music's  power  1 

Since  thou  art  gone ; 

Come  to  thine  own  ! 

SINQ  TO  ME,  QONDOLIKE ! 

SiNO  to  me.  Gondolier  1 

Hark  1  the  home-voices  call 

Sing  words  from  Tano's  lay; 

Back  to  thy  rest; 

While  blue,  and  still,  and  dear, 

Come  to  thy  father's  hall, 

Night  seems  but  softer  day. 

Thj  mother^s  breast ! 

The  gale  is  gently  fiUlin^ 

As  if  it  paused  to  hear 

O'er  the  fiv  blue  mountains^ 

Some  strain  the  past  recalling — 

O'er  the  white  sea-foam. 

Sing  to  me,  Gondolier ! 

Come,  thou  long-parted  one ! 

Back  to  thine  home. 

"  Oh,  ask  me  not  to  wake 

The  memory  of  the  brave ; 

Bid  no  high  numben  break 

0  THOU  BREEZE  OF  SPRING  1 

The  silence  of  the  wave. 

Gone  are  the  noble-hearted. 

0  THOU  breeze  of  spring, 

Closed  the  bright  pageants  liere ; 

GHaddening  sea  and  shore ! 

And  the  fgiaA  song  is  departed 

Wake  the  woods  to  sing; 

From  the  moaxBial  GondoUsrf* 

Wake  my  heart  no  more  I 
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Btnuns  hBTB  bit  the  tigfakg 

Rowen  h*T«  ihut  wiU>  fiidiDg  li^it— 

OTthy  acented  wing, 

Oood^ni^t! 

Let  a£b.  fount  replying 

Haa  tLee,  breeze  ofqaing! 

Qotonntt 

Oiu^morel 

If  vithis  that  Eocret  i:ell 

Cor  loDg-buiwd  Bowcn 

One  dork  fonu  of  memory  dwell. 

F™ingi«)tmvain, 

Be  it  mnnHcJ  from  ihj  aightr— 

OdounwMftahowen 

Good-nit^I 

Thou  host  brought  agaJn. 

L«t  the  priniroso  grecl  thee. 

Joy  be  thine ! 

Let  the  Tiolet  poor 

Incense  forth  to  meet  thee— 

Oo.  end  in  the  ipiiit-leiid 

WikB  mj  heart  do  more  ! 

Meet  thy  home'e  long-parted  bend; 

No  morel 

Be  their  eyes  all  love  end  light— 

Good-ni^t< 

From  s  funend  qth 

Bower'd  in  le«^  gloom. 

Peace  to  lUI 

Even  (Ay  soft  return 

CjiU  :j...r  ;.;■].„- .,i- bluuiii. 

EzOe  I  o'er  thy  woch  luy  glewu 

Leave  -my  Ejiirit  slrcpiog 

Fm  from  thine  own  maanl«ii-«treun>; 

Like  that  aileiit  thing 

Beid !  >wv  to  world*  man  bright— 

Stir  the  fijonta  of  ireeping 

Oood^ii^t! 

T^CT^  0  breece  of  ipriiig  1 
No  more! 

_ 



LET  BEB  DBPABT. 

COME  TO  ME,  DREAMS  OF  HEAVEN ! 

. 

Come  to  me,  dreuns  of  hekven  1 

My  Minting  spirit  bear 
On  your  bright  wingB,  by  morning  givcn> 

Up  to  celestial  air. 
Away — far,  6ir  away. 

From  bowers  by  tempests  iiTen, 
Fold  me  in  blue,  still,  clondlen  dar, 

0  bIcBBcd  dreams  of  hcsTea  I 

Come  but  for  one  brief  hour. 

Sweet  dream;    and  yet  again 
O'er  liuniing  thought  mhI  memory  shower 

YonreoftclTjciDjrnJn 
Waft  Lie  ..here  j^hIl'h  Uirinc, 

With  dork  clouds  ne'er  have  Btrircn, 
Where  living  fbunta  for  ever  shine — 

0  blessed  dreams  of  hesTcn  t 


GOOD-NIOHT. 

Dat  is  pael  t 
Stan  haTo  set  their  witch  at  latt ; 
Founts  that  through  the  deep  woods  flow 
Make  tweet  soonde,  unheerd  till  now; 


Heb  home  ia  &r,  oh !  br  away  ! 

The  clear  lij^t  in  her  eyes 
Hath  naught  to  do  with  earthly  day — 

'TIS  kindled  front  the  skies. 
Let  her  depart ! 

She  looks  upon  the  things  of  earth. 

Even  as  some  gentle  star 
Seems  gamng  down  on  grief  or  mirth. 

How  softly,  yet  bow  fa  \ 
Let  her  depart  ! 

Her  Epirit's  hope — her  boeom's  lore — 
Oh  \  coold  they  moont  and  fly  : 

She  never  sees  t,  wandering  dove. 
But  for  its  wings  to  aigh. 
Let  her  depart  1 

She  never  hcers  a  sofl  wind  beau- 
Low  music  on  ila  way. 

But  deems  it  sent  from  heaveoly  air 
For  her  who  cannot  stay. 
Let  her  depart ! 
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Pining  for  those  bright  bowers  and  streams 
A\liere  her  beloved  is  gone. 
Let  her  depart ! 


HOW  CAN  THAT  LOVE  SO  DEEP,  SO  LONR 

How  con  that  love  so  deep,  so  lone, 

So  faithful  unto  death. 
Thus  fitfully  in  laughing  tone, 

In  airy  word,  find  breath  1 

Kay  !  ask  how  on  the  dark  wave's  breast. 

The  lil/s  cup  may  gleam, 
Though  many  a  mournful  secret  rest 

Low  in  the  imfSathom'd  stream. 

That  stream  is  like  my  hidden  love. 

In  its  deep  current's  power ; 
And  like  the  play  of  words  above, 

That  lily's  trembling  flower. 


WATERrLILIES. 

A  FAIBY  SONG. 

Come  away,  elves ! — while  the  dew  is  sweet, 

Come  to  the  dingles  where  fairies  meet ! 

Know  that  the  lilies  have  spread  their  beUs 

O'er  all  the  pools  in  our  forest  dells ; 

Stilly  and  lightly  their  vases  rest 

On  the  quivering  sleep  of  the  water^s  breast. 

Catching  the  sunshine  through  leaves  that  throw 

To  their  scented  bosoms  an  emerald  glow ; 

And  a  star  from  the  depth  of  each  pearly  cup, 

A  golden  star  unto  heaven  looks  up. 

As  if  seeking  its  kindred  where  bright  they  lie. 

Set  in  the  blue  of  the  summer  sky. 

Come  away  !     Under  arching  boughs  we'll  float, 

Making  those  urns  each  a  fiuiy  boat ; 

Well  row  them  with  reeds  o'er  the  fountains  firee. 

And  a  tall  flag-leaf  shall  our  streamer  be ; 

And  we'll  send  out  wild  music  so  sweet  and  low. 

It  shall  seem  from  the  bright  flower^s  heart  to  flow. 

As  if  'twere  a  breeze  with  a  flute's  low  sigh. 

Or  water^lrops  train'd  into  melody. 

Come  away !  for  the  midsummer  sun  grows  strong, 

And  the  life  of  the  lily  may  not  be  long. 


THE  BROKEN  FLOWER. 

Oh!  wear  it  on  thy  heart,  my  love ! 
StiU,  Btm  a  Uttle  while ! 


Sweetness  is  lingering  in  its  leaves. 

Though  &ded  be  their  smile. 
Tct,  for  the  sake  of  what  hath  been. 

Oh,  cast  it  not  away  I 
'Twas  bom  to  grace  a  summer  scene, 

A  long,  bright,  golden  day. 
My  love  I 

A  long,  bright,  golden  day  I 

A  little  while  aroimd  thee,  love  ! 

Its  fragrance  yet  shall  ding, 
Telling,  that  on  thy  heart  hath  lain 

A  &ir,  though  &ded  thing. 
But  not  even  that  warm  heart  hath  power 

To  win  it  back  firom  fitte, — 
Oh  !  /  am  like  thy  broken  flower, 

Cherish'd  too  late,  too  late. 
My  love ! 

Cherish'd  alas !  too  late ! 


I  WOULD  WE  HAD  NOT  MET  AGAIN. 

I  woxJLD  we  had  not  met  again  ! 

I  had  a  dream  of  thee, 
Lovely,  though  sad,  on  desert-plain — 

Mournful  on  midnight 


What  though  it  haunted  me  by  night. 
And  troubled  through  the  day  1 

It  touch'd  all  earth  with  spirit-light. 
It  glorified  my  way  I 

Oh  !  what  shall  now  my  fidth  restore 

In  holy  things  and  &ir  1 
We  met — I  saw  thy  soul  once  more — 

The  world's  breath  had  been  there  ! 

i 

Yes !  it  was  sad  on  desert-plain. 
Mournful  on  midnight  sea ; 

Yet  would  I  buy  with  life  again 
That  one  deep  dream  of  thcc  ! 


FAIRIES'  RECALL. 

Whili  the  blue  is  richest 

In  the  starry  sky. 
While  the  softest  shadows 

On  the  greensward  lie, 
While  the  moonlight  slumberi 

In  the  lily's  urn, 
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Bdg^  elT60  of  tho  wild-wood  I 
Oh  1  xetum,  return  1 

Bound  the  forest^ountun. 

On  the  riverfihor^ 
Let  your  Bilreiy  lan^ter 

Echo  yet  onoe  more ; 
While  the  joyous  bounding 

Of  your  dewy  feet 
Rings  to  thai  old  chonu — 

"  The  daily  is  so  sweet !"' 

Obenml  Titanial 

Bid  your  starlight  mirth 
T^th  the  song  of  Aron 

Quit  this  work-day  earth? 
Yet^  while  green  leaves  glistexi^ 

And  while  bright  stars  bum. 
By  that  magio  memory. 

Oh  !  return,  return  ! 


THE  HOCK  BESIDE  THE  SEA. 


OhI  teU  me  not  the  woods  are 

Now  Spring  is  on  her  way  1 
Well,  well  I  know  how  brightly  there 

In  joy  the  young  leaves  play ; 
How  sweet  on  winds  of  mom  or  eve 

The  violet's  breath  may  be ; — 
Tet  ask  me,  woo  me  not  to  leave 

My  lone  rock  by  the  sea. 

The  wild  wave's  thunder  on  the  shore. 

The  curlew's  restless  cries. 
Unto  my  watching  heart  are  more 

Than  all  earth's  melodies. 
■Come  back,  my  ocean  rover !  come  ! 

There's  but  one  place  for  me, 
Till  I  can  greet  thy  swift  sail  home--^ 

My  lone  rock  by  the  sea ! 


0  YE  VOICES  GONE  \ 

0  ye  voices  gone  ! 

Sounds  of  other  years  I 
Hush  that  haunting  tone. 

Melt  me  not  to  tears  t 
All  around  foiget. 

All  who  loved  you  well ; 
Yet,  sweet  voices  1  yet 

O'er  my  soul  ye  swelL 
Bm  the  fairies*  chorui  In  Chsoocr^  "  Floww  and  the  LeaL' 


With  the  winds  of  qpring, 

With  the  breath  of  flowets. 
Floating  back,  ye  bring 

Thoughts  of  vanish'd  hours. 
Hence  your  music  take, 

0  ye  voices  gone  I 
This  lonely  heart  ye  make 

But  more  deeply  lone. 


BY  A  MOUNTAIN-STREAM  AT  REST. 

Bt  a  mountain-stream  at  rest. 
We  found  the  warrior  lying* 
And  around  his  noble  breast 
A  banner  clasp'd  in  dying : 
Dark  and  still 
Was  every  hiU, 
And  the  winds  of  night  were  mghing. 

Last  of  his  noble  race. 

To  a  lonely  bed  we  bore  him — 
'Twas  a  green,  still,  solemn  place. 
Where  the  mountain-heath  waves  o'er  his 
Woods  slone 
Seem  to  moan. 
Wild  streams  to  deplore  him. 

Yet,  from  festive  hall  and  lay 

Our  sad  thoughts  oft  are  flying 
To  those  dark  hiUs  far  away. 
Where  in  death  we  found  >i^wi  lying ; 
On  his  breast 
A  banner  press'd. 
And  the  night-wind  o'er  him  sighing. 


IS  THERE  SOME  SPIRIT  SIGHING  \ 

Is  there  some  Spirit  sighing 

With  sorrow  in  the  air) 
Can  weary  hearts  be  dying. 

Vain  love  repining  ihert  t 
If  not,  then  how  can  that  wild  wail. 

0  sad  .£olian  lyre  I 
Be  drawn  forth  by  the  wandering  p*u 

From  thy  deep  thrilling  vm«  I 

No,  no  1— thou  dost  not  borrow 
That  sadness  from  the  wind. 

Nor  are  those  tones  of  sorrow 
In  thee,  0  haip  !  enshiined; 


MISCELLANEOUS  LYRICS. 


567 


But  in  our  own  hearts  deeply  set 
Lies  the  true  quivering  lyre, 

Whence  love,  and  memory,  and  regret 
Wake  answers  from  thy  wire. 


THE  NAME  OF  ENGLAND. 

The  trumpet  of  the  battle 

Hath  a  high  and  thrilling  tone ; 

And  the  firsts  deep  gun  of  an  ooean-fight 
Dread  music  all  its  own. 

But  a  mightier  poller,  my  England  I 

Is  in  that  nama  of  thine, 
To  strike  the  fire  from  ereiy  heart 

Along  the  bannei'd  line. 

iVoudly  it  wc^  the  spirits 

Of  yore,  the  brtTe  and  true. 
When  the  bow  was  bent  on  Cressy'e  field. 

And  the  yeoman's  arrow  flew. 

And  proudly  hath  it  floated 

Through  the  battles  of  the  sea,        [play*d 
When  the  red-cross  flag  o*er  smoke-wreaths 

Like  the  lightning  in  its  glee. 

On  rook,  on  wa;ve,  on  bastion. 

Its  edioes  hare  been  known ; 
Bv  a  thousand  streams  the  heaits  lie  low 

That  hare  answered  to  its  tcme. 

A  thousand  ancient  moantains 

Its  pealing  note  hath  stiir'd, — 
Sound  on,  and  on,  for  enrermovBy 

0  thou  Tiotorious  word  ! 


OLD  NORWAY. 


A  MOUNTAIN  WABrSONO. 


[•*  To  a  Nonvegian,  tbt  words  Qamii  Norgi  (Old  Norway) 
have  a  ipell  in  th«m  immediate  and  powerfiil :  thij  cannot 
be  redsted.  QcmU  Norffi  Is  beard,  In  an  Instaiit,  repeated 
bj  erery  voloe ;  the  glasses  are  iUed,  raised,  and  drained— 
not  a  drop  is  left ;  and  then  borsts  forth  the  standlaDeoas 
cboms  '  For  Ncrgit*  the  national  song  of  Norway.  Here, 
(at  Cbristiansand,)  and  In  a  hnndred  other  Instaness  In 
Norway,  I  have  seen  the  character  of  a  company  enttrsly 
changed  by  the  chance  IntrodneCkm  of  the  eKptessfon  <kmU 
Vorgi.    The  giavest  dlscosrion  b  instantly  hitenuitted ;  and 


one  might  suppose  for  the  moment  tliat  the  party  was  a  party 
of  patriots,  assembled  to  commemorate  some  national  anni- 
versaiy  of  freedom.**— -Dskwbnt  CoirwAY'a  Pergonal  Nar- 
rative Ufa  JfMTMff  Vknmgik  Vorway  and  Bfuxdm, 

The  following  words  have  been  published,  as  arranged  to  the 
spirited  national  air  of  Norway,  by  Charles  Graves,  Esq.] 

Abibe  !  Old  Norway  sends  the  word 

Of  battle  on  the  blast ; 
Her  Toioe  the  fereat  pines  hath  stirr'd. 

As  if  a  stonn  went  past ; 
Her  thousand  hills  the  call  have  heard. 

And  forth  their  fire-flags  cast 

Arm,  arm,  free  hunters  I  for  the  chase, 

The  kingly  chase  of  foes  I 
'Tie  not  the  bear  or  wild  wolTs  moe 

Whose  trampling  shakes  the  snows : 
Aim,  arm  1  'tis  on  a  nobler  trace 

Hie  northern  spearman  goe& 

Oor  hills  have  daik  and  strong  defiles. 

With  many  an  icy  bed ; 
Heap  there  the  rocks  for  funeral  piles 

Above  the  invader's  head  1 
Or  lei  the  seaa,  that  guard  our  ialei^ 

Qive  burial  to  his  dead  1 


COHE  TO  ME,  GENTLE  SLEEPI 

[**  BIrs  Hemans  writes  for  all  tastes  and  for  all  ages,  as 
well  as  for  an  nations,  and  therefore  she  may  do  well  to  write 
in  an  sorts  of  st]te  and  manner.  Aad.at  an  events,  she  who 
pleases  othon  so  w«n,  may  be  aOowvd  ai  Unas  to  please  her- 
seUl  Such  stnina  as  the  foUowfai(  might  eooCbe  the  ear  of 
Rhadamanthns,  and  charm  Gerbems  to  dumber.  **—£^{ec(ie 
Jfevinr,  1834.] 

Come  to  mo,  gentle  Sleep  ! 

I  pine,  I  pine  for  thee ; 
Come  with  thy  speUi^  the  aoft»  the  deep. 

And  Mi  my  spirit  free  I 
Each  lonely,  burning  thought 

In  twilight  languor  steep — 
Come  to  the  fbll  hearty  long  o'erwroue^ 

O  gentle,  gentle  Sleep  1 

Come  with  thine  urn  of  dew. 
Sleep,  gentle  Sleep  1  yet  bring 

No  voice,  love's  yeaniing  to  renew, 
Ko  vision  on  thy  wing ! 

(}ome,  as  to  folding  flowen^ 
To  birds  in  forests  deq>— 

Long;  daik,  and  dvsamleis  be  thine  hoaub 
0  gentle,  gentle  Sleep  ! 
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SCENES  AND  HYMNS  OF   LIFE, 

TO 

WILLIAM  WORDSWORTH,  ESQ., 

IN  TOKEN  OF  OKKP  BESFSCT  FOB  HIS  CHARACTEB,  AND  FERVENT  GRATITUDE 
FOR  MORAL  AND  INTBLLECTUAL  BENEFIT  DERDTED  FROM  REVERENTIAL  COMMUNION  WITH  THE  SFIBIT 

OF  HIS  POETRT,  THIS  VOLUME  IB  AFFEGTIONATELT  INSCRIBED  BT 

FEUCIA  HEMANS.1 


pKsrACB.— I  trust  I  ihall  not  be  accuied  of  presumption  for  the  endearoor  which  I  have  here  made  to  enkise,  in 
lome  degree,  the  qihere  of  rellgioas  poetry,  by  aseodating  with  Its  themes  more  of  the  emotions,  the  aflbctloDS,  and  even  the 
purer  imaginative  enjoyments  of  daily  life,  than  may  have  been  hitherto  admitted  witliin  the  hallowed  cixcle. 

It  has  been  my  wish  to  portray  the  rdigions  spirit,  not  alone  in  its  meditative  Joys  and  solitary  aspiraUons,  (the  pootfc 
embodying  of  which  seems  to  require  finom  the  reader  a  state  of  mind  already  separated  and  eialted,)  bat  UkewiK  ia  fhost 
active  influences  upon  human  life,  so  often  called  Into  victorious  energy  by  trial  and  conflict,  though  too  often  abo,  Bke  the 
upward-striving  flame  of  a  mountain  watch-fire,  borne  down  by  tempest-showers,  or  swayed  by  the  cumnt  (tf  oppoeinf  viada 

I  have  sought  to  represent  that  spirit  as  penetrating  the  gloom  of  the  prison  uid  the  deathbed,  bearing  *'  healing  os  tti 
wings  "  to  the  agony  of  parting  love— strenjgthening  the  heart  of  the  wayfarer  for  **  perils  In  the  wildemees  "--iMdeBfag  tlis 
domestic  walk  through  field  and  woodland— «nd  springing  to  life  in  the  soul  of  childhood,  along  with  its  eariiest  ntJoidnt  psr- 
oeptions  of  natural  beauty. 

Cfrcumstanoes  not  altogether  under  my  own  control  have,  for  the  present,  interiiered  to  pfevent  the  fiiller  duvelop- 
ment  of  a  plan  which  I  yet  hope  more  worthily  to  mature ;  and  I  lay  this  little  volume  before  the  pablie  with  thai  daip 
sense  of  defldenoy  which  cannot  be  more  impreesively  taught  to  human  powws  than  by  their  reverential  appttcatioa  to 
things  divine. — ^Felicia  Hsmaits.  lOL 


THE  ENGLISH  MARTYRS; 

A  SCENE  OF  THE  DATS  OF  QUEEN  MARY. 

"TliyflM* 
1*  all  at  oooe  wptmA  ortr  with  a  oahn 
Mora  Saaatlfbl  tfaan  alMp,  or  mirth,  or  Joy ! 
I  am  no  mora  diaoooMlatt."  Wiuoir. 

Scene  L — A  Prison. 

Edith  alone. 

Edith.  Mom  onoe  again !  Mom  in  the  lone,  dim 
The  eavem  of  the  prisoner's  fever-dream ;     [cell, 

\}  The  long-contemplated  collection  of  Keener  and  Bjfmns 
^L\ft  was  published  soon  after  the  two  little  volumes  above 
alluded  to.  In  her  original  dedication  of  this  work  to  Mr 
Wordsworth,  Mrs  Hemans  had  given  free  scope  to  the  ex- 
pression of  her  sentiments,  not  only  of  veneration  for  the 
poet,  but  of  deep  and  grateftil  regard  for  the  friend.  From 
a  fear,  however,  that  delioac^  on  Mr  Wordsworth's  part 
might  prevent  his  wishing  to  receive,  in  a  public  form,  a 
testimonial  of  so  much  private  feeling  from  a  living  individual, 
the  intended  letter  was  suppreesed,  and  its  substantial  ideas 
conveyed  in  the  brief  Inscription  whidi  was  finaUy  pr^ized 
to  the  volume.  It  is  now  hoped  that  all  such  objections  to 
its  publication  have  vanished,  and  that  the  revered  friend  to 
whom  it  was  addressed  will  receive  it  as  the  heart^tribute  of 


And  mom  on  all  the  green,  rejoicing  hills. 
And  the  bright  waters  round  the  prisoner's  home, 
Far,  far  away  I    Now  wakes  the  eaiiy  Inrd, 
That  in  the  lime's  transparent  foliage  sings. 
Close  to  my  cottage-lattice — he  awakes^ 
To  stir  the  young  leaves  with  his  gushing  soul, 
And  to  call  forth  rich  answers  of  delight 
From  voices  buried  in  a  thousand  trees 
Through  the  dim,  stany  hoxirs.  Now  doth  the  hka 
Darken  and  flash  in  rapid  interchange 
Unto  the  matin  breeze ;  and  the  blue  mist 
Rolls,  like  a  furling  banner,  from  the  brows 
Of  the  forth-gleaming  hills  and  woods  that  rise 

one  to  whom  flattery  was  unknown— as  consecrated  by  (fai 
solemn  truth  of  a  voioe  from  the  grave. 

Intended  Dedication  of  the  **  Scenes  and  Hpmnt  i/mt," 
to  William  Wordeworth,  E$q. 

"My  dear  Sir, 

"  I  earnestly  wish  that  the  Uttle  vohime  here  ia- 
Bcribed  to  you,  in  token  of  affectionate  veneration,  were  per- 
vaded by  more  numerous  traces  of  those  strengthening  and 
eievathig  influences  which  breathe  ttata  all  your  poeliy** 
poww  to  virtue  friendly.'  I  wish,  too,  that  aoeh  a  token 
could  more  adequately  convey  my  deep  senae  of  giatitndt  te 
moral  and  inteUeetnal  benefit  long  derived  from  the  atady  of 
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Aa  if  new-bora.    Bright  world  I  and  I  am  here  ! 
And  thou,  Othou !  the  awakeningthought  of  whom 
Was  more  than  dayspring,  dearer  than  the  sun, 
Herbert  I  the  very  glance  of  whose  clear  eye 
Made  my  soul  melt  away  to  one  pure  fount 
Of  living,  boimding  gladness  ! — ^where  art  thcu  ! 
My  Mend  1  my  only  and  my  blessed  love  ! 
Herbert,  my  soul's  companion  ! 

Gomez,  a  Spanish  Priest,  enters. 

Gom,  Daughter,  hail ! 
I  bring  thee  tidings. 

£d.  Heaven  will  aid  my  soul 
Calmly  to  meet  whate'er  thy  lips  announce. 

Oom,  Nay,  lift  a  song  of  thanksgiving  to  heaven, 
And  bow  thy  knee  down  for  deliverance  won  ! 
Hast  thou  not  pray'd  forlifel  andwouldst  thou  not 
Once  more  be  free  ! 

Ed.  Have  I  not  pray'd  for  lifel 
I,  that  am  so  beloved  !  that  love  again    [know'st 
With  such  a  heart  of  tendrils  1    Heaven  !  thou 
The  gushings  of  my  prayer  !    And  would  I  not 
Once  more  be  free  1    I  that  have  been  a  child 
Of  breezy  hills,  a  playmate  of  the  fitwn 
In  ancient  woodlands  from  mine  in£uicy  ! 
A  watcher  of  the  clouds  and  of  the  stars, 
Beneath  the  adoring  silence  of  the  night ; 
And  a  glad  wanderer  with  the  happy  streams. 
Whose  laughter  fills  the  mountains  !    Oh !  to  hcai* 
Their  blessed  sounds  again  ! 

Gom.  Rejoice,  rejoice ! 
Our  queen  hath  pity,  maiden  !  on  thy  youth ; 
She  wills  not  thou  shouldst  perish.    I  am^me 
To  loose  thy  bonds. 

Ed.  And  shall  1  tee  his  face,   » 
And  shall  I  listen  to  his  voice  again. 
And  lay  my  head  upon  his  fSaithfiil  breast. 
Weeping  there  in  my  gladness  1     WiU  this  be  ? 
Blessings  upon  thee,  father !  my  quick  heart 
Hath  decm'd  thee  stern — say,  wilt  thou  notfoxgive 
The  wayward  child,  too  long  in  sunshine  reared — 


tfaat  poetiy— for  the  perpetual  foantalnsof  <  lerioai  &ithuid 
inward  glee  *  which  I  have  nerer  fSidled  to  diecoter  amidst  its 
pore  and  lofty  region»— for  the  fresh  green  places  of  reftige 
whidi  it  has  offered  me  hi  many  an  hour,  when 

'The  ftvtfbl  allr 
Vnprofltebic,  end  tht  fwtr  of  tbt  world 
Ba?«  hojv  upon  tht  baailafi  of  mj  bMurt  {* 

and  when  I  have  foand  in  yonr  thoogfats  and  images  such 
relief  as  the  Tision  of  yoor  « Sylvan  Wye '  may,  aft  similar 
times,  have  afforded  to  yonrsalf. 

'*  Hay  I  be  permitted,  on  the  present  ooeasioa,  to  record 
my  un&dbig  recollections  of  enjoyment  from  your  society— 
of  delight  in  having  heard  fkom  your  own  Hpe,  and  amidst 


Too  long  unused' to  chastening)    Wilt  thou  not  1 
But  Herbert,  Herbert !    Oh,  my  soul  hath  rush'd 
On  a  swift  gust  of  sudden  joy  away, 
Foigetting  all  beside  I    Speak,  father !  speak  ! 
Herbert — is  he,  too,  fi«e  ? 

Chm.  His  freedom  lies 
In  his  own  choice — a  boon  like  thine. 

Ed,  Thy  words 
Fall  changed  and  cold  upon  my  boding  heart 
Leave  not  this  dim  suspense  o'ershadowing  me  ; 
Let  all  be  told. 

Gom.  The  monarchs  of  the  earth 
Shower  not  their  mighty  gifts  without  a  claim 
Unto  some  token  of  true  vassalage. 
Some  mark  of  homage. 

Ed.  Oh  !  unliketo  ffim 
Who  freely  pours  the  joy  of  sunshine  forth. 
And  the  bright,  quickening  rain,  on  those  who  serve 
And  those  who  heed  Him  not ! 

Gom,  {laying  a  paper  before  her.)  Is  it  so  much 
That  thine  own  hand  should  set  the  crowning  seal 
To  thy  deliverance  ?    Look,  thy  task  is  here  I 
Sign  but  these  words  for  liberty  and  life. 

Ed.  (examining  and  then  throwing  it  from  her.) 
Sign  but  these  words!  and  wherefore  saidst  thou  not 
— "  Be  but  a  traitor  tp  God's  light  withm  1 " 
Cruel,  oh  cruel !  thy  dark  sport  hath  been 
With  a  yoimg  bosom's  hope  I  Farewell,  glad  life  ! 
Bright  opening  path  to  love  and  home,  farewell ! 
And  thou — now  leave  me  with  my  Qod  alone  ! 

Gom.  Dost  thou  reject  heaven's  mercy? 

Ed,  Heaven's  1  doth  heaven 
Woo  the  free  spirit  for  dishonour'd  breath 
To  sell  its  birthright  1 — doth  heaven  set  a  price 
On  the  clear  jewel  of  imsullicd  futh, 
And  the  bright  calm  of  conscience  1  Priest,  away ! 
God  hatl^  been  vrith  me  midst  the  holiness 
Of  England's  mountains.   Not  in  sport  alone  [up 
I  trod  their  heath-flowers;  but  high  thoughts  rose 
From  the  broad  shadow  of  the  enduring  rocks. 
And  wander'd  with  me  into  solemn  glens, 


your  own  lovely  mountain-land,  many  of  thoee  compositions, 
Uie  remembrance  of  which  will  ever  spread  over  its  liills  and 
waters  a  softer  coloaring  of  spirltoal  beauty  ?  Let  me  also 
express  to  yon,  as  to  a  dear  and  most  honoored  fHend,  my 
fervent  wishes  for  your  long  enjoyment  of  a  widely-«xt«nded 
infloence,  which  cannot  but  be  blessed  of  a  domsstle  Ufs, 
encircling  you  with  yet  nearer  and  deeper  sources  of  happi- 
ne« ;  and  of  thoee  eternal  hopes,  on  whose  foundation  you 
have  bunt,  ae  a  Christian  poet,  the  noble  stracture  of  your 


"  I  nij  upon  your  IdndneM,  my  dear  Sir,  for  an  indulgent 
reoeptioii  of  taj  oAring,  liowever  lowly,  since  you  wIU  fsel 
assured  of  the  sincerity  with  whidi  it  Is  presented  by  your 

FsueiA  HsMAirt.*^ 


\. 
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Wliero  my.Boul  fei:t  tke  beauty  of  Uis  woid. 
I  have  beard  Yoices  of  immortal  trath. 
Blent  with  the  everlasting  torreQt«ounds 
That  make  the  deep  hills  tremble. — Shall  I  quail? 
Shall  England  8  daughter  ainki    No!  He  who  there 
Spoko  to  my  heart  in  siLenoe  and  in  stonn. 
Will  not  forsake  His  child ! 

Qom,  (turning  from  her,)  Then  perish  !  loet 
In  thine  own  blindness  1 

£cL  {niddenly  throwing  heri^^  his  fid.) 
Father !  hear  me  yet  1 
Oh  !  if  the  kindly  touch  of  human  love 
Hath  ever  wann'd  thy  breast 

Oom,  Away — away  1 
I  know  not  love. 

£d,  Tet  hear  !  if  thou  hast  known 
The  tender  sweetness  of  a  mother's  voice — 
If  the  true  vigil  of  affection's  eye 
Hath  watch'd  thy  childhood — iffondteanhavee'er 
Been  showered  upon  thy  head — ^if  parting  words 
E'er  pierced  thy  spirit  with  their  tenderness — 
Let  me  but  look  upon  hii  &ce  once  more. 
Let  me  but  say — ^Farewell,  my  soul's  beloved  ! 
And  I  will  bleas  thee  BtiU  I 

Gom.  {emdt)  Her  soul  may  yield. 
Beholding  him  in  fotters ;  woman's  fiuth 
Will  bend  to  woman's  love. 

Thy  prayer  is  heard ; 
Follow,  and  I  will  guide  thee  to  his  celL 

Ed.  0  stormy  hour  of  agony  and  joy  ! 
But  I  shall  see  him — I  shall  hear  his  voice  ! 

[They  go  out. 


Scene  IL — Another  part  of  the  Prison, 

Herbert,  Edith. 

Ed,  Herbert !  my  Herbert !  is  it  thus  we  meet] 
Her.  The  voice  of  my  own  Edith  I    Can  such  joy 
Light  up  this  place  of  death  1    And  do  I  feel 
Thy  breath  of  love  once  more  upon  my  cheek. 
And  the  soft  floatiDg  of  thy  gleamy  hair. 
My  blessed  Edith  1    Oh,  so  pale  !  so  changed  ! 
My  flower,  my  blighted  flower!  thou  that  wert  made 
For  the  kind  fostering  of  sweet,  summer  airs, 
How  hath  the  storm  been  with  thee  1  Lay  thy  head 
On  this  true  breast  again,  my  gentle  one  1 
And  tell  me  all. 

Ed,  Yes  !  take  me  to  thy  heart. 
For  I  am  weary,  weary  !     Oh  1  that  heart  1 
The  kind,  the  brave,  the  tender  ! — ^how  my  soul 
Hath  sicken'd  in  vain  yearnings  for  the  balm 
Of  rest  on  that  warm  heart ! — full,  deep  repose ! 
One  draught  of  dewy  stillness  after  storm  ! 


And  Qod  hath  pitied  me,  and  I  am 
Tet  once  befkNW  I  die. 

Her,  They  caiMior  slay 
One  youngs  and  meek,  and  beantifal  as 
My  broken  lily  1    Surely  the  long  dagrs 
Of  the  dark  oell  have  been  enough  for  tkse/ 
Oh !  thou  ehalt  live,  and  raise  thy  gncioiw  hend 
Tet  in  calm  sunshine^  * 

Ed,  Herbert !  I  have  cast 
The  snare  of  proferr'd  mercy  firom  my  boo]. 
This  very  hour.    Ood  to  the  weak  hath  givea 
Victory  o'er  life  and  death.    The  ton^iier  •  pnse 
Hath  been  rejected — Herbert^  I  must  die. 

Ber.  0  Edith !  Edith  1  I,  that  led  thee  finfc 
From  the  old  path  wherein  thy  fatbcis  trod-* 
I,  that  received  it  as  an  angeTs  tsak. 
To  pour  the  finesh  li^t  on  thine  szdent  aoolt 
Which  drank  it  as  a  sunflower — I  hste  beoi 
Thy  guide  to  death. 

Ed,  To  heaven  J  my  goide  to  heaven. 
My  noble  and  my  blessed  I     Oh  1  look  np. 
Be  strong,  rejoice,  my  Herbert !     But  £Dr  Am, 
How  could  my  spirit  have  apnmg  up  to  Qod 
Through  the  daik  doud  vdiich  o'er  its  visuAbn^ 
The  night  of  fear  and  error  T — ^thy  dear  hand 
first  raised  that  veil,and  showed  the  g^orioMiwMM 
My  heritage  beyond.    Friend !  Iotq^  and  frknd ! 
It  was  as  if  thou  gavest  me  mine  own  aoul 
In  those  bright  days !  Tes  1  a  newearth  a&d  heaves. 
And  a  new  sense  for  all  their  splendouxs  bom — 
These  were  thy  gifts ;  and  shall  I  not  rejoioe 
To  die,  upholding  their  inmiortal  worth. 
Even  for  thy  sake  ]    Tes  1  fill'd  with  nobler  lilt 
By  thy  pure  love,  made  holy  to  the  truth. 
Lay  me  upon  the  altar  of  thy  God, 
The  first  fruits  of  thy  ministry  below — 
Thy  work,  thine  own  ! 

ffer.  My  love,  my  sainted  love  ! 
Oh  I  I  can  almost  yield  thee  unto  heaven ; 
Earth  would  but  suUy  thee  !    Thou  must  depK^ 
With  the  rich  crown  of  thy  celeBtial  gifts 
Untainted  by  a  breath.     And  yet,  alas  ! 
Edith  !  what  dreams  of  holy  h^pinesa,      [hooie^ 
Even  for  this  world,  were  ours  ! — the  low  sweet 
The  pastoral  dwelling,  with  its  ivied  porch. 
And  lattice  gleaming  through  the  leavee — and  thoa 
My  life's  companion  !    Thou,  beside  my  hearth, 
Sitting  with  thy  meek  eyes,  or  greeting  me 
Back  from  brief  absence  with  thy  beunding  stepr 
In  the  green  meadow-path,  or  by  my  cade 
Kneeling — thy  calm  ufdified  hoB  to  mms^ 
Id  the  sweet  hush  of  prayer!  And  now'—fsh,  now!— 
How  have  we  loved — how  fervently  !  how  k^* 
And  this  to  be  the  dose  1 


Ed.  Oh  I  bear  me  up 
Against  the  unutterable  tendemeai 
Of  earthly  lore,  my  Gbd  I—in  the  siok  hour 
Of  dying  human  hope,  forsake  me  not  J 
Herbert,  my  Herbert !  even  from  that  sweethome 
Where  it  had  been  too  much  of  Paradise    [hand 
To  dwell  with  thee — eyen  thence  the  oppressor  s 
Might  soon  have  torn  us ;  or  the  touch  of  death 
Might  one  day  there  hare  left  a  widowed  heart, 
Pining  alone.    We  will  go  hence,  beloved  1 
To  the  bright  country  where  the  wicked  cease 
fVom  troubling,  where  the  spoiler  hath  no  sway; 
Where  no  harsh  voice  of  worldlineas  disturbs 
The  Sabbath-peace  of  lore.    We  will  go  hencei, 
Together  with  our  wedded  souls,  to  heaven : 
Ko  solitary  Hngeiing;  no  cold  void, 
Ifo  dying  of  the  heart  1    Our  lives  have  been 
Lovely  through  faithful  love,  and  in  our  deaths 
We  will  not  be  divided. 

Her,  Oh  !  the  peace 
Of  Qod  is  lying  fai  within  thine  eyes, 
Far  underneath  the  mist  of  human  tears 
Tiightingthoso  blue,  still  depths, andsinkingihenoe 
On  my  worn  heart  Now  am  I  girt  with  strength, 
Now  I  can  bless  thee,  my  true  bride  for  heaven  ! 
Ed,  And  let  me  bless  eAes,  Herbert! — ^in  this  hour 
Let  my  soul  bless  thee  with  prevailing  might ! 
Oh  J  thou  hast  loved  me  nobly  !  thou  didst  take 
An  orphan  to  thy  heart — a  thing  imprized 
And  desolate ;  and  thou  didst  guard  her  there^ 
That  lone  and  lowly  creature,  as  a  pearl 
Of  richest  price ;  and  ^ou  didikt  fill  her  soul 
With  the  high  gifts  of  an  immortal  wealth. 
I  bless,  I  bless  thee  1    Never  did  thine  eye 
Look  on  me  but  in  glistening  tenderness, 
My  gentle  Herbert  I    Never  did  thy  voice 
But  in  affection's  deepest  music  speak 
To  thy  poor  Edith  1    Never  was  thy  heart 
Aught  but  the  kindliest  sheltering  home  to  mine. 
My  fedthful,  generous  Herbert  1  Woman's  peaoe 
Ne*er  on  a  breast  so  tender  and  so  true 
Reposed  before.    Alasl  thy  showering  tears 
Fall  fiist  upon  my  chedL^lbzgiveb  fox^ve  I 
I  should  not  melt  thy  noble  strength  away 
In  such  an  hour. 

Her,  Sweet  Edith,  no  !  my  heart 
Willful  no  more.  Ood  bears  me  up  through  thee, 
And  by  thy  words,  and  by  thy  heavenly  lig^t 
Shining  around  thee,  through  thy  very  tean^ 
Will  yet  sustain  me !    Let  us  call  on  £bm  I 
Let  us  kneel  down,  as  we  have  knelt  so  oft» 
Thy  pure  cheek  touching  mine,  and  call  on  Him, 
Th'  all-pityiDg  One,  to  aid. 

[The^kMeL 


Oh,  look  on  us^ 
Father  above ! — ^in  tender  mercy  look         [doud 
On  us,  thy  children  1 — ^through  th'  o'orshadowing 
Of  sorrow  and  mortality,  send  aid — 
Save,  or  we  perish  1    We  would  pour  our  lives 
Forth  as  a  joyous  offering  to  thy  truth ; 
But  we  are  weak — we,  the  bruised  reeds  of  earth) 
Are  swa/d  by  every  g^t    Forgive,  0  Qod  ! 
The  blindness  of  our  passionate  desires, 
The  funting  of  our  hearts,  the  lingering  thoughts 
Which  cleave  to  dust !  Forgive  the  strife ;  accept 
The  sacrifice,  though  dim  with  mortal  tears, 
From  mortal  pangs  wrung  forth !  And  if  our  souls, 
In  all  the  fervent  dreams,  the  fond  excess. 
Of  then*  long-clasjnng  love,  have  wander'd  not. 
Holiest !  firom  thee— oh  t  take  them  to  thyself. 
After  the  fiery  trial — take  them  home 
To  dwell,  in  that  imperishable  bond 
Before  thee  link'd,  for  ever.    Hearl — thro'  Him 
Who  meekly  drank  the  cup  of  agony. 
Who  pass'd  through  death  to  victory,  hearandsavc ! 
Pity  us.  Father  !  we  are  girt  with  snares : 
Father  in  Heaven  !  we  have  no  help  but  thee. 

[They  rise. 
Is  thy  soul  strengthen'd,  my  beloved  one  ? 
0  Edith  I  couldst  thou  lift  up  thy  sweet  voice. 
And  sing  me  that  old  solemn-breathing  hymn 
We  loved  in  hi^pier  days — ^the  strain  which  tells 
Of  the  dread  conflict  in  the  olive  shade ) 

EsnHfin^ 

He  knelt,  the  Saviour  knelt  and  pray'd. 

When  but  his  Father's  eye 
Look'd  through  the  lonely  garden's  shade 

On  that  dread  agony ; 
The  Lord  of  all  above,  beneath. 
Was  bow'd  with  sorrow  unto  death. 

The  sun  set  in  a  fearful  hour. 

The  stars  might  well  grow  dim. 
When  this  mortality  had  power 

So  to  o'ershadow  Him  I 
That  He  who  gave  man's  breath,  might  know 
The  very  depths  of  human  woe. 

He  proved  them  aU  I — ^the  doubt,  the  strife, 

The  fiEunt  perplexing  dread. 
The  mists  that  hang  o'er  parting  life^ 

All  gathered  round  his  head ; 
And  the  Deliverer  knelt  to  pray — 
Tet  peas'd  it  not,  that  cup,  away  1 

It  pass'd  not — ^though  the  stormy  wave 
Had  sunk  beneath  his  traad; 
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It  paBs'd  not — ^though  to  Him  the  grave 

Had  yielded  up  its  dead. 
But  there  was  sent  him  firom  on  £Bgh 
A  gift  of  strength  for  man  to  die. 

And  was  the  Sinless  thus  beset 

With  anguish  and  dismay  1 
How  may  we  meet  our  conflict  yet. 

In  the  dark,  narrow  wayl 
Through  Him — ^through  Him  that  path  who  trod. 
— Save,  or  we  perish,  Son  of  Qod ! 

Hark,  hark !  the  parting  signal 

\Pruon  aUendanU  enter. 
Fare  thee  well ! 
O  thou  unutterably  loved,  £Eurewell  1 
Let  our  hearts  bow  to  Qod ! 
Her,  One  last  embrace — 
On  earth  the  last !    We  have  eternity 
For  love's  communion  yet !    Farewell ! — ^&rewell ! 

[SU  u  led  out, 
Tis  o'er ! — ^the  bitterness  of  death  is  past ! 


FLOWERS  AND  MUSIC  IN  A  ROOM  OF 

SICKNESS. 

"  One*  when  I  kwk'd  akms  tha  kagfaing  cuth. 
Up  the  blue  hearena  and  throock  the  middle  air, 
JojrfnUy  ringing  wHh  the  Bkylark'*  aong, 
I  wept !  and  thoaght  how  gad  ft>r  one  to  jDang 
To  bid  terewell  to  eo  much  happlnea. 
But  Chrlit  hath  caUM  me  from  thb  lower  world, 
DelightftU  though  it  be."  Wmon. 

Aparttnent  in  an  English  country-house.  —  Lilian 
redining,  <u  sleeping  on  a  couch.  Her  mother 
ioatdnng  beside  her.  Her  sister  enters  with 
flowers. 

Mother.  Hush  !  lightly  tread !     Still  tranquilly 

she  sleeps, 
As  when  a  babe  I  rock*d  her  on  my  heart. 
I've  watch'd,  suspending  e'en  my  breath,  in  fear 
To  break  the  heavenly  spelL    Move  silently ! 
And  oh !  those  flowers !    Dear  Jessy !  bear  them 

hence — 
Dost  thou  forget  the  passion  of  quick  tears 
That  shook  her  trembling  frame,  when  last  we 

brought 
The  roses  to  her  couch  1    Dost  thou  not  know 
What  sudden  longings  for  the  woods  and  lulls. 
Where  once  her  free  steps  moved  so  buoyantly. 
These  leaves  and  odours  with  strange  influence  wake 
In  her  fast-kindled  soul  ? 
Jessy.  Oh !  she  would  pine, 


Were  the  vrild  scents  and  glowing  hues  withh 
Mother !  fiur  more  than  now  her  spirit  jemnm 
For  the  blue  sky,  the  singing  birds  and  faocook 
Andswell  of  breathingturf,  whose  lig^taome  sgn 
Their  blooms  recall 

Lilian,  {raiting  herself.)  Isthatmy  Jeaaj'sTo 
It  woke  me  not,  sweet  mother !    I  had  lain 
Silently,  visited  by  waking  dreams, 
Tet  conscious  of  thy  brooding  watcbfiiliieai^ 
Long  ere  I  heard  the  sound.     Hath  she  brot 

flowers? 
Nay,  fear  not  now  thy  fond  child's  waywaordn 
My  thoughtful  mother ! — ^in  her  rhantfrn*d  aoc 
The  passion-colour'd  images  of  USe, 
Which,  with  their  sudden,  startling  flush,  awi 
So  oft  those  burning  tears,  have  died  awigr; 
And  night  is  there — still,  solemn,  holy  night! 
With  all  her  stars,  and  with  the  gentle  tone 
Of  many  fountains,  low  and  musical. 
By  day  unheard. 

Mother.  And  wherefore  ni^t,  my  child  ] 
Thou  art  a  creature  all  of  life  and  dawn. 
And  firom  thy  couch  of  sickness  3ret  shah  rise, 
And  walk  forth  with  the  dayspring. 

lAUan.  Hope  it  not ! 
Dream  it  no  more,  my  mother  I — there  are  thi 
Known  but  to  God,  and  to  the  parting  soul. 
Which  feels  His  thrilling  sunmions. 

But  my  i^ords 
Too  much  o'crshadow  those  kind,  loving  eyes 
Bring  mc  thy  flowers,  dear  Jessy !    Ah !  thy  s 
Well  do  I  see,  hath  not  alone  explored 
The  garden  bowers,  but  freely  visited 
Our  wilder  haimta.    This  foam-like  meadow-s« 
Is  from  the  cool,  green,  shadowy  river-nook. 
Where  the  stream  chimes  around  th'  old  nx 

stones 
Withsounds  like  childhood's  laughter.  Is  that  s 
Lovely  as  when  our  glad  eyes  hailed  it  first? 
Still  doth  the  golden  willow  bend,  and  aweep 
The  clear  brown  wave  with  every  passing  win 
And  through  the  shallower  waters,  where  tiliej 
Dimpling  in  light,  do  the  vein'd  pebbles  i^ean 
Like  bedded  gems  ?  And  the  white  bntteiflie 
From  shade  to  sun-streak  are  they  glancing  st 
Among  the  poplar-boughs? 

Jessy.  All,  all  is  there  (bii 

Which  glad  midsummer^s  wealthiest  homs  • 
All,  save  the  soul  of  all,  thy  lightning-smile ! 
Therefore  I  stood  in  sadness  midst  the  leaves, 
And  caught  an  under-music  of  lament 
In  the  stream's  voice.    But  Nature  waits  thee  si 
And  for  thy  coming  piles  a  fiuiy  tiirone 
Of  richest  moss. 


Lilian.  AlaB !  it  may  not  be  1 
My  soul  hath  sent  her  £irewell  Yoicelessly 
To  all  these  blessed  haunts  of  song  and  thought ; 
Tet  not  the  less  I  lore  to  look  on  these. 
Their  dear  memorials, — strew  them  o*er  my  couch 
Till  it  grow  like  a  forest-bank  in  spring, 
All  flush'd  with  violets  and  anemones. 
Ah  J  the  pale  brier-rose  I  touch'd  so  tenderly, 
Ab  a  pure  ocean-shell,  with  faintest  red. 
Melting  away  to  pearliness  1    I  know 
How  its  long,  light  festoons  overarching  hung 
From  the  gray  rock  that  rises  altar-like, 
With  its  high,  waving  crown  of  mountain-ash, 
Midst  the  lone  grassy  dell.    And  this  rich  bough 
Of  honey*d  woodbine  tells  me  of  the  oak, 
"Whose  deep,  midsummer  gloom  sleeps  heavily, 
Shedding  a  verdurous  twilight  o*er  the  face 
Of  the  glade's  pooL    Methinks  I  see  it  now ; 
I  look  up  through  the  stirring  of  its  leaves 
Unto  the  intense  blue,  crystal  firmament 
The  ringdove's  wing  is  flitting  o'er  my  head. 
Casting  at  times  a  silveiy  shadow  down 
Midst  the  large  water-lilies.    Beautiful  I 
How  beautiful  is  all  this  fiedr,  free  world 
Under  Qod's  open  sky ! 

Mother,  Thou  art  o'erwrought 
Once  more,  my  child  I  The  dewy,  trembling  light 
Presaging  tears,  again  is  in  thine  eye. 
Oh,  hush,  dear  Lilian  I  turn  thee  to  repose. 

Lilian,  Mother  1  I  cannot     In  my  soul  the 
thoughts 
Bum  with  too  subtle  and  too  swift  a  fire; 
Importunately  to  my  lips  they  throng, 
And  with  their  earthly  kindred  seek  to  blend 
£ro  the  veil  drop  between.    When  I  am  gone — 
(For  I  mutt  go) — ^then  the  remembered  words 
Wherein  these  wild  imaginings  flow  forth. 
Will  to  thy  fond  heart  be  as  amulets 
Held  there, with  life  and  love.  And  weep  not  thus, 
Mother  J  dear  sister ! — kindest,  gentlest  ones  1 
Be  comforted  that  now  /  weep  no  more 
For  the  glad  earth  and  all  the  golden  lig^t 
Whence  I  depart 

Ko  1  Qod  hath  purified  my  spirit's  eye. 
And  in  the  folds  of  this  consummate  rose 
I  read  bright  prophecies.    I  see  not  there. 
Dimly  and  moumfiiUy,  the  word  "fareweU'* 
On  the  rich  petals  traced.  No — ^in  soft  veins 
And  characters  of  beauty,  I  can  read — 
"  Look  up,  loch  heavenward  r 

Blessed  God  of  Love  I 
I  thank  Thee  for  these  gifts,  the  precious  links 
Whereby  my  spirit  unto  Thee  is  drawn  I 
I  thank  Thee  that  the  loveliness  of  earth 


Higher  than  earth  can  raise  me  I    Are  not  these 
But  germs  of  things  unperishing,  that  bloom 
Beside  th'  immortal  streamsl    Shall  I  not  find 
The  lily  of  the  field,  the  Saviour^s  flower. 
In  the  serene  and  never-moaning  air. 
And  the  dear  starry  light  of  angel  eyes,* 
A  thousand-fold  more  glorious]    Richer  for 
Will  not  the  violet's  dusky  purple  glow. 
When  it  hath  ne'er  been  press'd  to  broken  hearts, 
A  record  of  lost  love  1 

Mother.  My  Lilian  I  thou 
Surely  in  thy  bright  life  hast  little  known 
Of  lost  things  or  of  changedl 

LiUan,  Oh !  little  yety 
For  thou  hast  been  my  shield !  But  had  it  been 
My  lot  on  this  world's  billows  to  be  thrown 
Without  thy  love,  0  mother !  there  are  hearts 
So  perilously  fiishion'd,  that  for  them 
God's  touch  alone  hath  gentleness  enough 
To  waken,  and  not  break,  their  thrilling  strings ! — 
We  will  not  speak  of  this ! 

By  what  strange  spell 
Is  it,  that  ever,  when  I  gaze  on  flowers, 
I  dream  of  music  Y    Something  in  their  hues. 
All  melting  into  coloured  harmonies. 
Wafts  a  swift  thought  of  interwoven  chords. 
Of  blended  singing-tones,  that  swell  and  die 
In  tenderest  fiJls  away.    Oh,  bring  thy  harp. 
Sister  1   A  gentle  heaviness  at  last 
Hath  touch'd  mine  eyelids:  sing  to  me,  and  sleep 
Will  come  again.  [peasant's  lay, 

Jetty,  What  wouldst  thou  hear! — the  Italian 
Which  makes  the  desolate  Campagna  ring 
With  "R&mal  Jtomar  or  the  madrigal 
Warbled  on  moonlight  seas  of  Sicily  \ 
Or  the  old  ditty  left  by  troubadours 
To  girls  of  lAuguedoc  1 

LiUan,  Oh,  no !  not  these.  Pmown 

Jetty,  What  theni — the  Moorish  melody  still 
'Within  the  Alhambra  dtyl  or  those  notes 
Bom  of  the  Alps,  which  pierce  the  exile's  heart 
Even  unto  death? 

LUiam,  No,  sister  I  nor  yet  these — 
Too  much  of  dreamy  love,  of  £unt  regret. 
Of  passionately  fond  remembrance,  breathes 
In  the  caressing  sweetness  of  their  tones, 
For  one  who  dies.     They  would  but  woo  me  back 
To  glowing  life  with  those  Arcadian  sounds — 
And  vainly,  vainly.   No !  a  loftier  strain, 
A  deeper  music  I — something  that  may  boar 
The  spirit  upon  slow  yet  mighty  wings, 
Unsway'd  by  gusts  of  earth ;  something  all  fill'd 
With  solemn  adoration,  tearful  prayer. 
Sing  me  that  antique  strain  which  once  I  dcem'd 
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Almost  too  sternly  nmple^  too  austors 

In  its  grave  majee^  I  I  love  il  now — 

Now  it  aeems  firanight  with  holiest  power  to  hoA. 

All  billows  of  the  sool,  e*en  like  His  voice 

That  said  of  old— "Be  sfciUr    Smgrnethatstimin, 

''  The  Savionr^B  dying  konr  " 

Jbbbt  9mgi  to  the  Harp, 

OSonofMan! 
In  thy  last  mortal  hour 
Shadows  of  earth  dosed  romid  thee  fearfbUy ! 
All  that  on  ns  is  laid. 
All  the  deepg^oom. 
The  desolation  and  the  ah«ndonment> 
The  dark  amase  of  death — 
All  upon  Iftee  too  ftU, 
Redeemer!  ScmofMan! 

But  the  keen  pang 
Wherewith  the  sQver  ooid 
Of  earth's  affection  fkrom  the  soul  is  wrong ; 
The  uptearing  of  those  tendrils  which  have  grown 
Into  the  qui^  stnmg  heart; 
Thi%  iku — the  passion  and  the  agony 
Of  battling  love  and  death. 
Surely  was  not  for  thte. 
Holy  One!  SonofQodI 

YeSy  my  Redeemer ! 
£  en  this  cup  was  thine ! 
Fond,  wailing  voices  call'd  thy  spirit  back : 
E  en  midst  the  mighty  thoughts 
Of  that  last  crowning  hour — 
E'en  on  thine  awfdl  way  to  victory, 
Wildly  they  call'd  thee  back ! 
And  weeping  eyes  of  love 
Unto  thy  heart's  deep  core 
Pierced  through  the  foldsof  death's  mysterious  veil. 
Suffer  I  thou  Son  of  Man  ! 

Mother-tears  were  mingled 

With  thy  costly  blood-drops. 
In  the  shadow  of  the  atoning  cross ; 

And  the  friend,  the  £uthful. 

He  that  on  thy  bosom 
Thence  imbibing  heavenly  lov^  had  lain — 

He,  a  pale  sad  watcher, 

Met  with  looks  of  anguish 
All  the  anguish  in  (Ay  last  meek  glance — 

Dying  Son  of  Man  ! 

Oh  !  therefore  unto  thee, 
Thou  that  hast  known  all  woes 
Bound  in  the  girdle  of  mortality ! 


Thou  that  wilt  lift  the  reed 
Which  storms  have  broiaed. 
To  thee  may  sorrow  through  eu^  mnlirt  ' 
And,  in  that  tempest-hour,  when  kyre  and 
Mysteriously  must  part. 

When  tearftd  eyes 
Are  passionately  bens 
To  diink  earth's  last  fond  meaning  firom  ovr  g 
Then,  then  forsake  na  not ! 
Shed  on  our  ^irits  then 
Tlie  fidth  and  deep  submissiveiieaB  ofthine 
Thou  that  didst  love 
Thou  that  didst  weep  and  die— 
Thou  that  didst  rise  a  victor  glorified ; 
Conqueror !  thou  Sok  of  Ood  ! 


CATHEDRAL  HYMN. 


**  Tlwy  diMml  not  of  > 
Who  thus  eoaM  tmiVL 
Or  givrdUac  tkoosht,  to 


B»  mint  la 


A  DDC  and  mighty  minster  of  old  time  ! 
A  temple  shadowy  with  remembraneea 
Of  the  majestic  past !    The  very  light 
Streams  with  a  colouring  of  heroic  days 
In  every  ray,  which  leads  through  arch  and  at 
A  path  of  dreamy  lustre,  wandering  back 
To  other  years  ! — and  the  rich  finetted  roof. 
And  the  wrought  coronals  of  summer  leaves. 
Ivy  and  vine,  and  many  a  sculptured  rose — 
The  tenderest  imago  of  mortality — 
Binding  the  slender  columns,  whose  light  shil 
Cluster  likestemsin  corn-sheaves; — all  thesethi 
Tell  of  a  race  that  nobly,  fearleeslT, 
On  their  heart's  worship  poured  a  wealth  of  kr 
Honour  be  with  the  dead  !     The  people  knee 
Under  the  helms  of  antique  chivalry. 
And  in  the  crimson  gloom  from  banners  thro 
And  midst  the  forms,  in  pale,  proud  shimbercan 
Of  warriors  on  their  tombs.     The  people  kne« 
\Vhere  mail-clad  chiefs  have  knelt ;  where  jewe 

crowns 
On  the  flush'd  brows  of  conquerors  have  been  i 
Where  the  high  anthems  of  old  victoriea 
Have  made  the  dust  give  echoes.     Henee;,  t 

thoughts ! 
Memories  of  power  and  pride,  which  long  ago, 
Like  dim  processions  of  a  dream,  liav«  sunk 
In  twilight-depths  away.    Return,  my  son]  1 
The  Cross  recalls  thee.    Lo  !  the  blessed  Grai 
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High  o'er  the  hanuors  and  the  crests  of  earth, 
Fix'd  in  its  meek  and  still  supremacy  f 
And  lo  !  the  throng  of  beating  human  hearts, 
With  all  their  secret  scrolls  of  buried  grief, 
All  their  full  treasures  of  immortal  hope, 
Qatiier'd  before  their  Qod  I    Hark!  how  the  flood 
Of  the  rich  organ-harmony  bears  up 
Their  voice  on  its  hig^  wavee  1 — a  mi^ty  burst  i 
A  forest-Boimding  music !  Every  tone         [wings 
Which  the  blasts  call  forth  with  their  harping 
From  gulfs  of  tossing  foliage,  there  is  blttit : 
And  the  old  minster — forest-like  itself — 
With  its  long  avenues  of  pillared  shade, 
Seems  quivering  all  with  ^irit,  as  that  strain 
O'erflows  its  dim  recesses^  leaving  not 
One  tomb  unthrill'd  by  the  strong  sympathy 
Answering  the  electric  notes.  Join,  join,  my  soul! 
In  thine  own  lowly,  trembling  consdousnesc^ 
And  thine  own  solitude,  the  glorious  hymn. 

Rise  like  an  altar>fire  ! 

In  solemn  joy  afl|Hre, 
Deepening  thy  passion  still,  O  dioral  strain ! 

On  thy  strong  rushing  wind 

Bear  up  from  humankind 
Thanks  and  implorings — ^be  they  not  in  vain  I 

Father,  which  art  on  high  t 

Weak  is  the  melody 
Of  harp  or  song  to  reach  thine  awfbl  ear. 

Unless  the  heart  be  there, 

Winging  the  words  of  prayer ' 
With  its  own  fervent  fiuth  or  suppliant  fear. 

Let,  then,  thy  Spirit  brood 

Over  the  multitude — 
Be  thou  amidst  them,  thro'  that  heavenly  Quest ! 

So  shall  their  cry  have  power 

To  win  from  thee  a  shower 
Of  healing  gifts  for  evexy  wounded  breast 

What  griefe  that  make  no  sign, 

That  ask  no  aid  but  thine. 
Father  of  mercies  1  here  before  thee  swell ! 

As  to  the  open  sky, 

All  their  dark  waters  Ue 
To  thee  reveal*d,  in  each  dose  boBom-eelL 

The  sorrow  for  the  dead. 
Mantling  its  lonely  head 
SVov  tho  world's  glare,  is,  in  thy  sights  set  free ; 
.   And  tho  fond,  aching  love, 

AU  llie  wrung  spirit,  softening  it  for  thee. 


And  doth  not  thy  dread  eye 

Behold  the  agony 
In  that  most  hidden  chamber  of  the  heart> 

Where  darkly  sits  remorse, 

Beside  the  secret  source 
Of  fearful  visions,  keeping  watch  apart  1 

Yes  !  here  before  thy  throne 

Many — yet  each  alone — 
To  thee  that  terrible  unveiling  make : 

And  still,  small  whispers  dear 

Are  startling  many  an  ear. 
As  if  a  trumpet  bade  the  dead  awake. 

How  dreadful  is  this  place ! 

The  glory  of  thy  fitce 
Fills  it  too  searchingly  for  mortal  sight. 

Where  shall  the  guilty  fleel 

Over  what  fax-oS  seal  [light t 

What  hills,  what  woods,  may  shroud  him  from  that 

Not  to  the  cedar«hade 

Let  lus  vain  flight  be  made ; 
Nor  the  old  mountains,  nor  the  desert  sea ; 

What,  but  the  Cross,  can  yield 

The  hope — the  stay — ^the  shield  1 
Tlunu  may  the  Atoner  lead  him  up  to  thee  ! 

Be  thou,  be  thou  his  aid ! 

Oh,  let  thy  love  pervade 
The  haunted  caves  of  self-accusing  thought ! 

There  let  the  living  stone 

Be  deft — the  seed  be  sown — 
The  song  of  fountains  from  the  silence  brouj^t ! 

So  shall  thy  breath  onca  more 

Within  the  soul  restore 
Thine  own  first  image — Holiest  and  Most  High  1 

As  a  clear  lake  is  fiU'd 

With  hues  of  heaven,  instiU'd 
Down  to  the  depths  of  its  calm  purity. 

And  if,  amidst  the  throng 

Link'd  by  the  ascending  song,  [soar ; 

There  are  whose  thoughts  in  trembling  rapture 

Thanks,  Father  I  that  the  power 

Of  joy,  man's  early  dower. 
Thus,  e'en  midst  tears,  can  fervently  adore  ! 

Thanks  for  each  gift  divine  ! 

Eternal  praise  be  thine. 
Blessing  and  love,  0  Thou  that  hearest  prayer! 

Lei  the  hymn  pierce  the  sky. 

And  let  the  tomba  reply  I 
For  seed,  that  waits  the  harrest-time,  is  thero. 
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**  Mow  aloaf  thcM  i 
la  ggittewM  of  hgMrt ;  wtth  fantta  luuid 
ToQ^-lbr  tiMN  !■  a  aplrtt  ia  tte 

Fatheb — Child. 


ChxldL  There  are  the  aspens,  with  their  silYeiy 
leaves 
Trembling,  for  erer  trembling;  though  the  lime 
And  chestnut  boughs,  and  thoselongarehingsprajs 
Of  eglantine,  hang  still,  as  if  the  wood 
Were  all  one  picture  ! 

Father.  Hast  thou  heard,  my  boy. 
The  peasant's  legend  of  that  quivering  tree  1 

ChUd,  No,  £Either :  doth  he  say  the  fidries  dance 
Amidst  the  branches) 

FcUher,  Oh !  a  cause  more  deep. 
More  solemn  fur,  the  rustic  doth  assign 
To  the  strange  restlessness  of  those  wan  leaves ! 
The  cross  he  deems,  the  blessed  cross,  whereon 
The  meek  Redeemer  bow'd  his  head  to  death. 
Was  fiwned  of  aspen  wood ;  and  since  that  hour. 
Through  all  its  race  the  pale  tree  hath  sent  down 
A  thrilling  consciousness,  a  secret  awe, 
Making  them  tremulous,  when  not  a  breeze 
Disturbs  the  airy  thistle-down,  or  shakes 
The  light  lines  of  the  shining  gossamer. 

Child,  {afterapaute.)  Dost  thou  believe  it.  fiithcr? 

Father.  Nay,  my  child. 
We  walk  in  clearer  light.    But  yet,  even  now. 
With  ^mething  of  a  lingering  love,  I  read 
The  characters,  by  that  mysterious  hour, 
Stamp'd  on  the  reverential  soul  of  man 
In  visionary  days ;  and  thence  thrown  back 
On  the  fair  forms  of  natiire.     Many  a  sign 
Of  the  great  sacrifice  which  won  us  heaven. 
The  woodman  and  the  mountaineer  can  trace 
On  rock,  on  herb,  and  flower.    And  be  it  so  ! 
They  do  not  wisely  that,  with  hurried  hand. 
Would  pluck  these  salutary  Demcies  forth 
From  their  strong  soil  within  the  peasant  s  breast, 
And  scatter  them — far,  far  too  fiust ! — away 
As  worthless  weeds.    Oh  !  little  do  we  know 
When  they  have  soothed,  when  saved ! 

But  come,  dear  boy  ! 
My  words  grow  tinged  with  thought  too  deep  for 
Come — ^let  us  search  for  violets.  [thee. 

Child.  Enow  you  not 

1  *'  It  it  not  often  we  find  the  superstitiona  of  daric  and 
Ignonuit  ages  dealt  with  in  lo  gentJe  and  agieeeble  a  manner 
ai  by  Mn  Hemana.  She  seises,  in  common  with  others,  the 
poetic  aspect  these  present,  hot  diflbses  over  them,  at  the 
same  time,  a  refinement  of  seotfanent  gathered  entirdy  from 
ber  own  fiselingi.    A  subject  whkh,  from  another  pencfl. 


More  of  the  legends  which  the  woodmen  toQ 
Amidst  the  trees  and  flowers  1 

Father.  WDt  thou  know  more  t 
Bring  then  the  folding  lea^  with  daxk-brown : 
There — by  the  mossy  roots  of  yon  old  boo^ 
Midst  the  rich  tuft  of  cowslips — see'si  thoa  noil 
There  is  a  spray  of  woodbine  firom  the  treo 
Just  bending  o'er  it  with  a  wild  bee^s  wei^^iit. 

Okild.  The  Arum  leaf) 

Father.  Tes.    These  deep  inwrooght  maik% 
The  Tillager  will  tell  thee,  (and  with  Toioe 
Lower*d  in  his  true  heart's  lereient  iaiinnhuaQ 
Are  the  flower's  portion  firom  th'  atoning  blood 
On  Calvary  shed.    Beneath  the  croas  it  grew ; 
And,  in  the  vase-like  hollow  of  its  les^ 
Catching  from  that  dread  shower  of  sgosiy 
A  few  mysterious  drops,  transmitted  thus 
Unto  the  grores  and  hiUs^  their  g^^^"g  stein^ 
A  heritage,  for  storm  or  vernal  wind 
Never  to  waft  away ! 

And  hast  thoa  seen 
The  passion-flower  ?    It  grows  not  in  the  woodi^ 
But  midst  the  bright  things  brought  from  othv 
dimes.  [pnrple  stnak^ 

Oiild.  What!  the  pale  siarshi^ed  flower,  wi& 
And  light  green  tendrils  1 

FcUher.  Thou  hast  mariL'd  it  welL 
Yes !  a  pale,  starry,  dreetny-looking  flower. 
As  from  a  land  of  spirits  !    To  mine  eye 
Those  £Ednt,  wan  petals — colourless,  and  yet 
Not  white,  but  shadowy — ^with  the  mystic  lines 
(As  letters  of  some  wizard  language  gone) 
Into  their  vapour-like  transparence  wroug^ 
Bear  something  of  a  strange  solemnity. 
Awfully  lovely !— and  the  Christian's  thougiit 
Loves,  in  their  cloudy  penciling,  to  find 
Dread  symbols  of  his  Lord's  last  mortal  pangs 
Set  by  God's  hand — ^the  coronal  of  thorns — 
The  cross,  the  wounds — ^with  other  meanings  deep 
Which  I  ^ill  teach  thee  when  we  meet  again 
That  flower,  the  chosen  for  the  martyr's  wreath, 
The  Saviour's  holy  flower. 

But  let  us  psoae : 
Now  have  we  reach'd  the  vexy  inmost  heart 
Of  the  old  wood.    How  the  green  shadows  dose 
Into  a  rich,  clear,  siinmier  darkneas  round, 
A  luxury  of  gloom  !    Scarce  doth  one  mj. 
Even  when  a  soft  wind  parts  the  foliage,  steal 


would  hare  heen  disagreeable  and  ofienrive  to  as,  is 
her  graoeltil  toadies  to  win  upon  our  imacinaUoiL. 
the  poem  caDed  *  The  Wood  Walk  and  Hjmn  ;* 
quote  the  commencemeBt  of  it — 

'Tlwri  ate  tte  Mpani  with  thalr  dvcqr  !«»«•***  efcew 
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0*er  the  bronzed  pillars  of  these  deep  arcades ; 
Or  if  it  doth,  'tis  with  a  melloVd  hue 
Of  glow-worm  coloui'd  light 

Here^  in  the  days 
Of  pagan  Tiaions,  would  have  been  a  place    [oaks 
For  worship  of  the  wood-nymphs !  Through  these 
A  small,  fiur  gleaming  temple  might  have  thrown 
The  quiyeiing  image  of  its  Dorian  sfaafts 
On  the  stream's  bosom,  or  a  sculptured  form, 
Dryad,  or  fountain-goddess  of  the  gloom, 
Have  bow'd  its  head  o'er  that  dark  czystal  down. 
Drooping  with  beauty,  as  a  lily  droops 
Under  bright  rain.   But  we,  my  child,  are  hero 
With  Qod,  our  Qod,  a  Spirit,  who  requires 
Heart-worship,  given  in  spirit  and  in  truth ; 
And  this  high  knowledge — deep,  rich,  vast  enough 
To  fill  and  hallow  all  the  solitude — 
Makes  consecrated  earth  where'er  we  move, 
Without  the  aid  of  shrines. 

What!  dostthoufeel 
The  solemn  whispering  influence  of  the  scene 
Oppressing  thy  young  heart,  that  thou  dost  draw 
More  closely  to  my  side,  and  dasp  my  hand 
Faster  in  thine  1    Nay,  fear  not^  gentle  child ! 
'Tis  love,  not  fear,  whose  vemal  breath  pervades 
The  stillness  round.    Come,  sit  beside  me  here, 
Where  brooding  violets  mantle  this  green  slope 
With  dark  exuberance ;  and  beneath  these  plumes 
Of  wavy  fern,  look  where  the  cup-moss  holds 
In  its  pure,  crimson  goblets^  fresh  and  bright, 
The  starry  dews  of  morning.    Rest  awhile, 
And  let  me  hear  once  more  the  woodland  verse 
I  taught  thee  late — ^'twas  made  for  such  a  scone. 

WOOD  HYMN. 

Broods  there  some  spirit  here  1 
The  summer  leaves  l^ang  silent  as  a  doud ; 
And  o'er  the  pools,  all  still  and  darkly  dear. 
The  wild  wood-hyadnth  with  awe  seems  bow'd; 
And  something  of  a  tender  doistral  gloom 

Deepens  the  violet's  bloom. 

The  vexy  light  that  streams 
Through  the  dim,  dewy  veil  of  foliage  round 
Comes  tremulous  with  emerald-tinted  gleams — 
As  if  it  knew  the  place  were  holy  ground ; 
And  would  not  startle,  with  too  bri^t  a  burst, 

Flowers,  all  divindy  nursed. 

Waka  there  some  spirit  here  1  [by ; 

A  swift  wind,  fraught  with  change,  comes  rushing 
And  leaves  and  waters,  in  its  wild  career. 
Shed  forth  sweet  voices — each  a  mystery ! 


Surely  some  awful  influence  must  pervade 
These  depths  of  trembling  shade  ! 

Yes !  lightly,  sofUy  move  ! 
There  if  a  power,  a  presence  in  the  woods ; 
A  viewless  being  that,  with  life  and  love. 
Informs  the  reverential  solitudes  : 
The  rich  air  knows  it,  and  the  mossy  sod — 

Thou— Mou  art  here,  my  God  ! 

And  if  with  awe  we  tread 
The  minster-floor,  beneath  the  storied  pane. 
And,  midst  the  mouldering  banners  of  the  dead. 
Shall  the  green,  voicefiil  wild  seem  Un  thy  £uie, 
Where  thou  alone  hast  built ^wherearch  and  roof 

Are  of  thy  living  woof  1 

The  silence  and  the  sound. 
In  the  lone  places,  breathe  alike  of  thee ; 
The  temple-twilight  of  the  gloom  profound. 
The  dew-cup  of  the  fhdl  anemone. 
The  reed  by  every  wandering  whisper  thrill'd — 

All,  aU  with  thee  are  fill'd  ! 

Oh  I  purify  mine  eyes. 
More  and  yet  more,  by  love  and  lowly  thought. 
Thy  presence,  holiest  One  I  to  recognise 
In  these  majestic  aides  which  thou  hast  wrought 
And,  midst  their  sea-like  murmurs,  teach  mine  car 

Ever  thy  voice  to  hear  I 

And  sanctify  my  heart 
To  meet  the  awful  sweetness  of  that  tone 
With  no  &int  thrill  or  self-accusing  start, 
But  a  deep  joy  the  heavenly  guest  to  own — 
Joy,  such  as  dwdt  in  Eden's  glorious  bowers 

Ere  sin  had  dimm'd  the  flowers. 

Let  me  not  know  the  change 
O'er  nature  thrown  by  guilt ! — ^the  boding  sky, 
The  hollow  leaf-sounds  ominous  and  strange, 
The  weight  wherewith  the  dark  tree-shadows  liel 
Father  !  oh !  keep  my  footsteps  pure  and  free. 
To  walk  the  woods  with  thee ! 
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Night — ^holy  night — ^the  time 
For  mind's  f^  breathings  in  a  purer  dime  ! 
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Night ! — ^when  in  bii|ipMr  hour  the  uiTaling  dkj 
Woke  all  my  kindled  sool 

To  meet  its  revelationB,  dear  and  high. 
With  the  strong  joy  of  immortalily  1 
Now  hath  I 


And  my  thoughts  fimt^and  shadows  o'er  them  toD, 
£*en  ¥^eQ  I  deem'd  tham  aenph-phoned,  to  sweep 
Far  heyond  earth's  eontroL 

Wherefore  is  thisi    I  see  the  stars  letoning, 
Fire  after  fire  in  heaven's  lich  temple  hnnung: 
Fast  shine  they  forth->-myq>iri:U)rieDdBymygoidea^ 
Brig^  ralers  of  my  being^s  inmost  tides ; 
They  shine--4nit  fiuntly,  through  »  qoivcring  haie : 
Oh  I  isthedinmessattnewfaididoadstiioserBysl 
They  from  whose  glance  my  childhood  drank 

delight! 
A  joy  imqoestioning — a  love  mtepse 
They  that,  unfolding  to  more  thonghtftd  sig^t 
The  harmony  of  their  magnifioenoe^ 
Drew  silently  the  wonihq»  of  my  youth 
To  the  grave  sweetness  on  the  brow  of  troth ; 
Shall  they  shower  blessing,  with  their  beamsdivine, 
Down  to  the  watcher  on  the  stormy  sea, 
And  to  the  pilgrim  toiling  for  his  riuine 
Through  some  wild  jmubs  of  rocky  Apennines 

And  to  the  wanderer  lone 

On  wastes  of  Afric  thrown. 
And  not  to  met 

Am  I  a  thing  forsaken  ? 

And  is  the  gladness  taken 
From  the  bright-pinion'd  nature  iK^di  hath  8oar*d 
Through  realms  by  royal  eagle  ne'er  explored. 
And,  bathing  there  in  streams  of  fiery  light. 
Found  strength  to  gaze  upon  the  Infinite  I 

And  now  an  alien  !    Wherefore  must  this  be  1 
How  ahaU  I  rend  the  chaint 
How  drink  rich  life  again 
From  thoee  pure  urns  of  radiance,  welling  fireel 
— ^Father  of  Spirits  I  let  me  turn  to  thee  ! 

Oh  !  if  too  much  exulting  in  her  dower, 
My  soul,  not  yet  to  lowly  thought  subdued. 

Hath  stood  without  thee  on  her  hill  of  power — 
A  fearful  and  a  dazzling  solitude  ! 

And  therefore  from  that  haughty  summit's  crown 

To  dim  desertion  is  by  thee  cast  down ; 

Behold  !  thy  child  submissively  hath  bow'd — 
Shine  on  him  through  the  cloud ! 

Let  the  now  darken'd  earth  and  curtain'd  heaven 
Back  to  his  vision  with  thy  fiioe  be  given ! 


Bear  him  on  high  onoe  mioi% 

But  in  thy  strsngth  to 
And  wrapt  and  still'd  by  that  o'< 
Forth  on  the  empyreal  blaze  to  look  with  da 


Or  if  it  be  that»  like  tiie  azk^  looe  dow^ 
My  thou^ts  go  forth,  and  find  no  reeting^laoe 
No  ahdtering  home  of  sympathy  and  love 
In  the  re^Kmsive  bosoms  of  my  raoe^ 
And  badL  return,  a  darkness  and  a  weighty 
Till  my  unanswered  heart  grows  desolate — 
Tei,  yet  aostain  me^  Holiest ! — I  am  vowM 

To  solenm  senioe  high; 
And  shall  the  spirit,  for  thy  tads  endowed. 
Sink  on  the  threshold  of  the  Banctoaiy, 
Fainting  beneath  the  burden  of  the  day, 

Beoanse  no  human  tone 

Unto  the  altaratone 
Of  that  pure  spousal  fiuie  inviolate. 
Where  it  should  make  eternal  truth  its 
Mkj  cheer  the  sacred,  solitary  way  1 


Oh  I  be  the  whisper  of  thy  voice 
Bnongh  to  strengthen  !    Be  tiie  hope  to  wia 
A  more  deep-seeing  homage  for  thy  name. 
Far,  ihr  beyond  the  burning  dream  (tf  &me ! 
Make  me  thine  only  I — ^Let  me  add  bat  one 
To  thoee  refulgent  steps  all  nndefiled. 

Which  glorious  minds  have  piled 
Through  bright  self-ofiering,  eamest,childlike,loo 

For  moimting  to  thy  throne  ! 

And  let  my  soul,  upborne 

Od  wings  of  inner  mom, 
ilnd,  in  iUumiiied  secrecy,  the  sense 
Of  that  bless'd  work,  its  own  high  recompense 

The  dimness  mdts  away 
That  on  your  gloiy  lay, 
0  ye  nugestic  watchers  of  the  skies  ! 
Through  the  dissolving  veil. 
Which  made  each  aspect  pale. 
Your  gladdening  fires  once  more  I  recognise ; 
And  once  again  a  shower 
Of  hope,  and  joy,  and  power. 
Streams  on  my  soul  from  your  immortal  eves. 
And  if  that  splendour  to  my  sdber'd  sight 
Come  tremulous,  with  more  of  pensive  light— 
Something,  though  beautiful,  yet  deeply  fraagl 
With  more  that  pierces  through  each  fold  of  thoog 
Than  I  was  wont  to  tiaoe 
On  heaven's  unshadow'd  ikoe — 
Be  it  e*en  so  ! — ^be  mine,  though  set  i^iari 
Unto  a  radiant  ministry,  yet  still 
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A.  lowly,  fborfiil,  self-distrusting  heart, 

Bow*d  before  thee,  0  Mightiest !  whose  bles8*d  will 

All  the  pore  stars  rejoidxigly  fulfil^ 


THE  TBAYELLER'S  EYEKING  BOKa 

Father  I  guide  me !    Day  declines, 
Hollow  winds  are  in  the  pines ; 
Darkly  wayes  each  giant  bou^ 
0*er  the  sky's  last  crimson  glow  : 
Huah*d  is  now  the  conTenf  s  bell. 
Which  erewhile  with  breezy  swell 
From  the  purple  moimtains  bore 
Greeting  to  the  sunset^hore. 
Now  the  sailor^s  yeeper-hymn 

Dies  away. 
Father  !  in  the  forest  dim. 

Be  my  stay  ! 

In  the  low  and  shiyering  thrill 
Of  the  loaves  that  late  hung  still ; 
In  the  duU  and  muffled  tone 
Of  the  sea-wave's  distant  moan ; 
In  the  deep  tints  of  the  Bky» 
There  are  signs  of  tempests  nigh. 
Ominous,  with  sullen  soxmd, 
F^Uls  the  closing  dusk  around. 
Father  t  throu^  the  storm  and  shade 

O'er  the  wUd, 
Oh  !  be  I%o%  the  lone  one's  aid — 

Save  thy  child  I 

Many  a  swift  and  sounding  phone 
Homewards,  through  the  boding  g^oom. 
O'er  my  way  hath  flitted  fiufc 
Since  the  farewell  sunbeam  ptes'd 
From  the  chestnut's  ruddy  bark, 
And  the  pools,  now  lone  and  dark. 
Where  the  wakening  aight-windfli  aigh 
Through  the  long  reeds  moumfViDy. 
Homeward,  homeward,  all  things  haste — 

Qod  of  might ! 
Shield  the  homeless  midst  the  waste ! 

Be  his  light  I 

In  his  distant  cradle-nest, 
Now  my  babe  is  laid  to  rest ; 
Beautiful  itB  slumber  seems 
With  a  glow  of  heavenly  dreams — 

1  Written  after  bearing  th«  introdoetoiry  LMtim  on 
ABtroDomy  d«ttT«red  in  Trinity  CoOegt,  DubBn,  by  Sir  Wn- 


BeatitiAil,  o'er  that  bright  sleep. 
Hang  soft  eyes  of  fondness  deep, 
Where  his  mother  bends  to  pray 
For  the  loved  and  far  away. 
Father  1  guard  that  household  bower. 

Hear  that  prayer  1 
Back,  through  thine  all-guiding  power, 

Lead  me  there  I 

Darker,  wilder  grows  the  night ; 
Not  a  star  sends  quivering  light 
Through  the  massy  arch  of  shade 
By  the  stem,  old  forest  made. 
Thou  !  to  whoso  unslumbering  eyes 
All  my  pathway  open  lies. 
By  thy  Son  who  knew  distress 
In  the  lonely  wilderness, 
Where  no  roof  to  that  bless'd  head 

Shelter  gave — 
Father  I  through  the  time  of  dread. 

Save — oh,  save  ! 


BUBIAL  OF  AN  EMIQBANrS  CHILD  IN 
THE  FORESTa 

Scene. — 2%e  hanki  nf  •  tMairy  riwr  in  an  Amt' 
ricanfoftit.  A  taU  vnder  pm«4inei  in  tkefor^' 
grrmnd,  AoNEB  iitting  hrfore  the  iaU,  with  a 
^ild  in  her  arma  apparently  deqping. 

Agnee,  Surely  'tii  all  a  dream — a  fever-dream ! 
The  desolation  and  the  agony — 
The  strange,  red  sunrise,  and  the  gloomy  woodi^ 
So  terrible  with  their  dark  giant  boughs, 
And  the  broad,  lonely  river  ! — all  a  dream  I 
And  my  boy's  voice  will  wake  me,  with  its  dear. 
Wild  singing  tones,  as  they  were  wont  to  come 
Through  the  wreath'd  sweetbrier  at  my  lattice- 
panes 
In  happy,  happy  England  I    Speak  to  ine  ! 
Speak  to  tixy  mother,  bright  one  I  she  hath  watch'd 
All  the  dread  night  beside  thee,  till  her  brain 
Is  darken'd  by  swift  waves  of  fimtasxcs, 
And  her  so\il  fiiint  with  longing  for  thy  voice. 
Oh  !  I  muti  wake  him  with  one  gentle  kiss 
On  his  fiur  brow  1 

{Sfiudderimjily.)  Thestnnge,  damp,  thrilling  touch  I 
The  marble  dull !    Now,  now  H  rashes  back — 
Now  I  know  an ! — dead — dead/ — a  fearful  word  ! 
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My  boy  hath  left  me  in  the  wiidemes8y 

To  journey  on  without  the  blessed  lig^t 

In  bis  deep,  losing  eyes.   He's  gone ! — he's  gone  ! 

Met  HusBAiTD  eiden. 

Hutband.  Agnes !  my  Agnes  !  hast  thou  look'd 
thy  hist 
On  our  sweet  slumberer^sfiicel  Thehourisoome — 
The  couch  made  ready  for  his  last  repose. 

Agnes.  Not  yet !  thou  canst  not  take  him  from  me 
If  he  but  left  me  for  a  few  short  days^         [yet ! 
This  were  too  brief  a  gazing  time  to  draw 
His  angel  image  into  my  fond  heart. 
And  fix  its  beauty  there.    And  now — oh  !  now, 
Never  again  the  lau^^ter  of  his  eye 
Shall  send  its  gladdening  summer  thronghmy  soul 
— Never  on  earth  again.    Yet,  yet  delay ! 
Thou  canst  not  take  him  from  me. 

ffudfand.  My  beloved  I 
Is  it  not  Gk>d  hath  taken  him  1  the  God 
That  took  our  first-born,  o'er  whose  early  grave 
Thou  didst  bow  down  thy  saint-like  head,  and  say, 
•"  ffis  will  be  done  r 

Affnes.  Oh  !  tj^t  near  household  grave. 
Under  the  turf  of  England,  seem'd  not  half — 
Not  half  so  much  to  part  me  frt>m  my  child 
As  these  dark  woods.    It  lay  beside  our  home. 
And  I  could  watch  the  sunshine,  through  all  hours. 
Loving  and  clinging  to  the  grassy  spot; 
And  I  could  dress  its  greensward  with  fresh  flowers. 
Familiar  meadow-flowers.    O'er  theey  my  babe ! 
The  primrose  will  not  blossom !     Oh !  that  now. 
Together,  by  thy  fair  young  sister's  side. 
We  lay  midst  England's  valleys  1 

Husband,  Dost  thou  grieve. 
Agues !  that  thou  hast  follow'd  o'er  the  deep 
An  exile's  fortimes  1    If  it  thus  can  be. 
Then,  after  many  a  conflict  cheerily  met. 
My  spirit  sinks  at  last. 

AffiieM.  Foi^ve  !  forgive  ! 
My  Edmund,  pardon  me  !    Oh !  grief  is  wild — 
Forget  its  words,  quick  spray-drops  frt)m  a  fount 
Of  unknown  bitterness !     Thou  art  my  home ! 
3Mine  only  and  my  blessed  one  !    Where'er 
Thy  warm  heart  beats  in  its  true  nobleness, 
There  is  my  country !  there  my  head  shall  rest. 
And  throb  no  more.  Oh !  still,  by  thy  strong  love, 
Bear  up  the  feeble  reed ! 

(Kneeling  with  the  child  in  her  arms) 

And  thou,  my  God ! 
Hear  my  soul's  cry  frt)m  this  dread  wilderness  ! 
Oh!  hear,  and  pardon  me  !    If  I  have  made 
This  treasure,  sent  frt)m  thee,  too  much  the  ark 
Fraught  with  mine  earthward-clinging  happiness, 


Forgetting  Him  who  gave,  and  mig^t  resmaQ^ 
Oh,  pardon  me ! 

If  nature  hath  rebelTd, 
And  from  thy  light  tum'd  wilfully  away. 
Making  a  midnight  of  her  agony. 
When  the  despairing  passion  of  her  dai^ 
Was  from  its  idol  stricken  at  one  touch 
Of  thine  Almighty  hand — oh,  pardon  me  ! 
By  thy  Son's  angnish,  pardon  !    In  the  soul 
The  tempests  and  the  waves  will  know  thy  voice^ 
Fatherl  say,  "Pteace,  be  still  r 

(  Giving  the  child  to  her  hmabamd^ 

Farewell,  my  babe ! 
Go  from  my  bosom  now  to  other  rest ! 
With  this  last  kiss  on  thine  unsullied  brow, 
And  on  thy  pale,  calm  cheek  these  contrite  tears, 
I  yield  thee  to  thy  Maker ! 

Hudyand,  Now,  my  wife  ! 
Thine  own  meek  holiness  beams  forth  onoe  men 
A  lig^t  upon  my  path.    Now  shall  I  bear. 
From  thy  dear  arms,  the  slumberer  to  repose — 
With  a  calm,  truatfrd  heart 

Agnes.  My  Edmimd  !  where — 
Where  wilt  thou  lay  himt 

Husband.  See'st  thou  where  the  spire 
Of  yon  dark  cypress  reddens  in  the  sun 
To  burning  goldl — there — o'er  yon  willow-tuft  I 
Under  that  native  desert  monument 
Lies  his  lone  bed.    Our  Hubert,  since  the  dainu 
With  the  gray  mosses  of  the  wilderness      [forth. 
Hath  lined  it  closely  through ;  and  there  breathed 
E'en  frt>m  the  fulness  of  his  own  pure  heart, 
A  wild,  sad  forest  hymn — a  song  of  tears. 
Which  thou  wilt  learn  to  love.     I  heard  the  bor 
Chanting  it  o'er  his  solitary  task. 
As  wails  a  wood-bird  to  the  thrilling  leaves, 
Perchance  unconsciously. 

Agnes.  My  gentle  son  ! 
The  affectionate,  the  gifted !    With  what  joy~ 
Edmund,  rememberest  thoul — with  what  bright  jar 
His  baby  brother  ever  to  his  arms 
Would  spring  frt)m  rosy  sleep,  and  playfully 
Hide  the  rich  clusters  of  his  gleaming  hair 
In  that  kind,  useful  breast !    Oh !  now  no  more ! 
But  strengthen  me,  my  Gk>d !  and  melt  my  heart, 
Even  to  a  well-spring  of  adoring  tears^ 
For  many  a  blessing  left 
{Bending  over  the  chUd.)  Once  more,  fiirewell ! 
Oh,  the  pale,  piercing  sweetness  of  that  look ! 
How  can  it  be  sustained  t    Away,  away ! 
{After  a  Aori  jMniae.) 

Edmund  !  my  woman's  nature  still  is  weak 

I  cannot  see  thee  render  dust  to  dust ! 
I  Go  thou,  my  husband i  to  thy  solemn  task; 
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I  will  rest  here,  and  still  my  soul  with  prayer 
Till  thy  return. 

ffiuband.  Then  strength  be  with  thy  prayer ! 
Peace  on  thy  bosom  !    Faith  and  heavenly  hope 
Unto  thy  spirit  1    Fare  thee  well  a  whUe  ! 
We  must  be  pilgrims  of  the  woods  again. 
After  this  mournful  hour. 

{He  goei  out  toith  the  child. — ^AoNES  TcneeU  in 
prayer, — After  a  time,  voices  without  aire  heard 

tinging.) 

FUNERAL  HYMN. 

Where  the  long  reeds  quiver. 

Where  the  pines  make  moan. 
By  the  forest-river. 
Sleeps  our  babe  alone. 
England's  ficld-flowere  may  not  deck  his  grave, 
Cypress  shadows  o'er  him  darkly  wave. 

Woods  unknown  receive  him. 

Midst  the  mighty  wild ; 

Yet  with  Qod  we  leave  him, 

Blessed,  blessed  child ! 

And  our  tears  gush  o'er  his  lovely  dust^ 

Mournfully,  yet  still  from  hearts  of  trust 

Though  his  eye  hath  brightened 

Oft  our  weary  way. 
And  his  dear  laugh  lighten'd 
Half  our  hearts'  dismay ; 
Still  in  hope  we  give  back  what  was  given. 
Yielding  up  the  beautiful  to  heaven. 

And  to  her  who  bore  him, 

Her  who  long  must  weep. 
Yet  shall  heaven  restore  him 
From  his  pale,  sweet  sleep  I 
Those  blue  eyes  of  love  and  peace  again 
Through  ^er  soul  will  shine,  ondimm'd  by  pain. 

AVhere  the  long  reeds  quiver, 

Where  the  pines  make  moan. 
Leave  we  by  the  river 
Earth  to  earth  alone ! 
God  and  Father !  may  our  joumeyings  on 
Lead  to  where  the  blessed  boy  is  gone  t 

From  the  exile's  sorrow. 

From  the  wanderer's  dread 
Of  the  night  and  morrow. 
Early,  brightly  fled ; 
Thou  host  call'd  him  to  a  sweeter  homo 
Than  our  lost  one  o'er  the  ocean's  foam. 


Now  let  thought  behold  him. 

With  his  angel  look, 
Where  those  arms  enfold  him. 
Which  benignly  took 
Israel's  babes  to  their  Good  Shepherd's  breast 
When  his  voice  their  tender  meekness  blest 

Turn  thee  now,  fond  mother ! 

From  thy  dead,  oh,  turn  ! 
Linger  not,  young  brother. 
Here  to  dream  and  mourn : 
Only  kneel  once  more  aroimd  the  sod, 
Kneel,  and  bow  submitted  hearts  to  God  I 


EASTER-DAY 
IN  A  MOUNTAIN  CHUBCHYARD. 

There  is  a  wakening  on  the  mighty  hills, 
A  kindling  with  the  spirit  of  the  mom  t 
Bright  gleams  are  scattered  from  the  thousand  rills. 
And  a  soft  visionary  hue  is  bom 

On  the  young  foliage,  worn 
By  all  the  embosom'd  woods — a  silveiy  green. 
Made  up  of  spring  and  dew,  harmoniously  sercno. 

And  lo  I  where,  floating  through  a  glory,  sings 
The  lark,  alone  amidst  a  crystal  sky  ! 
Lo  I  where  the  darkness  of  his  buoyant  wings^ 
Against  a  soft  and  rosy  cloud  on  high. 

Trembles  with  melody  I 
While  the  far^choing  solitudes  rejoice 
To  the  rich  laugh  of  music  in  that  voice. 

But  purer  light  than  of  the  early  sun 
Is  on  you  cast,  O  mountains  of  the  earth  f 
And  for  your  dwellera  nobler  joy  la  won 
Than  the  sweet  echoes  of  the  skylark's  mirth. 

By  this  glad  moming^s  birth  I 
And  gifts  more  precious  by  its  breath  are  shed 
Than  music  on  the  breeze,  dew  on  the  violet's  head. 

Gifts  for  the  tout,  from  whose  illumined  eye 
O'er  nature's  fiice  the  colouring  glory  flows; 
Gifts  from  the  floant  of  immortality. 
Which,  fill'd  with  balm,  unknown  to  human  woes; 

Lay  hush'd  in  dark  repose, 
Till  thou,  bright  dayspring  I  madest  its  waves  our 
By  thine  unsealing  of  the  burial  stone.         [own. 

Sing,  then,  with  all  your  choral  strains,  ye  hilk  ) 
And  let  a  full  victorious  tone  be  given. 
By  rock  and  cavern,  to  the  wind  which  fills  [riven^ 
Your  um-liko  depths  with  sound !    The  tomb  >e 
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The  isdiant  g«be  of  hasven 
Unfolded — and  the  rtern,  daik  shadow  cast 
By  death*a  o'eiswBeping  win(^  from  the  earth's 

bosom  poaL 

And  yoa,  ye  gmves  1  nponiriioso  turf  I  standi 
Qirt  with  the  slmnber  of  the  hamlefs  dead^ 
Time,  with  a  soft  and  reconciling  hand» 
The  covering  mantU  of  bright  moos  hath  spread 

O'er  eveiy  nanow  bed : 
But  not  by  time,  and  not  by  nature  sown 
Was  the  celestial  seed,  wh^ioe  round  yon  peace 

liaihgrovn» 

Christ  hath  arisen !  Oh,  not  one  cheriush'd  head 
Hath,  midst  the  flowery  sodsj,  been  pillow'd  here 
'V^thout  a  hope,  (howe'er  the  heart  hath  bled 
In  its  vain  yearnings  o'er  the  unconscious  bier,) 

A  hope^  i:9epringing  dear 
From  those  nu^estio  tidings  of  the  mom. 
Which  lit  the  living  way  to  all  of  woman  bom. 

Thou  hast  wept  monmftilly,  O  human  love  ! 
E'en  on  this  greensward :  night  hath  beard  thy  07, 
Heart-stricken  one !  thy  {nedoos  dust  above — 
Night,  and  the  hills,  which  sent  forth  no  reply 

Unto  thine  agony ! 
But  He  who  wept  like  thee,  thy  Lord,  thy  guide, 
Christ  hath  arisoi,  Olove!  thy  tears  shallallbedried. 

Dark  must  have  been  the  gushing  of  those  tears, 
Heavy  the  unsleeping  phantom  of  the  tomb 
On  thine  impassion'd  soul,  in  elder  years, 
When,  burden'd  with  the  mystery  of  its  doom. 

Mortality's  thick  gloom 
Hung  o  er  the  sunny  worid,  and  with  the  breath 
Of  the  triumphant  rose  came  blending  thoughts 

of  death. 

By  thee,  sad  Love  !  and  by  thy  sister.  Fear, 
Then  was  the  ideal  robe  of  beauty  wrought 
To  vail  that  haimting  shadow,  still  too  near. 
Still  ruling  secretly  the  conqueror's  thought, 

And  where  the  board  was  fraught 
With  wine  and  myrtles  in  the  summer  bower. 
Felt,  e'en  when  disavowed,  a  ^^eenoe  and  a  power. 

But  that  dark  night  is  closed :  and  o'er  the  dead, 
Htn^  where  the  gleamy  primrose-tufts  have  blown. 
And  where  the  moimtain-heath  a  couch  has  spread. 
And,  settling  oft  on  some  gray,  letter  d  stone. 

The  redbreast  warbles  lone ; 
And  the  wild-bee's  deep  drowsy  murmurs  pass, 
Like  alow  thrill  of  harp-strings,  through  the  grass : 


Here,  midst  the  chambers  of  the  Christian'a  deep, 
Wt  o'er  death's  gulf  may  look  with  tmetrng  eye; 
For  Hope  sitB,  dovelike^  on  the  gloomy  deep. 
And  the  green  hiUa  wherein  theae  vaUeja  lie 

Seem  all  one  sanctnaxx 
Of  holiest  thought — nor  needs  thesr  fredip  bri^ 

sod,  [God. 

Urn,  wreath,  or  shrine,  for  tombs  all  dedicate  to 


Chziafc  hath  arisen  1    O  moontain-pealB  1 
Witness,  resounding  {^fln  and  torrent-wave  ! 
The  immortd  courage  in  the  human  breast 
Sprung  from  that  victory — tell  how  oft  the  brave 

To  camp  midst  rock  and  ca.ir% 
Nerved  l^  those  word%  their  stniggjmg  &iUi  hare 

bome^ 
Planting  the  croea  on  high  aboTe  the  clouds  of 

moml 

• 

The  Alps  have  heard  sweet  hymnings  fior  to-dav— 
Ay,  and  wild  sounds  of  steelier,  deeper  tone 
Have  thrill'd  their  pine^  when  ilkoee  that  knek 

topny 
Rose  up  to  arm!  The  piire,hi|^  snows  have  known 

A  odooring  not  their  own. 
But  from  true  heartB^  wfaidi,by  that  crimaondaiii, 
Gave  token  of  a  trust  that  call'd  no  suffering  vaiiL 


Those  days  are  past — the  moantains  wear  no  more 
The  solemn  splendour  of  the  martyr's  blood ; 
And  may  that  awful  record,  as  of  yore. 
Never  again  be  known  to  field  or  flood ! 

E'en  though  the  &ithful  stood, 
A  noble  army,  in  the  exulting  sight 
Of  earth  and  heaven,'which  blesa'd  their  battle  f(T 

the  right ! 

But  many  a  martyrdom  by  hearts  unshaken 
Is  yet  borne  silently  in  homes  ofaecure ; 
And  many  a  bitter  cup  is  meekly  taken ; 
And,  for  the  strength  whereby  the  just  and  pure 

Thus  stead£KBtly  endure, 
Glory  to  Him  whose  victory  won  tiiat  dower ! 
Him  from  whose  rising  stream'd  that  robe  of  ^lirit- 

power. 

Glory  to  Him  !    Hope  to  the  «nflRiww«g  breast ! 
Light  to  the  nations !    He  hath  roU'd  away 
The  mists  which,  gathering  into  deathlike  rest. 
Between  the  soul  and  heaven's  calm  ether  lay — 

His  love  hath  made  it  day 
With  those  that  sat  in  darkness.   Earth  and  sea ! 
Lift  up  glad  strains  for  man  by  tnitii  divine  made 

free! 
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THE  CHILD  READING  THE  BIBLR 


To  haoBft,  lo  itarila,  lo  wagrlay. 


A 

▲  kardtar 


lUbanddMth."  W( 


I  SAW  him  at  his  sport  erewhilo. 

The  bright,  exulting  boy ! 
Liil^e  summer's  lightoiug  cudo  the  smilo 

Of  his  young  spirit's  joy — 
A  flash  that,  whereeoe'er  it  broke, 
To  life  undreamtK>f  beauty  woke. 

His  fair  locks  wared  in  sunny  play. 

By  a  dear  fountain's  side. 
Whore  jewel-coloor'd  pebbles  lay 

Beneath  the  shallow  tide ; 
And  pearly  spray  at  times  would  meet 
The  glancing  of  his  fiiixy  feet 

He  twined  him  wreaths  of  all  sjnring-flowcrs, 
Which  drank  that  streamlet's  dew ; 

He  flung  them  o'er  the  wave  in  showers^ 
Till,  gazing,  scarce  I  knew 

Which  seem'd  more  pure,  or  bright,  or  wild. 

The  singing  fount  or  laughing  child. 

To  look  on  all  that  joy  and  bloom 

Made  earth  one  festal  scene. 
Where  the  duU  shadow  of  the  tomb 

Seem'd  as  it  ne'er  had  been. 
How  could  one  image  of  decay 
Steal  o'er  the  dawn  of  such  clear  day ! 

I  saw  once  more  that  aspect  bright — 
The  boy's  meek  head  was  bow'd 

In  silence  o'er  the  Book  of  Light, 
And,  like  a  golden  doud — 

The  still  cloud  of  a  pictured  sky — 

Hia  locks  droop'd  round  it  lovingly. 

And  if  my  heart  had  deem'd  him  fair, 

When,  in  the  fountain-glade, 
A  creature  of  the  sky  and  air, 

Almost  on  wings  he  play'd ; 
Oh  !  how  much  holier  beauty  now 
Lit  the  young  human  being^s  brow  ! 

The  being  bom  to  toil,  to  die. 

To  break  forth  firom  the  tomb 
Unto  fkr  nobler  destiny 

Than  waits  the  skylark's  plume  ! 
I  saw  him,  in  that  thoughtful  hour, 
Win  the  first  knowledge  of  his  dower. 


The  fOM2,  the  awakening  90ml  I 

My  watdiing  eye  oould  trace 
The  shadows  of  ita  new-born  awe 

Sweeping  o'er  that  £ut  fiioe : 
As  o'er  a  flower  mi^  pass  the  shade 
By  some  dread  angel's  pinion  made ! 

The  soul,  the  mothtf  of  deep  fieara^ 

Of  high  hopes  infinite, 
Of  glorious  dreams,  mystmoua  teais^ 

Of  sleepless  inner  sig^t ; 
Lovely,  but  solemn,  it  arose. 
Unfolding  what  no  more  mi^^t  dose. 

The  red-leaved  tablets,^  uudefiled. 

As  yet,  by  evil  thought — 
Oh  1  little  dream'd  the  brooding  diild 

Of  what  within  me  wrought^ 
While  Aw  young  heart  first  bum'd  and  stirr'c^ 
And  quiver'd  to  the  eternal  word. 

And  reverently  my  spirit  caught 

The  reverence  of  hit  gaze — 
A  sight  with  dew  of  blessing  franght 

To  hallow  after^ays; 
To  make  the  proud  heart  meekly  wise. 
By  the  sweet  £uth  in  thoso  calm  eyes. 

It  seem'd  as  if  a  temple  rose 

Before  me  brightly  there  ; 
And  in  the  depths  of  its  repose 

My  soul  o'erflow'd  with  prayer. 
Feeling  a  solemn  presence  nigh — 
The  power  of  in&nt  sanctity ! 

0  Father !  mould  my  heart  once  more 

By  thy  prevailing  breath  1 
Teach  me,  oh  !  teach  me  to  adore 

E'en  with  that  pure  one's  fidth — 
A  fidth,  all  made  of  love  and  light, 
C3iild-like,  and  therefore  full  of  might  I 


A  POETS  DTDTG  HTMK. 


"  B«  mate  whs  win,  whs  i 
T«i  I  wffl  pnlM  tte*  with  ImpMrioB'tf  Toie*  I 
jtm  dldiltbM  ooaiUtaltapitailoCthfaM 
Ib  ndi  •  tampla  m  «•  now  tehold. 

To  wonkdp,  km  aM  < 


The  blue,  deep,  glorioos  heawiBf — ^I  lift  mine  eye^ 
And  bleas  thee,  O  my  God !  thai  I  have  met 

1  "  AO  this,  and  mort  than  this,  li  now  togravtd  upon  tiM 
rtd-kawtd  tMeU  oi  my  bMrt.**— Haywood. 
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And  own*d  thine  image  in  the  nugesiy 

Of  their  calm  ten^le  still ! — that^  never  yet. 
There  hath  thy  fEusebeen  shrouded  fiom  my  sight 
By  noontide  bUze,  or  sweeping  storm  of  nig^t : 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

That  now  still  clearer,  firom  their  pore  expanse, 
I  see  the  mercy  of  thine  aspect  shine, 

Touching  death's  features  with  a  lovely  glance 
Of  lights  serenely,  solemnly  divine^ 

And  lending  to  each  holy  star  a  ray 

As  of  kind  eyes,  that  woo  my  soul  away : 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  Qod ! 

That  I  have  heard  thy  voice  nor  been  afiraid. 
In  the  earth's  garden — midst  the  mountains  old, 

And  the  low  thrillings  of  the  forest-shade, 
And  the  wild  sound  of  waters  uncontroll'd — 

And  upon  many  a  desert  plain  and  shore — 

No  solitude — ^for  there  I  felt  thee  more : 
I  bless  thee,  0  my  Gk>d ! 

And  if  thy  spirit  on  thy  child  hath  shed 
The  gift,  the  vision  of  the  unseal'd  eye. 

To  pierce  the  mist  o*er  life's  deep  meanings  spread. 
To  reach  the  hidden  fountain-urns  that  lie 

Far  in  man's  heart — ^if  I  have  kept  it  free 

And  pure,  a  consecration  imto  thee : 
I  bless  thee,  0  my  Qod ! 

If  my  soul's  utterance  hath  by  thee  been  fraught 
With  an  awakening  power — if  thou  hast  made 

Like  the  wing'd  seed,  the  breathings  of  my  thought, 
And  by  the  swift  winds  bid  them  bo  convey 'd 

To  lands  of  other  lays,  and  there  become 

Native  as  early  melodies  of  home : 

I  bless  thee,  0  my  God ! 

Not  for  the  brightness  of  a  mortal  wreath. 
Not  for  a  place  midst  kingly  minstrels  dead, 

But  that,  perchance,  a  faint  gale  of  thy  breath, 
A  still  small  whisper,  in  my  song  hath  led 

One  struggling  spirit  upwards  to  thy  throne. 

Or  but  one  hope,  one  prayer, — for  this  alone 
I  bless  thee,  0  rty  God ! 

That  I  have  loved — that  I  have  known  the  love 
Which  troubles  in  the  soul  the  tearful  springs. 

Yet,  with  a  colouring  halo  from  above. 
Tinges  and  glorifies  all  earthly  things, 

Whate'er  its  anguish  or  its  woe  may  be. 

Still  weaving  links  for  intercourse  with  thee : 
I  bless  thee,  0  my  God ! 


'j'»» 


That  by  the  ptasion  of  its  deep 
And  by  the  o'erflowing  of  its  mighty 

And  by  the  yeazning  of  its  tende^le8i^ 
Too  full  for  words  upon  their  stream  to 

I  hftve  been  drawn  still  doeor  to  thy  shrin^ 

Well-spring  of  love,  the  unfiithom'd,*  the 
I  bless  thee,  0  my  Qod! 

That  hope  hath  ne*er  my  heart  or  aong  fonsfeso, 
B^  hope,  which  even  from  mystery,  doobC,  or 
dread. 
Calmly,  rejoicingly,  the  things  hath  taken 

Whereby  its  torchli^t  for  the  race  was  fed : 
That  passing  storms  have  only  fium'd  the  firs 
Which  pierced  them  still  with  its  tJinmpihal  spire^ 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God! 

Now  art  thou  calling  me  in  eveiy  gale, 
^Bck  sound  and  token  of  the  dying  dmy ; 

Thou  leaVst  me  not — though  early  life  grows  pak, 
I  am  not  darkly  sinking  to  decay; 

But,  hour  by  hour,  my  soul's  diasolving  dirood 

Melts  off  to  radiance,  as  a  sQveiy  cloud. 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God ! 


And  if  this  earth,  with  all  its  choral  streemi^ 
And  crowning  woods,  and  soft  or  solemn 

And  moimtain  sanctuaries  for  poet*s  dreams, 
Be  lovely  still  in  my  departing  eyes — 

'Tis  not  that  fondly  I  would  linger  here. 

But  that  thy  foot-prints  on  its  dust  appear : 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God ! 


And  that  the  tender  shadowing  I  behold. 
The  tracery  veining  every  leaf  and  flower. 

Of  glories  cast  in  more  consummate  mould. 
No  longer  vassals  to  the  changeful  hoar ; 

That  life's  last  roses  to  my  thoughts  can  brini; 

Rich  visions  of  imperishable  spring : 

I  bless  thee,  0  my  Gk>d ! 


Yes !  the  young,  vernal  voices  in  the  skies 
Woo  me  not  back,  but,  wandering  past  mine 

Seem  heralds  of  th'  eternal  melodiesi. 

The  spirit-music,  imperturb'd  and  dear — 

The  full  of  soul,  yet  passionate  no  more : 

Let  me,  too,  joining  those  pure  strains,  adore ! 
I  bless  thee,  0  my  God ! 


Now  aid,  sustain  me  stilL     To  thee  I 
Make  thou  my  dwelling  where  thy  children 

And  for  the  hope  of  that  immortal  home^ 
And  for  thy  Son,  the  bright  and  momiqg 
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The  sufferer  and  the  yictor-king  of  death, 
I  bless  thee  with  my  glad  song's  dying  breath  1 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God ! 

["  I  haTt  lately  written  what  I  consider  one  of  my  beit  pleoes 
— *  A  Poeftii  Dying  Hymn.'  It  appeared  in  the  lait  number 
of  Bfadkteood,**  (April  183S.)— letter  Aom  Mr$  Hmant. 

**  It  to  impoeifible  to  read  thto  affecting  poem  without  fisel- 
ing  bow  distinctly  it  breathee  the  inward  echoes  of  Uie  soul 
to  the  frequent  warnings  of  Uie  Summoner ;  thoee  presenti- 
ments which  must  have  long  silently  possesssd  her,  here  for  the 
first  time  finding  otteranoe.  Still  more  strong^  does  it  evidenoe 
that  subdued  and  serane  taaab  of  mind,  into  which  her  onoe 
▼ivadous  temperament  and  painftilly  Tibrating  sensibilities 
were  now  so  gently  and  happily  subsiding."— Jfrmotr,  p.  264.] 


THE  FUNERAL  DAY  OP  SIR  WALTER 

SCOTT. 


"  Many  an  ay* 
May  wall  tha  J*«»twiiiy  ot  oar  aiiiiiBg  •tar.**- 


A  OLOBious  Toioe  hath  ceased ! 
Mournfully,  reverently — ^the  funeral  chant 
Breathe  reverently  1    There  is  a  dreamy  sound, 
A  hollow  murmur  of  the  dying  year. 
In  the  deep  woods.    Let  it  be  wild  and  sad ! 
A  more  ^olian,  melancholy  tone 
Than  ever  wail'd  o'er  bright  things  perishing ! 
For  that  is  passing  from  the  darkened  land, 
Which  the  green  summer  will  not  bring  us  back — 
Though  all  her  songs  return.    The  funeral  chant 
Breathe  reverently !   .They  bear  the  mi^ty  forth. 
The  kingly  ruler  in  the  realms  of  mind ; 
They  bear  him  through  the  household  paths,  the 
Where  every  tree  had  music  of  its  own       [groves. 
To  his  quick  ear  of  knowledge  taught  by  love — 
And  he  is  silent !    Past  the  living  stream 
They  bear  him  now ;  the  stream  whose  kindly  voice, 
On  alien  shoresi,  his  true  heart  bum'd  to  hear — 
And  he  is  silent  I    0*er  the  heathery  hills, 
Which  his  own  soul  had  mantled  with  a  light 
Richer  than  autunm's  purple,  now  they  move — 
And  he  is  silont  I-^he,  whose  flexile  lips 
Were  but  unseal'd,  and  lo !  a  thousand  forms, 
From  eveiy  pastoral  glen  and  fern-clad  height, 
In  glowing  life  upsprang; — ^vassal  and  chief. 
Rider  and  steed,  with  shout  and  bugle-peal. 
Fast-rushing  through  the  brightly  troubled  air. 
Like  the  Wild  Himtsman's  band.    And  still  they 
To  thoee  fiEur  scenes  imperishably  bound,      [live. 
And,  from  the  mountain-mist  still  flashing  by. 
Startle  the  wanderer  who  hath  listen'd  there 
To  the  se^s  voice :  phantoms  of  colour*d  thought, 
Surviving  him  who  raised.  0  eloquence  I    [dead ! 
0  power,  whose  breathings  thus  could  wake  the 


Who  shall  wake  thee  I  lord  of  the  buried  past ! 
And  art  thou  there — to  those  dim  nations  joiu'd. 
Thy  subject-host  so  long  t    The  wand  is  dropp'd, 
The  bright  lamp  broken,  which  the  gifted  hand 
Touched,  and  the  genii  came  !    Sing'reverently 
The  funeral  chant !    The  mighty  is  borne  home. 
And  who  shall  be  his  mourners  t   Youth  and  age, 
For  each  hath  felt  his  magio — ^love  and  grief, 
For  he  hath  conmiuned  with  the  heart  of  each : 
Yes — ^the  free  spirit  of  humanity 
May  join  the  august  procession,  for  to  him 
Its  mysteries  have  been  tributary  things, 
And  all  its  accents  known.    From  field  or  wave. 
Never  was  conqueror  on  his  battle-bier. 
By  the  veil'd  banner  and  the  muffled  drum. 
And  the  proud  drooping  of  the  crested  head. 
More  nobly  followed  home.    The  last  abode. 
The  voiceless  dwelling  of  the  bard  is  reached : 
A  still,  nugestic  spot,  girt  solemnly 
With  all  th'  imploring  beauty  of  decay ; 
A  stately  couch  midst  ruins  1  meet  for  him 
With  his  bright  &me  to  rest  in,  as  a  king 
Of  other  days,  laid  lonely  with  his  sword 
Beneath  his  head.    Sing  reverently  the  chant 
Over  the  honour'd  grave !    The  ffrave  / — oh,  say 
Rather  the  shrine  ! — an  altar  for  the  love, 
The  light,  soft  pilgrim  steps,  the  votive  wreaths 
Of  years  unborn— a  place  where  leaf  and  flower. 
By  that  which  dies  not  of  the  sovereign  dead, 
Shall  be  made  holy  things,  where  every  weed 
Shall  have  its  portion  of  th'  inspiring  gift 
From buriedglory  breathed.  And  now  what  strain 
Making  victorious  melody  ascend 
High  above  sorrow's  diiige,  befits  the  tomb 
Where  he  that  swa/d  the  nations  thus  is  laid — 
The  crown'd  of  men  t 

A  lowly,  lowly  song. 

Lowly  and  solemn  be 
Thy  children's  ay  to  thee. 

Father  divine ! 
A  hymn  of  suppliant  breath. 
Owning  that  life  and  death 

Alike  are  thine  1 

A  spirit  on  its  way. 
Sceptred  the  earth  to  sway. 

From  thee  was  sent : 
Now  call'st  thou  back  thine  own— 
Hence  is  that  radiance  flown — 

To  earth  but  lent. 

Watching  in  breathless  awe. 
The  bri^t  head  bow*d  we  saw. 
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Beneath  thy  lymd ! 

With  aU  the  stOl,  small  whispera  of  tlM  B^^ 

Fill*d  by  one  hope,  one  fear» 

And  with  the  aearchmg  g^cea  of  the  atan^ 

Now  o'er  a  brother^s  bier 

And  with  her  God,  alone :  she  hfted  up 

Weeing  we  atond. 

Her  sweet,  sad  voice,  and,  trembling  o*er  her  hea 

The  dark  leaves  thzill'd  with  psajer— the  teeif 

How  h«ih  be  paa'd  l-~«he  loid 

pnyer 

Of  each  deep  boBom-chordy 

Tomeetthyoghi, 

Father  of  Spirits^  hear  I 

On  thy  bleee'd  mercy  tiurown» 

Look  on  the  inmost  heart  to  thee  xeveaTd, 

0  Infinite  I 

Look  on  the  ibuntam  of  tiie  bnimng  tear. 

" 

Before  thy  sight  in  solxtode  nnseel'd  ! 

So,  from  his  hervert-home, 

Must  the  tired  peasant  oome ; 

Hear,  Father  !  hear,  and  aid  ! 

So^  in  one  trost^ 

If  I  have  loved  too  well,  if  I  have  shed. 

Loader  and  king  must  yield 

In  my  vain  fondness,  o'er  a  mortal  head. 

The  naked  soul  rereal'd 

Gifts  on  thy  shrine,  my  God  !  more  fitly  laid; 

To  thee^  AU  Just ! 

If  I  have  sought  to  five 

The  sword  of  many  a  fight — 

But  in  fmt  light,  and  made  a  human  eye 

What  ikm  shaU  be  ita  mightl 

The  lofty  lay 

Thou  that  art  Love  !  oh,  pi^  and  Ust^cn  1 

That  rosh'd  on  ea^  wing — 

What  shall  its  memory  bring  1 

Chasten'd  and  achool'd  at  lMt» 

What  hope^  what  stay  \ 

No  more,  no  more  my  straggling  qpirit  boni^ 

But,  fix'd  on  thee^  from  that  wild  wocahqi  tons 

0  Ei^er  t  in  that  hour. 

What  have  I  said! — ^the  deep  dream  is  not  past 

When  earth  all  succouring  power 

Shall  disavow ; 

Yet  hear  !— if  ¥tS  I  love. 

When  spear,  and  shield,  and  crown 

Oh  !  still  too  fondly — if,  for  ever  seen. 

In  fointnees  are  cast  down — 

An  earthly  miage  comes  my  heart  betweua 

Sustain  us,  Thou  ! 

1 

And  thy  calm  gloiy.  Father  1  throned  above ; 

1 

By  Him  who  bow'd  to  take 

If  still  a  voice  is  near, 

j                    The  death-cup  for  our  sake. 

(L  en  while  I  strive  these  wanderings  to  oontro 

The  thorn,  the  rod  ; 

An  earthly  voice  disquieting  my  aool 

From  whom  the  last  dismay 

With  its  deep  music,  too  intensely  dear ; 

Was  not  to  pass  away — 

Aid  us,  0  God! 

0  Father  !  draw  to  thee 

My  lost  affections  back ! — the  dreaminf^  eves 

Tremblers  beside  the  grave, 

!                    We  call  on  thee  to  save, 

Give  the  worn  soul  once  more  its  pinions  free  1 

i                           Father  divine  1 

Hear,  hear  our  suppliant  breath ! 

I  must  love  on,  0  God  1 

Keep  lis,  in  life  and  death. 

This  bosom  must  love  on  !— but  let  thy  bcealh 

Thine,  only  thine  i 

Touch  and  make  pure  the  flame  that  knows  n 

death. 

I 

Bearing  it  up  to  heaven — love's  own  abode  1 

THE  PRATER  IN  THE  WILDERNESS. 

Ages  and  ages  past,  the  wildemeas. 

1 

1                      BUOOBSTSD  BT  A  PICTURE  OP  COBRSOOIO'S. 

1 

With  its  dark  cedars,  and  the  thrilling  night, 
With  her  clear  stan^  and  the  mystenona  winds 

.     I:;  the  deep  wilderness  unseen  she  preyd, 

That  waft  all  sound,  were  consciouaof  thosepr^pa 

The  dau^ter  of  Jerusalem ;  alcme 

How  many  such  hath  woman's  bozsting  heart 
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8moa  iktfi^  in  silonoe  and  in  darkness  breathed. 
Like  the  dim  night-flower  s  odour,  up  to  Ood  1 


PRISONERS'  EVENINa  SERVICR 


A  SOEirB  OV  THE  TRENCH  REyOLXTTIOIV.^ 


««FRim(btlr«pb««i 

TWttanor 

fc  lima  II     .III     II  m,^      -     '    - 

PeriAtlMM 

MM  aM  tlM  flofwwt  ondi«i« 

Prinewaad 

MBp«ron,and  Um  erown  aod  palms 

oran  tk»  Mlflity,  wMhM^  aod  eoMMMd  1 

ITwtopaww 

r  givm  ta  towllMl  tnnoenM 

Long  loprelwIlMr  own.'*                 WoBjawvmni. 

Sgkhx — Prison  of  the  Luxembourg  in  Pcait,  during 
the  Beign  of  Terror, 

D'AtTBioir^  an  aged   Jhgaiitt — Blanche,  hit 
daughter,  a  young  girL 

Blanche,  What  was  your  doom,  my  filmier  1    In 
thine  arms 
I  lay  onconsciociBly  throogh  that  dread  horn*. 
Toll  me  the  sentenoe  1    Could  our  judges  look, 
Without  relenting,  on  thy  silvery  hair  t 
Was  there  not  meroy,  fkther  1    Will  they  not 
Restore  us  to  our  home  ? 

jyAubigni,  Yes,  my  poor  child  t 
They  send  us  home. 

BUmehe,  Oh  I  shall  we  gass  again 
On  the  bright  Loire  f     Will  the  old  hamlet  spire, 
And  the  gray  turret  of  our  own  chatean, 
Look  forth  to  greet  us  through  the  dusky  elms  ? 
Will  the  kind  voioes  of  our  villagers, 
The  loving  laughter  in  their  children's  eyes, 
Welcome  us  back  at  last?    But  how  is  this ? 
Father !  thy  glance  is  clouded — on  thy  brow 
There  sits  no  joy  I 

jyAubign^,  Upon  my  brow,  dear  girl ! 
There  sits,  I  trusty  such  deep  and  solenm  pcaco 
As  may  befit  the  Christian  who  receives, 
And  recognises  in  submissive  awe. 
The  sunmions  of  his  Qod. 

Blanche.  Thou  dost  not  mean 

No,  no  t  it  cannot  be  1    Didst  thou  not  say 
They  sent  us  home  t 

1  TlieUutdAjraoftwopriaoMnlntlwLiixtinboiBfiSaiery 
And  La  Sooroe,  to  aflbctlBftj  dmattmi  by  Hettn  Maria 
WUlianu,  in  her  Lettert/rom  Framet,  gavt  riae  to  this  Uttle 
scene.  Tbeie  two  victims  liadeompoied  a  simple  hjmn,  which 
tfaey  wKttg  together  In  a  low  and  rsslrained  Toice  every  night. 

*  A  French  royalist  ofBcer,  dytaff  upon  a  Held  of  battle,  and 


jyAMgnS.  Where  is  the  spirit's  homo  ? 
Oh  1  most  of  all,  in  theee  dark,  evil  days, 
Where  should  it  be— but  in  that  world  sereno, 
Beyond  the  sword's  reach  and  the  tempest's  poweii 
\ — ^Where,  but  in  heaven  t 

Bkmcke,  My  fither  1 

lyAubigni.  Wewuttdie. 
We  mnat  look  up  to  Ood,  and  calmly  die. 
Come  to  my  heart,  and  weep  there  1    For  awhile 
Give  nature's  passion  way ;  then  brightly  rise 
In  the  still  courage  of  a  woman's  heart 
Do  I  not  know  thee  t    Do  I  ask  too  much 
From  mine  own  noble  Blanohe  % 

Blm^ifaUimgamkiehetotM,)  Ohl  daspme&st! 
Thytremblingchildl  Hide, hide meinthineanns — 
Father ! 

J/AMgni.  Alas!  myflower,thou'rtyoungtogo — 
Young,  and  so  fiiir  1    Yet  were  it  worsen  methinks^ 
To  leave  thee  where  the  gentle  and  the  brave. 
The  loyal-hearted  and  the  ohivalxonsy 
And  they  that  loved  their  Ood,  have  all  been  swept» 
Like  the  sere  leaves,  away.    For  them  no  hearth 
Through  the  wide  land  was  left  inviolate. 
No  altar  holy ;  therefore  did  they  fidl. 
Rejoicing  to  depart.    The  soil  is  steep'd 
In  noble  blood ;  the  temples  are  gone  down ; 
The  voice  of  prayer  is  hush'd,  or  fearfidly    Qive 
Muttei'd,  like  sounds  of  guilt    Why,  who  would 
Who  hath  not  panted,  as  a  dove^  to  flee. 
To  quit  for  ever  the  dishonoured  soil. 
The  burden'd  air  1    Our  God  upon  the  cross — 
Our  king  upon  the  soaflbld*— let  us  think 
Of  thete — and  fold  endurance  to  our  hearts, 
And  bravely  die  ! 

Blanche,  A  dark  and  fearftd  way ! 
An  evil  doom  for  thy  dear,  honoured  head  ! 
0  thou,  the  kind,  the  gracious  1  whom  aU  eyes 
Bleas'd  as  they  look'd  upon  1    ^>eak  yet  again — 
Say,  will  they  part  ust 

J/AubignS.  No,  my  Blanche ;  in  death. 
Wo  shall  not  be  divided. 

Blanche.  Thanks  to  God! 
He,  by  thy  glance,  wiU  aid  me — ^I  shall  see 
His  light  before  me  to  the  last    And  when — 
Oh,  pardon  theee  weak  shrinkingB  of  thy  child  I — 
When  shall  the  hour  be&ll) 

ITAuhignS.  Oh  1  swiftly  now. 
And  suddenly,  with  hnet,  dread  interval, 

hearing  some  one  near  hfaantteriactlM  moelplaintlva  faunen- 
tatlons,  tamed  towards  the  suflerer,  and  thns  addrsssed  him:— 
"  My  friend,  whoever  yoa  may  be,  remember  that  your  Ctod 
expired  npon  the  aoss  your  Idng  upon  the  seaflbld-HUid  he 
who  now  speaks  to  yoa  has  had  Ms  Hmbs  shot  fkomnndv  him. 
Meet  your  fttu  as  beeomesamaB.** 
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Comes  down  the  mortal  stroke.   But  of  that  hour 
As  yet  I  know  not    Each  low  throbbing  pulse 
Of  the  quick  pendulum  may  usher  in 
Eternity!  [hand 

^ZancAe,  ^bieeZiR^&e/breAun.)  Myfiither!  lay  thy 
On  thy  poor  Blanche's  head,  and  once  again 
Bless  her  with  thy  deep  voice  of  tenderness — 
Thus  breathing  saintly  courage  throu^^  her  soul. 
Ere  we  are  call'd. 

jyAMffni.  If  I  may  speak  through  tears ! — 
Well  may  I  bless  thee,  fondly,  fervently. 
Child  of  my  heart  1 — thou  who  dost  look  on  me 
With  thy  lost  mother's  angel  eyes  of  love  ! 
Thou,  that  hast  been  a  bxightness  in  my  path, 
A  guest  of  heaven  unto  my  lonely  soul, 
A  stainleas  lily  in  my  widow'd  house, 
There  springing  up,  with  soft  light  roimd  thee  shod. 
For  immortality  1    Meek  child  of  Qod  ! 
I  bless  thee — ^He  will  bless  thee  !    In  his  love 
He  calls  thee  now  &x>m  this  nMe  stormy  world 
To  thy  Redeemer's  breast  1    And  thou  wilt  die. 
As  thou  hast  lived — ^my  duteous,  holy  Blanche  ! 
In  trusting  and  serene  submissivenesfl^ 
Humble,  yet  full  of  heaven. 

Blanche,  {rising.)  Now  is  there  strength 
Infused  through  aU  my  spirit.  I  can  rise 
And  say,  "  Thy  will  be  done  !"  [child ! 

D'A  Mgnif  {pointing  upuxurds.)  See'st  thou,  my 
!    Yon  fiunt  light  in  the  west  1    The  signal  star 
I    Of  our  due  vesper-service,  gleaming  in 

Through  the  close  dungeon-grating  !   Mournfully 
I    It  seems  to  quiver ;  yet  shall  this  night  pass, 
IJiis  night  alone,  without  the  lifted  voice 
Of  adoration  in  our  narrow  cell. 
As  if  im worthy  fear  or  wavering  &ith 
Silenced  the  strain  ?    No  !  let  it  waft  to  heaven 
The  prayer,  the  hope,  of  poor  mortality. 
In  its  dark  hour  once  more  !    And  we  will  sleep. 
Yes — calmly  sleep,  when  our  last  rite  is  closed. 

[They  nng  together. 
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We  see  no  more  in  thy  pure  skies. 
How  soft,  0  God  !  the  sunset  dies ; 
How  every  coloured  hill  and  wood 
Seems  melting  in  the  golden  flood : 
Yet,  by  the  precious  memories  won 
From  bright  hours  now  for  ever  gone, 
Father  I  o'er  all  thy  works,  we  know, 
Thou  still  art  shedding  beauty's  glow ; 
Still  touching  every  cloud  and  tree 
With  glory,  eloquent  of  thee ; 
Still  feeding  all  thy  flowers  with  light. 
Though  man  hath  barr'd  it  from  our  sight 


We  know  thou  reign'st»  the  UndiaDgmg  Oiie,1 

AU-just ! 
And  bless  thee  still  with  finee  and  boandleBs  tra 

We  read  no  more,  0  Qod  !  thy  waya 
On  earth,  in  these  wild,  evil  days. 
The  red  sword  in  the  oppressor's  hand 
Is  ruler  of  the  weeping  land ; 
Fallen  are  the  fidthful  and  the  pure. 
No  shrine  is  spared,  no  hearth  secure. 
Tet,  by  the  deep  voice  &x>m  the  past. 
Which  tells  us  these  thingb  cannot  last — 
And  by  the  hope  which  finds  no  ark 
Save  in  thy  breast,  when  stoims  grow  dazk- 
We  trust  thee  !    As  the  sailor  knows 
That  in  its  place  of  bright  repose 
His  pole-star  bums^  though  mist  and  cloud 
May  veil  it  with  a  midnight  shroudy 
We  know  thou  reign'st,  AU-holy  One,  All-just 
AndblesB  thee  still  with  love's  own  boundless  tzx 

We  feel  no  more  that  aid  is  ni^. 

When  our  fiiint  hearts  within  us  die. 

We  suffer — and  we  know  our  doom 

Must  be  one  suffering  till  the  tomb. 

Tet,  by  the  anguish  of  thy  Son 

When  his  last  hour  came  darkly  on  ; 

By  his  dread  cry,  the  air  which  rent 

In  terror  of  abandonment ; 

And  by  his  parting  word,  which  rose 

Through  faith  victorious  o'er  all  woes — 

We  know  that  thou  may'st  wound,  may'st  bre 

The  spirit,  but  wilt  ne'er  forsake  1 

Sad  suppliants  whom  our  brethren  spurn. 

In  our  deep  need  to  thee  we  turn  ! 

To  whom  but  thee  ?    All-merciful,  All-just ! 

In  life,  in  death,  we  yield  thee  boundless  trust 


HYMN  OF  THE  VAUDOIS  MOUNTAINEE 
IN  TIMES  OF  PERSECUTION. 


"  Tbuiks  be  to  God  tv  Um 

How  Ill's 


BookoftlM 


Fob  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  the 

Our  Qod,  our  fathers*  Gk>d  I 
Thou  hast  made  thy  children  mighty. 

By  the  touch  of  the  mountain-sod. 
Thou  hast  fix'd  our  ark  of  refuge 

Where  the  spoiler  s  foot  ne'er  trod ; 
For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  blcsas  thei 

Our  GkKl,  our  fathers'  God  ! 
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We  are  watchers  of  a  beacon 

When  the  sea-fight  was  done : 

Whoee  light  must  ncTer  die ; 

The  sons  of  England  knelt, 

We  are  giiardiann  of  an  altar 

With  hearts  that  now  could  melt, 

Midst  the  silence  of  the  skv : 

For  on  the  wave  her  battle  had  been  won. 

The  rocks  yield  foornts  of  courage^ 

Struck  forth  as  by  thy  rod ; 

Round  their  tall  ship,  the  main 

For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

Heaved  with  a  dark  red  stain. 

Our  Ood,  our  fathers'  Qod  I 

Caught  not  fh>m  sunset's  dond ; 

While  with  the  tide  swept  past 

For  the  dark,  resounding  caverns, 

Pennon  and  shivered  mast. 

Where  thy  still,  small  voice  is  heard  ; 

Which  to  the  Ocean-Queen  that  day  had  bow'd. 

For  the  strong  pines  of  the  forests. 

That  by  thy  breath  are  stirr'd  ; 

But  free  and  fisur  on  high. 

For  the  storms,  on  whose  free  pinions 

A  native  of  the  sky. 

Thy  spirit  walks  abroad  ; 

Her  streamer  met  the  breeze ; 

For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee. 

It  flow*d  o'er  fearless  men. 

Our  Qod,  our  fitthers'  Qod  ! 

Though,  hush'd  and  child-like  then, 

Before  their  Qod  they  gather  d  on  the  seoa. 

The  royal  eagle  darteth 

On  his  quarry  from  the  heights, 

Oh  I  did  not  thoughts  of  home 

And  the  stag  that  knows  no  master. 

O'er  each  bold  spirit  come. 

Seeks  there  his  wild  delights ; 

As  from  the  land  sweet  gales  1 

But  we,  for  thy  communion. 

In  every  word  of  prayer 

Have  sought  the  moimtain-sod; 

Had  not  some  hearth  a  share. 

For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee. 

Some  bower,  inviolate  midst  England's  vales  1 

Our  Qod,  our  fathers*  Qod  ! 

Yes !  bright,  green  spots  that  lay 

The  banner  of  the  chieftain 

In  beauty  fSeur  away. 

Far,  for  below  us  waves ; 

Hearing  no  billow's  roar, 

The  war-horse  of  the  spearman 

Safer  from  touch  of  spoil. 

Cannot  reach  our  lofty  caves : 

For  that  day's  fiery  toil. 

Thy  dark  clouds  wrap  the  threshold 

Rose  on  high  hearts,  that  now  with  love  gush'd 

Of  freedom's  last  abode ; 

o'er. 

For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

Our  Qod,  our  fathers'  Qod  t 

A  solemn  scene  and  dread ! 

The  victors  and  the  dead. 

For  the  shadow  of  thy  presence. 

The  breathless  burning  sky ! 

Round  our  camp  of  rock  outspread ; 

fi           And,  passing  with  the  race 

For  the  stem  defiles  of  battle. 

Of  waves  that  keep  no  trace. 

Bearmg  record  of  our  dead ; 

The  wild,  brief  signs  of  human  victory ! 

For  the  snows  and  for  the  torrents, 

For  the  free  heart's  burial-sod ; 

A  stem,  yet  holy  scene ! 

For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

Billows,  where  strife  hath  been. 

Our  Qod,  our  fitthers*  Qod  t 

Sinking  to  awful  sleep ; 

And  words,  that  breathe  the  sense 

Of  Qod's  omnipotence. 

Making  a  minster  of  that  silent  deep. 

PRAYER  AT  SEA  AFTER  VICTORY. 

Bome  through  such  hours  afiir. 

•' Th«  iMd  dMU  BtvOT  n*. 

Thy  flag  hath  been  a  star. 

80  Knglasd  to  brndTdo  pron  bat  trM.*'-8aAKtraABS. 

Where  eagle's  wings  ne'er  flew  : 

England !  the  unprofaned. 

Throuob  evening's  bright  repose 

Hiou  of  the  earth  nnstain'd, 

A  voice  of  prayer  arose, 

Oh !  to  the  banner  and  the  shrine  be  tnial 
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THE  IimiAirS  REVENaE. 

80ENB  IN  THE  UFB  OF  A  MORAYIAN  1IIS8I0NABT. 

(.CircmnstanoM  limaar  to  thoM  on  which  thlB  loene  is 
fDundfld  are  recorded  in  Game's  Naxrative  of  the  Moravian 
Miaiiont  in  Greenbnd,  and  gare  rise  to  the  dramatic  sketch.] 


**  BatbyBjwriMiftaadtarmjrwnth, 
To>iiMMTOw  Artoukili  twa<h 


Shan  light  BM  to  tlM  fo* ! " 

Indian  Song  In  *'  Q«rtnid«  of  Wjromlng." 

Scene. — Tht  Aon  of  a  Lake  twmmnded  hy  deep 
woods.  A  solitary  caJbU^  on  it*  banks,  over- 
shadowed  hy  maple  ami  sycamore  trees.  Herr- 
mann^ the  missionary,  seated  alone  before  the 
cabin.     The  ?umr  is  evening  iwUight. 

Herrmann,  Was  that  the  light  from  some  lone, 
swift  canoe 
Shooting  across  the  waters  1 — ^No,  a  flash 
From  the  night's  flxst,  quick  fire-fly,  lost  again 
In  the  deep  bay  of  cedars.    Not  a  bark 
Is  on  the  wave ;  no  rostle  of  a  breeze        [world. 
Comes  through  the  forest.    In  this  new,  strange 
Oh  1  how  mysterious,  how  eternal,  seems 
The  mighty  melancholy  of  the  woods ! 
The  desert's  own  great  spirit,  infinite  ! 
Little  they  know,  in  mine  own  £Eitherland, 
Along  the  castled  Rhine,  or  e'en  amidst 
The  wild  Harz  moimtains,  or  the  sylvan  glades 
Deep  in  the  Odenwald — ^they  little  know 
Of  what  is  solitude  1    In  hours  like  this. 
There,  from  a  thousand  nooks,  the  cottage-hearths 
Pour  forth  red  light  through  vine-hung  lattices, 
To  guide  the  peasant,  singing  cheerily, 
On  the  home-path;  while  roimd  his  lowly  porch. 
With  eager  eyes  awaiting  his  return. 
The  clustered  faces  of  his  children  shine 
To  the  clear  harvest  moon.  Be  still,  fond  thoughts ! 
Melting  my  spirit*s  grasp  from  heavenly  hope 
By  your  vain,  earthward  yearnings.    0  my  Gk>d ! 
Drtfw  me  still  nearer,  closer  unto  thee, 
TiU  all  the  hollow  of  these  deep  desires 
May  with  thyself  be  fill'd !.    Be  it  enough 
At  once  to  gladden  and  to  solemnise 
My  lonely  life,  if  for  thine  altar  here 
In  this  dread  temple  of  the  wilderness, 
By  prayer,  and  toil,  and  watching,  I  may  win 
The  ofiering  of  one  heart,  one  human  heart. 
Bleeding,  repenting,  loving ! 

Hark !  a  step. 
An  Indian  tread  !  I  know  the  stealthy  sound — 


Tis  on  some  quest  of  efil,  through  the 
Gliding  so  serpent-like. 

(He  comu  forward,  and  meets  an  Indiat^  warrior 

armed.) 

Enonio,  is  it  thoal  I  see  thy  form  [eye 
Tower  stately  through  the  dusk,  yet  acaroe  mine 
Discerns  thy  fi&ce. 

Enonio.  My  fieither  speaks  my  name. 

Serrmann.  Are  not  the  hunterafrom  tha  chase 
rotum'dl 
The  night-fires  litl    Why  ii  my  son  abroadt 

Enonio.  Thewanior^sarrowknowsof  noUerprey 
Than  elk  or  deer.    Now  let  my  fiUher  lettra 
The  lone  path  free. 

Herrmann.  The  forest  way  is  long 
From  the  red  chieftain's  home.    Beat  thee  awhUe 
Beneath  my  sycamore,  and  we  wiU  apeak 
Of  these  things  further. 

Enonio.  Tell  me  not  of  rest ! 
My  heart  is  sleepless,  and  the  dark  ni^t  swift 
I  must  begone.  [atny ! 

Herrmann^  {solenuUy.)  "No,  wanior !  thow.  most 
The  Mighty  One  hath  given  me  power  to  aeazch 
Thy  soul  with  piercing  words— «nd  thou  mnafc  stay. 
And  hear  me,  and  give  answer !    If  thy  heart 
Be  grown  thus  restless,  is  it  not  because 
Within  its  dark  folds  thou  haat  mantled  up 
Some  burning  thought  of  illl  [I  rest \— 

Enonio,  {with  sudden  impetuosity.)  How  ahonld 
Last  night  the  spirit  of  my  brother  came^ 
An  angry  shadow  in  the  moonlight  atreak. 
And  said, "  Avenge  m«  / "    In  the  clouds  this  mom 
I  saw  the  frowning  colour  of  his  blood — 
And  that,  too,  had  a  voice.     I  lay  at  noon 
Alone  beside  the  sounding  water&ll. 
And  through  its  thimder-music  spake  a 
A  low  tone  piercing  all  the  roll  of  wave 
And  said  "  Avenge  meJ**    Therefore  have  I  xaised 
The  tomahawk,  and  strung  the  bow  again^ 
That  I  may  send  the  shadow  from  my  ooocli. 
And  take  the  strange  sound  from  the  cataract, 
And  sleep  once  more. 

Herrmann.  A  better  path,  my  son ! 
Unto  the  still  and  dewy  land  of  sleep,  . 
My  hand  in  peace  can  guide  thee — e'en  the  way 
Thy  dying  brother  trod.    Say,  didst  thou  love 
That  lost  one  well  1 

Enomia.  KnoVM  thou  not  we  grew  up 
Even  as  twin  roes  amidst  the  wilderness  t 
Unto  the  chase  we  joumey'd  in  one  path ; 
We  stemm'd  the  lake  in  one  canoe ;  we  lay 
Beneath  one  oak  to  rest.    When  fever  hung 
Upon  my  burning  lips,  my  brother's  hand 
Was  still  beneath  my  head ;  my  brother's  robe 
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/     Ck)ver'd  my  bosom  fixnn  tlie  chill  nighWr — 
Our  lives  were  girdled  by  one  belt  of  lore 
Until  he  tum'd  him  finom  his  other's  gods. 
And  then  my  soul  fall  ftx>m  him~tlwn  the  grass 
Grew  in  the  way  between  our  parted  hornet; 
And  wheresoe'er  I  wandered,  then  it  seem'd 
That  all  the  woods  wore  silent.    I  went  forth — 
I  joumey'd,  with  my  lonely  heart,  a&r. 
And  BO  returned — and  where  was  he  1    The  earth 
Own*d  him  on  more. 

HemtuMvn,  But  thou  thyself,  since  then. 
Hast  tum'd  thee  from,  the  idols  of  thy  tiibe. 
And,  like  thy  brother,  bow'd  the  suppliant  knee 
To  the  one  Qod. 

Enonio,  Yes  !  I  have  Ieam*d  to  pn^ 
With  my  white  fiEither^s  words»  yet  all  the  more 
Hy  heart,  that  shot  against  my  brothec's  love. 
Hath  been  within  me  as  an  arrowy  fire, 
Burning  my  sleep  away.    In  the  night-hush. 
Midst  the  strangewhiqpenand  dim  shadowy  things 
Of  the  great  forests,  I  h«^  call'd  alondy 
"  Brother !  fodgive,  fofgire  I  *    He  anawer'd  not — 
His  deep  Toioe,  rising  fhon  the  land  of  aools, 
Criee  but  "Aitengt  am/"— «Qd  I  go  forth  now 
To  slay  his  murderer,  that  when  next  hia  eyea 
Gleam  on  me  monxnfblly  from  that  pale  ahore, 
I  may  look  up,  and  meet  their  {^ance^  and  aay, 
"  I  Aove  avenged  thee  I" 

HemnMim,  Oh  !  that  homan  love 
Should  be  the  root  of  thia  dread  bittemesi^ 
Till  heaven  through  all  the  fovei^'d  being  poun 
Transmuting  balsam  t    Stay,  Enonio  I  stay  ! 
Thy  brother  calls  thee  not  1    The  spirit^world 
Where  the  departed  go,  sends  back  to  earth 
No  visitants  for  eviL    Tia  thia  mig^ 
Of  the  strong  paaaion,  the  remoiaeful  grief 
At  work  in  thine  own  breaaty'vriuch  lends  the  voioe 
Unto  the  forest  and  the  cataract^ 
The  angry  colour  to  the  douds  of  mom. 
The  shadow  to  the  moonlight    Stay,  my  son ! 
Thy  brother  is  at  peace.    Beside  hia  couch. 
When  of  the  muiderer^s  poiaon'd  shaft  he  died, 
I  knelt  and  pray'd ;  he  named  hia  Saviour's  name^ 
Meekly,  beaeediingly ;  he  spoke  of  thee 
In  pity  and  in  love. 

Etumio,  {harritdljf.)  Did  he  not  aaj 
My  arrow  should  avenge  him  1 

fferrmann.  His  last  words 
Were  all  foigivene«. 

Emmio,  What!  and  shall  the  man 
Who  pierced  him  with  the  ahaft  of  treacfaeiy. 
Walk  fearless  forth  in  joy  t 

fferrmann.  Was  he  not  once 
Thy  brother's  friendt   Oh  1  trust  me^  not  in^'^y 


He  walks  the  frowning  forest.    Did  keen  lova^ 
Too  late  repentant  of  its  heart  estranged. 
Wake  in  thy  haimted  bosom,  with  its  train 
Of  sounds  and  shadowft--«nd  shall  A«  escape? 
Enonio,  dream  it  not  1    Our  God,  the  All-just, 
Unto  himsdf  reserves  this  royalty — 
The  aecret  chastening  of  the  guilty  hearty 
The  fiery  touch,  the  scourge  that  purifies. 
Leave  it  with  him  !    Yet  make  it  not  thy  hcpg  : 
For  that  strong  heart  of  thine — oh  J  listen  yet — 
Musty  in  its  depths,  o'eroome  the  very  wish 
For  death  or  torture  to  the  guilty  one. 
Ere  it  can  sleep  again. 

Enonio.  My  father  speaks 
Of  change,  for  man  too  mighty. 

fferrmamn,  I  but  speak 
Of  that  ^i^iich  hath  been,  and  again  must  be^ 
If  thou  wouldst  join  thy  brosher,  in  the  lifo 
Of  the  bright  country  where^  I  well  believe. 
His  soul  rejoices.    Jffe  had  known  such  change  : 
He  died  in  peace.   He^  whom  hia  tribe  once  named 
The  Avenging  Eagle^  took  to  his  meek  heart, 
In  its  last  pangs,  the  spirit  of  those  words 
Which,  from  the  Saviour*s  cross,  went  up  to 

heaven — 
'*  Forgive  them,  for  they  hnmo  not  what  they  do  I 
F<Uh&rt  fcrgiver — And  o'er  the  eternal  bounds 
Of  that  celestial  kingdom,  undefiled. 
Where  evil  may  not  enter,  he,  I  deem. 
Hath  to  his  Master  pass'd.   He  waits  thee  there — 
For  love,  we  trust,  springs  heavenward  from  the 

grave, 
Immortal  in  its  holineas.    He  oaUs 
His  brother  to  the  land  of  golden  light 
And  ever-living  fountains — couldst  thou  hear 
BUs  voice  o'er  those  bright  waters,  it  woul$l  say, 
"My  brother  I  oh  1  be  pure,  be  merciful  i 
That  we  may  meet  again." 

Enonio,  {hesiUUing.)  Can  I  return 
Unto  my  tribe,  and  unavenged) 

Eerrmann.  To  Him, 
To  Him  return,  from  whom  thine  erring  stops 
Have  wander'd  far  and  long  J    Return,  my  son. 
To  thy  Redeemer !    Died  he  not  in  love — 
The  sinless,  the  divine,  the  Son  of  God — 
Breathing  forgiveness  midst  aU  agonies  1 
And  100,  dare  iM  be  ruthless]    ^  his  aid 
Shalt  thou  be  guided  to  thy  brother's  place 
Midst  the  pure  qfuritB.    Oh  t  retrace  the  way 
Back  to  thy  Saviour  1  he  rejects  no  heart 
E'en  with  the  dark  ataina  on  i^  if  true  tears 
Be  o'er  them  ahowec^d.    Ay  I  weep,  thou  Indian 

chief! 
For,  by  the  kindling  moonli^^  I  behold 
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Thy  proud  Eps  workiiig — ^weep,  relieTe  thy  soul ! 
Tears  will  not  shame  thy  manhood,  in  the  hour 
Of  its  great  conflict 

Enonio,  (giving  tip  Ait  wagaant  to  HEBRMAinff.) 
Father !  take  the  bow. 
Keep  the  sharp  arrows  till  the  hnnters  call 
Forth  to  the  chase  once  more.  And  let  me  dwell 
A  little  while,  my  fiither  1  by  thy  aide. 
That  I  may  hear  the  blessed  words  again — 
Like  water>brooks  amidst  the  summer  hills — 
From  thy  true  lips  flow  forth ;  for  in  my  heart 
The  music  and  the  memoiy  of  their  sound 
Too  long  have  died  away. 

Herrmann,  Oh,  welcome  back. 
Friend,  rescued  one  1  Tee,  thou  shalt  be  my  guest, 
And  we  will  pray  beneath  my  sycamore 
Together,  mom  and  eve ;  and  I  will  spread 
Thy  couch  beside  my  fire,  and  sleep  at  last — 
After  the  visitiDg  of  holy  thoughts — 
With  dewy  wings  shall  sink  upon  thine  eyes ! 
Enter  my  home,  and  welcome,  welcome  back 
To  peace,  to  God,  thou  lost  and  found  again  ! 

{They  go  intotke  cMn  together, — Hebrmank, 

lingering  for  a  moment  on  the  threahold,  looks 

up  to  the  starry  skies.) 

Father  I  that  from  amidst  yon  glorious  worlds 
Kow  look'st  on  us,  thy  children  !  make  this  hour 
Blessed  for  ever !    May  it  see  the  birth 
Of  thine  own  image  in  the  unfathom'd  deep 
Of  an  immortal  soul, — a  thing  to  name 
With  reverential  thought,  a  solemn  world  ! 
To  thee  more  precious  than  those  thousand  stars 
Burning  on  high  in  thy  majestic  heaven  ! 


EVENING  SONG  OF  THE  WEARY. 

Father  of  heaven  and  earth ! 
I  bless  thee  for  the  night, 
The  soft,  still  night! 
The  holy  pause  of  care  and  mirth, 
Of  sound  and  light ! 

Now,  fEir  in  glade  and  dell, 
Flower-cup,  and  bud,  and  bell, 

Have  shut  around  the  sleeping  woodlark's  nest ; 
The  bee*s  long  murmuring  toils  are  done, 
And  I,  the  overwearied  one. 
Overwearied  and  o'erwronght. 

Bless  thee,  0  God !  O  Father  of  the  oppress'd ! 
With  my  last  waking  thought, 
In  the  stUl  night ! 


Tee !  e*er  I  sink  to  rest. 
By  the  fire's  dying  lig^it^ 
Thou  Lord  of  earth  and  heavenl 
I  bleas  thee,  who  hast  fpren. 
Unto  life's  fidnting  traveDen^  the  nighi — 
The  soft,  still,  holy  mfjbt. 


THE  DAY  OF  FLOWEBS. 


A  motheb's  walk  with  HSB  CHILDu 


"OMipirli-Ui* 
ttw  plkttod  ttero  wtth 


OtHMmminSVipmdL   B» 


Aadl 

Happy  wbo  walks  wtth  him !" 


Come  to  the  woodsy  my  boy ! 
Come  to  the  streams  and  bowery  dingliw  fiortii. 
My  happy  child  1    The  spirit  of  bright  boon 
Woos  us  in  every  wind ;  fresh  'wild4eftf  aooiitB, 
From  thickets,  where  the  lonely  sto^-dovebfood 
Enter  our  lattice ;  fitful  songs  of  joy 
iloat  in  with  each  soft  current  of  the  air ; — 
And  we  will  hear  their  summons ;  we  will  give 
One  day  to  flowers,  and  sunshine,  and  gibd  thoo^t 
And  thou  shalt  revel  midst  free  nature's  wealth 
And  for  thy  mother  twine  wild  wreaths;  while  sb 
From  thy  delight,  wins  to  her  own  fond  heart 
The  vernal  ecstasy  of  childhood  back. 
Come  to  the  woods,  my  boy ! 

What !  wouldst  thou  lead  already  to  the  path 
Along  the  copsewoodbrookl  Come^  then!  in  trol 
Meet  playmate  for  a  child,  a  blessed  child* 
Is  a  glad,  singing  stream,  heard  or  unheard. 
Singing  its  melody  of  happiness 
Amidst  the  reeds,  and  bounding  in  free  grace 
To  that  sweet  chime.    With  what  a  qmridingHl 
It  fills  the  shadowy  dingle ! — ^now  the  wing 
Of  some  low-skimming  swallow  shakes  bright  spra 
Forth  to  the  sunshine  from  its  dimpled  wave ; 
Now,  from  some  pool  of  crystal  darkness  deep, 
The  trout  springs  upward,  with  a  showery  gkaz 
And  plashing  sound  of  waters.    What  swift  ring 
Of  mazy  insects  o'er  the  shallow  tide 
Seem,  ad  they  glance,  to  scatter  sparks  of  light 
From  bumish'd  films !  And  mark  yon  silveiylin 
Of  gossamer,  so  tremulously  hung 
Across  the  narrow  current,  from  the  tuft 
Of  hazels  to  the  hoary  poplar's  bough  1 
See,  in  the  air's  tranq>arence,  how  it 


Quivering  and  glistening  with  each  fidntest  gale, 
Tet  breaking  not — a  bridge  for  &iry  shapeB, 
How  dolicate,  how  wondrous ! 

Yes,  my  boy  I 
Well  may  we  make  the  stream's  bright,  windingvcin 
Our  woodland  guide,  for  He  who  made  the  stream 
Made  it  a  clue  to  haunts  of  loYcliness, 
For  ever  deepening.    Oh,  foiget  him  not, 
Dear  child !  That  aiiy  gladness  which  thou  feel*st 
Wafting  thee  after  bird  and  butterfly, 
As  'twere  a  breeze  vrithin  thee,  is  not  less 
Hit  gift,  his  blessing  on  thy  spring-time  hours. 
Than  this  rich,  outward  sunshine,  mantling  all 
The  leaves,  and  grass,  and  mossy-tinted  stones 
With  summer  gloiy.    Stay  thy  bounding  step. 
My  merry  wanderer! — ^let  us  rest  a  while 
By  this  clear  pool,  where,  in  the  shadow  flung 
From  alder  boughs  and  osiers  o'er  its  breast. 
The  soft  red  of  the  flowering  willow-herb 
So  vividly  is  pictured.    Seems  it  not 
£*en  melting  to  a  more  transparent  glow 
In  that  pure  glassl    Oh  1  beautiful  are  streams ! 
And,  through  all  ages,  human  hearts  have  loved 
Their  music,  still  accordant  with  each  mood 
Of  sadness  or  of  joy.    And  love  hath  grown 
Into  vain  worship,  which  hath  left  its  trace 
On  sculptured  urn  and  altar,  gleaming  still 
Beneath  dim  olive-boughs,  by  many  a  fount 
Of  Italy  and  Greece.    But  we  will  take 
Our  lesson  e'en  from  erring  hearts,  which  bless'd 
The  river-deities  or  fountain-nymphs. 
For  the  cool  breeze,  and  for  the  freshening  shade. 
And  the  sweet  water's  tune.    The  One  supreme. 
The  all-sustaining,  ever-present  Qod, 
Who  dowor'd  the  soul  with  immortality. 
Gave  also  thae  delights,  to  cheer  on  earth 
Its  fleeting  passage ;  therefore  let  us  greet 
Each  wandering  flower«cent  as  a  boon  frt>m  Him, 
Each  bird-note,  quivering  midst  light  simmier 

leaves, 
And  every  rich  celestial  tint  unnamed, 
Wherewith  transpierced,  the  clouds  of  mom  and 
Kindle  and  melt  away !  [evo. 

And  now,  in  love. 
In  grateful  thoughts  r^oidng,  let  us  bend 
Our  footsteps  onward  to  the  dell  of  flowers 
Around  the  ruin'd  mansion.  Thou,  my  boy  ! 
Kot  yet»  I  deem,  hast  visited  that  lorn 
But  lovely  spot,  whose  loveliness  for  thu 
Will  wear  no  shadow  of  subduing  thought — 
No  colouring  frt>m  the  past.    This  way  our  path 
Winds  through  the  hazels.    Mark  how  brightly 

shoots 
The  dragon-fly  along  the  sunbeam's  lin^ 


Crossing  the  leafy  gloom.    How  full  of  life. 
The  life  of  song,  and  breezes,  and  free  wings. 
Is  all  the  murmuring  shade  I  and  thine,  oh  thinel 
Of  all  the  brightest  and  the  happiest  hero. 
My  blessed  child  1  my  gift  of  Gk>d !  that  makest 
My  heart  o'erflow  with  summer  1 

Hast  thou  twined 
Thy  vnreath  so  soon !  yet  will  we  loiter  not. 
Though  here  the  blue-bell  wave,  an^  goxigeoualy 
Bound  the  brown,  twisted  roots  of  yon  scathed  oak 
The  heath-flower  spread  its  purple.  We  must  leave 
The  copse,  and  thxx)ugh  yon  broken  avenue, 
Shadow'd  by  drooping  walnut-foliage,  reach 
The  ruin's  glade. 

And  lo !  before  us,  fur 
Yet  desolate,  amidst  the  golden  day. 
It  stands,  that  house  of  silence  1  wedded  now 
To  verdant  Nature  by  the  o'ermanUing  growth 
Of  leaf  and  tendril,  which  fond  woman's  hands 
Once  loved  to  train.  Howthericb  wallflower-sccut 
From  every  niche  and  mossy  cornice  floats, 
Kmbftlming  its  decay !    The  bee  alone 
Is  murmuring  from  its  casement,  whence  no  more 
Shall  the  sweet  eyes  of  laughing  children  shine, 
Watchingsomehomewardfootstep.  See!  unbound 
Fromtheoldfrettedstone-work,  whatthickwreaths 
Of  jasmine,  borne  by  waste  ezuberanco  down. 
Trail  through  thegrass  their  gleamingstars,  andload 
The  air  vrith  mournful  fragrance — for  it  speaks 
Of  life  gone  hence ;  and  the  fiiint>  southern  breath 
Of  myrtle-leaves,  frt>m  yon  forsaken  porch. 
Startles  the  soul  vrith  sweetness  1    Yet  rich  knots 
Of  garden  flowers,  far  wandering,  and  self-sown 
Through  all  the  sunny  hollow,  spread  around 
A  flush  of  youth  and  joy,  free  nature's  joy, 
XJndinmi'd  by  human  change.    How  kindly  here. 
With  the  low  thyme  and  daisies,  they  have  blent! 
And,  under  arches  of  wild  eglantine. 
Drooping  from  this  tall  elm,  how  strangely  seems 
The  frail  gum-dstus  o'er  the  turf  to  snow 
Its  pearly  flower-leaves  down  !    Go,  hapi^  boy  ? 
Rove  thou  at  will  amidst  these  roving  sweets ; 
Whilst  I,  beside  this  fidlen  dial-stone. 
Under  the  tall  moss-rose  tree,  long  unpruned. 
Rest  where  thick  clustering  pansies  weave  around 
Their  many-tinged  mosaic,  midst  dark  grass 
Bedded  like  jewels. 

He  hath  bounded  on. 
Wild  with  delight ! — ^the  crimson  on  his  cheek 
Purer  and  richer  e'en  than  that  which  lies 
In  this  deep-hearted  rose-cup !    Bright  moss-rose  ! 
Though  now  so  lorn,  yet  surely,  gracious  tree! 
Once  thou  wert  cherish'd  I  and,  by  human  love. 
Through  many  a  summer  duly  visited 
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For  thy  Uooniroffincings,  wiudi  o'er  fertal  bond. 
And  yoaihM  brow,  nd  e^en  the  ifaaded  coocfa. 
Of  lox^-flednded  nifit  ump,  maj  banrs  ihod 
A  joy,  now  lost. 

T«l  ■ban  thm  stOl  b«  joy. 
Where  God  bath  poin'd  Ibrib  beanly,«nd  the  ¥oie« 
Of  human  kyve  diall  still  be  heard  in  praise 
Over  bis  g^oriona  gifts  I    O  FatharlLonl! 
The  AU-benefieent  1  I  Umb  thy  name, 
That  tbon  hsafe  TnentiedthegrsmearUi  wiihiowH 
TJuking  our  bearts  to  nataze  1    B|y  the  love 
Of  their  wild  blossonii^  our  yoong  IboUtepe  fiiat 
Into  her  deep  loceosea  ace  beguiled — 
Her  minster^eUa — dark  glen  and  finest  bower, 
Where^  thrilling  with  its  earliest  sense  of  thee. 
Amidst  the  low,  rdUiipous  wfaispeangs 
And  shiyeiy  leafeoonds  of  the  soUtode, 
The  q>iTit  wakea  to  wondiip,  and  is  mad* 
Thy  living  temple.    By  the  breath  of  flowera^ 
Thou  callest  ni^  from  city  throngs  and  eares^ 
Back  to  the  woods,  thebirds,  the  mountaiiMtresnB^ 
That  sing  <^  theel  baok  to  free  diildhood*s  beart^ 
Freab  with  the  dews  of  tendemev!    Tboabidd'sl 
The  lilies  of  the  fidd  with  pladdamile 
Beprove  man's  frverisb  sknvings,  and  infoaa 
Througb  his  worn  soul  a  more  miworidly  lifo^ 
With  their  Boffc,  holy  breath.    Thou  hast  not  leffc 
His  purer  nature^  with  its  fine  desires^ 
Uncared  for  in  this  univerae  of  thine  I 
The  growing  rose  attests  it,  the  beloved 
Of  poet-hearts,  touch'd  by  their  fervent  dreams 
With  spiritual  light,  and  made  a  source 
Of  heaven-ascending  thoughts.    ETen  to  £Ednt  ago 
Thou  lend'st  the  vernal  bliss :  the  old  man's  eye 
Falls  on  the  kindling  blossoms^  and  his  soul 
Remembers  youth  and  love,  and  hopefully 
Turns  unto  thee,  who  call*st  earth's  buried  germs 
From  dust  to  splendour;  as  the  mortal  seed 
Shall,  at  thy  sunmions,  from  the  grave  spring  up 
To  put  on  glory,  to  be  girt  with  power. 
And  fill'd  with  immortality.    Receive 
Thanks,  blessiDgs,  love,  for  these,  tby  lavish  boons. 
And,  most  of  all,  their  heavenward  influfmces, 
0  Thou  that  gavest  us  flowers  f 

Return,  my  boy ! — 
With  all  thy  chaplete  and  bright  bands,  retinrn ! 
See,  with  how  deep  a  crimson  eve  hath  touch'd 
And  glorified  the  ruin . — glow-worm  light 
Will  twinkle  on  the  dewdrops,  ere  we  reach 
Our  home  again.  Come !  with  thy  last  sweet  prayer 
At  thy  bless'd  mother's  knee,  to-nigbt  shall  thanks 
Unto  our  Father  in  his  heaven  arise, 
For  all  the  gladness,  all  the  beauty  shed 
O'er  one  rich  day  <^  flowers. 


HYICN"  OF  THE  TRAVELLER'S 
HOUSEHOLD  ON  HIS  RETURN, 


or 


ffiJ%MM 


Jot!  tbe  lost  one  is  restored ! 
Sunshine  comee  to  beavtb  and  board. 
From  the  fiu^offoonntriea  old 
Of  the  diamowi  and  red  gold; 
SVom  the  dnsky  areberbanda, 
Boameni  ofthe  fieiy  sands; 
SVom  the  desert  wiods^  wboae  breath 
amitos  with  snddeD,  aileni  death ; 
Ha  bath  reacb'd  bis  boma  agUB, 

Where  we  sag 
In  thy  ptaise  a  fervent  stiain, 

QodoorKingl 

IGghtieBt !  unto  thee  be  tum'd 
When  the  nooibday  fieroaat  biizm*d : 
When  the  foontaiiMspixngB 
And  the  aounda  of  Arab 
Swell'd  upon  the  aoltry  blasts 
And  the  sandy  odumaa  peat. 
Unto  thee  be  cried;  and  thoii» 
Merciful!  didst  bear  bia  tow ! 
Therefore  unto  tbee  again 

Joy  shall  sing 
Many  a  sweet  and  thankful  atnon, 

God  our  King!  , 

Thou  wert  with  him  on  the  main* 
And  the  snowy  mountainrcbain. 
And  the  rivers^  dark  and  wide. 
Which  throu^  Indian  forests  glide : 
Thou  didst  guard  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  the  lion  in  his  path. 
And  the  arrows  on  the  breeze^ 
And  the  dropping  poison-treeei 
Therefore  fix)m  our  boasebcdd  txain 

Oft  shall  spring 
Unto  thee  a  blessmg  strain, 

Qod  our  King! 

Thou  to  his  lone,  vratching  wife 
Hast  brought  bade  the  light  of  life  1 
Thou  hast  spared  his  loving  diikl 
Home  to  greet  him  from  the  wild. 
Though  the  suna  of  Eastern  skiea 
On  his  cheek  have  set  their  dyea^ 
Though  long  toils  and  sleepleai 
On  his  brow  have  bkndiM  the 
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Yet  the  night  of  fear  ia  flown — 
He  IB  living,  and  our  own ! 
Brethren  I  spread  his  festal  board. 
Hang  hia  mantle  and  his  aword. 
With  the  armour,  on  the  ivall — 
While  this  long,  long  ailenk  hall 
Joyfully  doth  hear  again 

Voice  and  string 
Swell  to  thee  the  exulting  strain, 

Ood  oar  King  I 


THE  PAINTER'S  LAST  WORK. 

[Snggested  by  the  clodng  scene  In  the  lUb  of  the  painter 
Blake,  which  Is  beautiftdly  rdated  by  Allan  dmning^iam.] 

'*  Claip  m*  m  Utttokmiw  on  tlM  bri^ 
Of  Uft,  while  I  ou  fM  Uiy  «mx  ou««: 
Aiidwli«nthlskMHlM«heM«i4tobwt,okl  tftliik. 
And  M  U  iiiltlfAtetliiy  woc^  MMM, 
Thai  thoa  hMk  bMn  to  m*  all  Undirn— , 
And  frtend  to  mora  ihaa  hmmuB  fttondiklp  Jn^ 

And  bj  tha  bopa  of  an  iBunoHal  traal, 
God  ahaU  amaga  tiqr  paaga  wbm  I  am  tald  In  daal  !^— Oa: 


Tkt  Scene  it  an  EngUth  Cottage.     Tke  lattice  opens 
vpon  a  Lamdioape  at  nMiMt 

EuQEVB,  Tkbesa. 

Tereta,  The  fever's  hue  hath  left  thy  cheek, 

beloved  I 
Thine  Ayes,  that  make  the  dayspring  in  my  heart, 
Are  clear  and  still  once  more  I    Wilt  thou  look 

forth  1 
Now,  while  the  sunset  with  low  streaming  light — 
The  light  thou  lovest — hath  made  the  rim-wood 

stems 
AH  burning  bronze,  the  river  molten  gold  ! 
Wilt  thou  be  raised  upon  thy  couch,  to  meet 
Thorichairfill'd  with  wandering  scents  and  sounds? 
Or  shall  I  lay  thy  dear,  dear  head  once  more 
On  this  true  bosom,  hilling  thee  to  rest 
With  our  own  evening  hymn  1 

Eugene,  Not  now,  dear  love  I 
My  soul  is  wakeftil — lingering  to  .look  forth. 
Not  on  the  sun,  bat  thee  I    Doth  the  light  sleep 
On  the  stream  tenderlyl  and  are  the  stems 
Of  our  own  elm-trees,  by  its  alchemy. 
So  richly  changed  ?  and  is  the  sweetbrier-scent 
Floating  around  ]    But  I  have  said  ftrewell. 
Farewell  to  earth,  Teresa  I— not  to  thee ; 
Nor  yet  to  our  deep  love — nor  yet  awhfle 
Unto  the  spirit  of  mine  art,  which  flows 
Back  on  my  aonl  in  mastery.    One  last  work  I 


And  I  will  shrine  my  wealth  of  glowing  thooghli^ 
Clinging  aflbctions,  and  undying  hopei^ 
All,  all  in  that  memorial ! 

Tere»€L  Oh,  vdaat  dream 
Is  this,  mine  own  Eugene  t  Waste  ilioa  not  tiiiiB 
Thy  scaroe>r0turDing  8trec^;th;   keep  thy  rich 

thoughts 
For  happier  days— 4ihey  will  not  melt  away 
Like  passing  music  firom  the  lute.   Dear  friend ! 
Dearest  of  friends !  thoa  canst  win  back  at  will 
The  glorious  visions. 

Eugene,  Yes  1  the  unseen  land 
Of  glorious  visions  hath  sent  forth  a  voice 
To  call  me  hence.    Oh,  be  thou  not  deceived  I 
Bind  to  thy  heart  no  eaHhlp  hope,  Teresa  t 
I  must^  mutt  leave  thee !  Tet  be  strong,  my  love ! 
As  thou  hast  stiU  been  gentla 

TerttOk  O  Eugene  t 
What  will  this  dim  world  be  to  me,  Eagene ! 
When  wanting  thy  bright  soul,  the  life  of  all — 
My  only  sunshine!    How  can  I  bear  onl 
How  can  we  part  t— we  that  have  loved  so  well. 
With  dasping  spirits  link'd  so  long  by  grief. 
By  tears,  by  prayerl 

Eugene.  E'en  therrfore  we  can  party 
With  an  immortal  trust,  that  such  high  love 
Is  not  of  things  to  perish. 

Let  me  leave 
One  record  still  of  its  ethereal  flame 
Brightening  through  death's  cold  shadow.    Once 

again. 
Stand  with  thy  meek  hands  fblded  on  thy  breast, 
And  eyes  half  veil'd,  in  thine  own  soul  absorb'd. 
As  in  thy  vmtchings  ere  I  sink  to  deep ; 
And  I  will  give  the  bending;  flower>like  grace 
Of  that  soft  form,  and  the  still  sif  witness  throned 
On  that  pale  brow,  and  in  that  quivering  smile 
Of  voiceless  love,  a  life  that  shall  outlast 
Their  delicate  earthly  being.    There  !  thy  head 
Bow'd  down  with  beauty,  and  with  tenderness, 
And  lowly  thought — even  thus — my  own  Teresa ! 
Oh  I  the  quick-glancing  radiance  and  bright  bloomi 
That  once  around  thee  hung,  have  melted  now 
Into  more  solemn  light — ^but  holier  flur. 
And  dearer,  and  yet  lovelier  in  mine  eyes^ 
Than  all  that  summer-flash  f    For  by  my  eouoh. 
In  patient  and  serene  devotedness. 
Thou  hast  made  those  rich  hues  and  sunny  smiles 
Thine  offering  unto  me.    Ofa  !  I  may  give 
Those  pensive  Iqis,  that  dear  Madonna  brow, 
And  the  sweet  earnestness  of  that  daxk  eye. 
Unto  the  canvasi ;  I  may  catch  the  flow 
Of  all  those  drooping  locks,  and  glorify. 
With  a  soft  halo,  what  is  unaged  thus — 
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Bat  how  much  resia  imbreftthed,  my  fidthfbl  one ! 
What  thou  hast  been  to  me !    Thie  bitteriroild  1 
This  cold,  unanswermg  world,  that  hath  no  Toice 
To  greet  the  gentle  spirit^  that  driyes  back 
All  birds  of  Eden,  which  would  Bojouxn  here 
A  little  while — ^how  haye  I  tum'd  away 
From  its  keeiC  soulleas  air,  and  in  thy  heart 
Found  eyer  the  sweet  fountain  of  response 
To  quench  my  thirst  for  home ! 

The  dear  woik  grows 
Beneath  my  hand, — the  last  f 

Tema,  (faUing  en  hit  nedb  m  tean.) 
Kugenel  Eugene! 

Break  not  my  heart  with  thine  excess  of  loye  ! — 
Oh  !  musti  lose  thee — ^thou  that  hast  been  still 
The  tenderest— best ! 

Eugene.  Weep,  weep  not  thus^  beloyed  I 
Let  my  true  heart  o*er  thine  retain  its  power 
Of  soothing  to  the  last !    Mine  own  Teresa  I 
Takestrengthfrom  strong  affection!  Letoursouls, 
Ere  this  brief  parting,  mingle  in  one  strain 
Of  deep,  full  thankfgjying,  for  Qod*s  rich  boon — 
Our  perfect  loye !    Oh,  blessed  haye  we  been 
In  that  high  gift !  thousands  o*er  earth  may  pase^ 
With  hearts  unfreehen'd  by  the  heayenly  dew, 
AMiich  hath  kept  ourt  from  withering.    Kneel, 

true  wife  ! 
And  lay  thy  hands  in  mine. 

{She  kneels  beside  the  couch — he  prays.) 

Oh,  thus  receive 
Thy  children's  thanks.  Creator  !  for  the  love 
Which  thou  hast  granted,  through  all  earthly  woes, 
To  spread  heaven's  peace  around  them — ^which 

hath  bound 
Their  spirits  to  each  other  and  to  thee. 
With   links    whereon    unkindneas   ne'er    hath 

breathed, 
Nor  wandering  thought.   We  thank  thee,  gracious 

God! 
For  all  its  treasured  memories,  tender  cares, 
Fond  words,  bright,  bright  sustaining  looks,  un- 
changed 
Through  tears  and  joy !    0  Father !  most  of  all. 
We  thank,  we  bless  thee,  for  the  priceless  trust, 
Tlirough  thy  redeeming  Son  vouchsafed  to  those 
That  love  in  thee,  of  union,  in  thy  sight 
And  in  thy  heavens,  immortal  I    Hear  our  prayer ! 
Take  home  our  fond  affections,  purified 
To  spirit-radiance  from  all  earthly  stain ; 
Exalted,  solemnised,  made  fit  to  dwell. 
Father  !  where  all  things  that  are  lovely  meet, 
And  all  things  that  are  pure — ^for  evermore 
With  thee  and  thine  ! 


A  TRATEB  OF  AFFECTION. 

BLEBBDiaB,  O  Father !  shower- 
Father  of  Merciea  I  round  his  predons  heed  f 
On  his  lone  walks  and  on  his  thooi^tfiil  hocr. 
And  the  pure  visions  of  his  midnight  bed. 

Blessings  be  shed ! 

Father !  I  pray  thee  not 
For  earthly  treasure  to  that  most  beloved — 
Fame,  fortune,  power :  oh  1  be  his  spirit  proved 
By  these,  or  by  their  absence,  at  thy  will ! 
But  let  thy  peace  be  wedded  to  bis  lot. 
Guarding  his  inner  life  from  touch  of  HI, 

With  its  dove-pinion  still ! 

Let  such  a  sense  of  thee, 
Thy  watching  presence,  thy  sustaining  love^ 
His  bosom-guest  inalienably  be, 

That  wheresoe'er  he  move, 

A  heavenly  light  serene 

Upon  his  heart  and  mien 
Hay  sit  undimm'd !  a  gladness  reet  his  own^ 
Unspeakable,  and  to  the  world  unknown  ! 
Such  as  from  childhood's  morning  land  of  dreanraj 

Bemember'd  feintly,  gleams — 
Faintly  remember'd,  and  too  swiftly  flown  ! 

So  let  him  vralk  with  thee. 

Made  by  thy  Spirit  free ; 
And  when  thou  call'st  him  from  his  mortal  place; 
To  his  last  hour  be  still  that  sweetness  giiq^ 
That  joyful  trust !  and  brightly  let  him  part. 
With  lamp  clear  burning,  and  unlingcring  heart. 

Mature  to  meet  in  heaven 

His  Saviour's  face ! 


MOTHER'S  LITANY  BY  THE  SICKBED 
OF  A  CHILD. 

Satioub,  that  of  woman  bom, 
Mother«orrow  didst  not  scorn — 
Thou,  with  whose  last  anguish  strove 
One  dear  thought  of  earthly  love — 
Hear  and  aid ! 

Low  he  lies,  my  precious  cdiild^ 
With  his  spirit  wandering  wild 
From  its  gladsome  tasks  and  play. 
And  its  bright  thoughts  fiur 
Saviour,  aid ! 
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Fftin  sits  heavy  on  his  brow. 
E'en  though  slumber  seal  it  now ; 
Bound  his  lip  is  quivering  strife. 
In  his  hand  unqtiiet  life — 
Aid  1  oh,  aid  ! 

Saviour  1  loose  the  burning  chain 
From  his  fever'd  heart  and  brain. 
Give,  oh  !  give  his  young  soul  back 
Into  its  own  cloudless  track  ! 
Hear  and  aid  1 

Thou  that  saidsc,  "  Awake  I  arise  T 
E'en  when  death  had  quench'd  the  eyes- 
In  this  hour  of  griefs  deep  sighing, 
When  o'erwearied  hope  is  dying, 
Hear  and  aid  ! 

Tet,  oh !  make  him  thine,  all  thine, 
Sa\'iour !  whether  Death's  or  mine  ! 
Tet,  oh  i  pour  on  human  love. 
Strength,  trust,  patience,  from  above  ! 
Hear  and  aid  f 


NIGHT  HYMN  AT  SEA. 

THS  WORDS  WaiTTXir  FOR  A  MBLODY  RY  PKLTOV. 

Night  sinks  on  the  wave. 

Hollow  gusts  are  sighing, 
Sea-birds  to  their  cave 

Through  the  gloom  arc  flying. 
Oh  !  should  storms  come  sweeping, 
Thou,  in  heaven  unsleeping. 
O'er  thy  children  vigil  keeping, 
Hear,  hear,  and  save  ! 

Stars  look  o'er  the  sea. 
Few,  and  sad,  and  shrouded ; 

Faith  our  light  must  be. 
When  all  else  is  clouded. 

Thou,  whose  voice  came  thrilling, 

Wind  and  billow  stilling. 

Speak  once  more  I  our  prayer  fulflUing- 
Powcr  dwells  with  thee  ! 


SONNETS. 


FEMALE    CHARACTERS    OF 
SCRIPTURE. 

"ToartonteMwdMolaU;  jonr  sUlelj  iltpi, 
Ofall  tlMir  ehoral  daoMt,  hav*  not  Wft 
One  tra«a  betidt  the  fbanUlni :  jroar  fUlI  cap 
Of  gladDev  and  of  tnmbUnc,  each  aUke 
It  broken.   Yet,  araWMiindTinffi  binge. 
The  mind  etUl  keepe  joor  lovettnete,  and  •till 
An  the  freeh  gkelee  ofthe  anri7  world 
Hang  roond  jon  In  the  vplrit'i  ptotored  halb, 
Vcrer  to  change ! " 

INVOCATION. 

As  the  tired  voyager  on  stormy  seas 

Invokes  the  coming  of  bright  birds  from  shore. 
To  waft  him  tidings,  with  the  gentler  breeze, 

Of  dim,  sweet  woods  that  hear  no  billows  roar ; 

So,  from  the  depth  of  days,  when  earth  yet  wore 
Her  Bolenm  beauty  and  primeval  dew, 

I  call  you,  gracious  Forms  I  Oh,  come !  restore 
Awhile  that  holy  fr'eshness,  and  renew  P7re» 
l«ifo's  morning  dreams.  Come  with  the  voice,  the 


Daughters  of  Judah  1  with  the  timbrel  rise  t 
Ye  of  the  dark,  prophetic,  Eastern  eyes. 
Imperial  in  their  visionary  fire ; 
Oh  1  steep  my  soul  in  that  old,  glorious  time. 
When  Qod's  own  whisper  shook  the  cedars  of  your 
clime! 


INVOCATION  CONTINUED. 

And  come,  ye  faithful  1  round  Messiah  seen. 
With  a  soft  harmony  of  tears  and  light 

Streaming  through  all  your  spiritual  mien — 
As  in  calm  clouds  of  pearly  stillness  bright. 
Showers  weave  with  sunshine,  and  tranq>ierco 
their  slight 

Ethereal  cradle.    From  yow  heart  subdued 
All  haughty  dreams  of  power  had  wing'd  their 

And  left  V  H  place  for  martyr  fortitude,    [flight, 

TruefiEdtlr         'Huffering  love.  Come  to  me,  comet 
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And  as  the  aeas,  beneath  your  Master's  tread. 
Fell  into  oyBtal  envoothness,  round  him  spread 
Like  the  clear  paTement  of  his  hearenly  home ; 
So,  in  your  presence,  let  the  soul's  great  deep 
Sink  to  the  gentleness  of  infimt  sleep. 


THE  SOKQ  OF  MIBIAIC. 

A  BONa  for  IsraellB  God  t   BpcKt,  crest,  and  helm 

Lay  by  the  faillowB  of  the  old  Bed  Sea, 
\Yhen  Miriamls  Toioe  o*er  tiiai  aepolohial  realm 

Sent  on  the  bUust  a  hymn  of  jubHee. 
With  her  lit  ^e,  and  long  hair  floating  tree, 

Queen-likeshe  stood,  and  prions  was  the  strain. 
E'en  as  instinct  with  tlie  tempestaoos  glee 

Of  the  dark  waters,  tossing  o*er  the  slain. 
A  song  for  Qod^s  own  yictoiy  1  Ob,  thy  lays. 

Bright  poe^l  were  holy  in  their  birth : 
How  hath  it  died,  thy  seraph-noto  of  piaise. 

In  the  bewildering  melodiee  of  earth  I 
Betum  from  troubling,  bitter  founts — return. 
Back  to  the  life^rings  of  thy  native  um ! 


BUTE. 

The  plume-like  swaying  of  the  auburn  com. 
By  soft  winds  to  a  dreamy  motion  £um'd« 

Still  brings  me  back  thine  image — 0  forlorn. 
Yet  not  forsaken  Ruth  !    I  see  thee  stand 
Lone,  midst  the  gladness  of  the  haryest-band — 

Lone,  as  a  wood-bird  on  the  ocean's  foam 
Fall'n  in  its  weariness.    Thy  fiEtthexiand 

Smiles  &r  away  !  yet  to  the  sense  of  home — 
That  finest,  purest,  which  can  recognise 
Home  in  affection's  glance — for  ever  true 

Beats  thy  calm  heart ;  and  if  thy  gentle  eyes 
Gleam  tremulous  through  tears,  'tis  not  to  rue 

Those  words,  immortal  in  their  deep  love  s  tone, 

**  Thy  people  and  thy  God  ihall  be  mine  own/'* 


THE  VIGIL  OF  MZPAHL 


olAUk, 

It  fbr  her  apoo  Um  rode,  ttam  Um  bwgtnnfan 
dropped  apoQ  tham  oat  of  htawn  ;  and 
oftteair  to  tmAmmtkmm  ky  ^mj^mrnVbrn 
iiigki.''-SB*a.sxL10. 
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Who  watches  on  the  mountain  with  the  dead. 
Alone  before  the  awfulness  of  night 


A  seer  awaiting  the  de^  spirit's  migfail 
A  warrior  guarding  some  dai^  paoB  of  dread? 
Ko — a  lorn  woman  1    On  her  droopiqg  head. 

Once  proudly  gneefnl,  heavy  beafca  the  rain ; 

She  recks  not — U^ing  for  the  nnboried  slain. 
Only  to  scare  the  Tulture  from  their  bed. 
So,  night  by  nighty  her  vjgil  hath  ska  kepi 
With  the  pale  afean,  and  with  the  depwebatii  wept: 

Oh  1  flurely  some  bri^t  PwocDce  from  abore 
On  thoee  wild  rocks  the  lonely  one  mnet  aid! 
E'en  so ;  a  strengthener  throo^  all  etonn  and 
fihff>df>, 

Th'  unoomioerahle  angdt  wightieBt  Lore ! 


THE  BEPLY  OF  THE  SHraTAMTTE  WOMAX 


"I  DWELL  among  mine  own,** — oh»  liapi»y  thou! 

Not  for  the  snnny  dnstera  of  the  tin^ 
Not  for  the  olives  on  the  mountain's  brow. 
Nor  the  flocks  wandering  by  the  flowery  line 
Of  streams,  that  make  the  green  land  when 
they  shine 
Laugh  to  the  Ught  of  waters — ^not  for  these. 
Nor  the  soft  shadow  of  ancestral  trees. 

Whose  kindly  whisper  floatso'er  thee  and  thine— 
Oh  !  not  for  thete  I  call  thee  richly  blest. 
But  for  the  meekness  of  thy  woman's  breast, 
AVhere  that  sweet  depth  of  still  contentment  lies 
And  for  thy  holy,  household  love,  which  rling 
Unto  all  ancient  and  faiwiUft-  thitig^^ 
Weaving  from  each  some  link  for  home's  deu 
charities. 


THE  ANNUNCIATION. 

Lowliest  of  women,  and  most  glorified  ! 

In  thy  still  beauty  sitting  calm  and  kme, 
A  brightness  round  thee  grew — and  by  thy  side. 

Kindling  the  air,  a  form  ethereal  shone. 

Solemn,  yet breathinggladness.  FromherthroDfi 
A  queen  had  risen  with  more  imperial  eye^ 
A  stately  prophetess  of  victoiy 

fVom  herprood  lyre  had  atni^  atcmpeeCa  toM^ 
For  sodi  high  tidings  as  to  thm  were  bron^x^ 

Ghoeen  of  heaven!  thafcboiir:biitthoii,oh!  thoo. 
E'en  as  a  flower  with  gracioas  ndne  n'ffraqgh^ 

Thy  virgin  head  beneath  its  crown  didst  bow. 
And  take  to  thy  meek  breast  th'  all-holy  wv^ 
And  own  ihjs^  the  handwudd  if  OU  Lord. 


THE  SONG  OP  THE  VIRGIN. 

Tet  as  a  sunburst  flushing  mountain-snow. 

Fell  the  celestial  touch  of  fire  ere  long 
On  the  pale  stallness  of  thy  thoughtful  brow. 

And  thy  calm  spirit  lightened  into  song. 

Unconsciously,  perchance,  yet  free  and  strong 
Flowed  the  majestic  joy  of  timeAil  words, 

Which  liring  harps  the  choirs  of  heaven  among 
Might  well  hare  Imkfd  with  their  divinest  chords. 
Full  many  a  strain,  borne  &r  on  glory's  blast. 
Shall  leaye,  where  once  its  haughty  music  pass'd, 

Ko  more  to  memoiy  than  a  reed*s  fiunt  sigh ; 
While  thine,  0  childlike  Virgin  t  through  all  time 
Shall  send  its  fervent  breath  o'er  every  cHme, 

Being  of  Gk>d,  and  therefore  not  to  die. 


That  e'en  when  noontide  bums  upon  the  hilli^ 
Some  one  bright  solemn  starall  its  lone  mirror  fills. 


THE  PENITENT  ANOINTING  CHRISTS 

FEET. 

There  was  a  moumfulness  in  angel  eyes, 

Thatsaw  thee,  woman!  brightinthisworld'strain, 
Moving  to  pleasure's  airy  melodies, 

Thyself  the  idol  of  the  enchanted  stndn. 

But  from  thy  beauty's  garland,  brief  and  vain, 
When  one  by  one  the  rose-leaves  had  been  torn ; 

When  thy  hearths  core  had  quivered  to  the  pain 
Through  eveiy  life-nerve  sent  by  arrowy  BOom ; 
When  thou  didst  kneel  to  pour  sweet  odours  forth 

On  the  Redeemer's  feet,  with  many  a  sigh. 
And  showering  tear<brop,  of  yet  richer  worth 

Than  all  those  costly  balms  of  Araby ; 
Then  was  there  joy,  a  song  of  joy  in  heaven. 
For  thee,  the  child  wonback,  the  penitentfingiven  1 


MARY  AT  THE  FEET  OF  CHRIST. 

Oh  !  bless'd  beyond  all  daughters  of  the  earth  ! 
What  were  the  Orient's  thrones  to  that  low  seat 

Where  thy  hush'd  spirit  drew  celestial  birth, 
Mary  !  meek  listener  at  the  Saviour's  feet  1 
No  feverish  cares  to  that  divine  retreat 

Thy  woman's  heart  of  silent  worship  brought. 
But  a  fresh  childhood,  heavenly  troth  to  meet 

With  love,  and  wonder,  and  submisdve  thought 

Oh  !  for  the  holy  quiet  of  thy  breast^ 
Midst  the  world'seagertoneeand  fbotBtepsflying, 
llioa,whoBeoalm  soul  was  likea  wellipring,  lying 

So  deep  and  still  in  its  transparent  rest^ 


THE  SISTERS  OF  BETHANY  AFTER  THE 
DEATH  OF  LAZARUS. 

One  grie(  one  £uth,  O  sisters  of  the  dead ! 

Wasin  your  bosoms — thou,  whose  steps,  made 
fleet 
By  keen  hope  fluttering  in  the  heart  whidi  bled. 

Bore  thee,  as  wings,  the  Lord  <^  life  to  greet ; 

And  thou,  that  duteous  in  thy  still  retreat 
Didst  wait  his  summons,  then  with  reverent  love 

Fall  weeping  at  the  bless'd  Deliverer's  feet. 
Whom  e'en  to  heavenly  tears  thy  woe  oould  move. 
And  which  to  Him,  the  All-seeing  and  All-just, 
Was  loveliest — that  quick  seal,  or  lowly  trust  1 
Oh  1  question  not^  and  let  no  law  be  given 

To  those  unveilings  of  its  deepest  shrine. 

By  the  wrung  spirit  made  in  outward  sign : 
Free  service  from  the  heart  is  all  in  all  to  heaven. 


THE  MEMORIAL  OF  MARY. 


'*V«ttyItiif 

In  tlM  wkoto  world,  time  Omh 

doiM,  1»  told  tot  m  nMmorlal  of  ] 

Al»Jonr,sa.t. 


Thou  hast  thy  record  in  the  monarch's  hall. 

And  on  the  waters  of  the  far  mid  sea; 
And  where  the  mighty  mountain-shadows  fell, 
The  Alpine  hamlet  keeps  a  thought  of  thee : 
Where'er,  beneath  some  Oriental  tree. 
The  Christian  traveller  rests — where'er  the  child 
Looks  upward  from  the  English  mother's  knee. 
With  earnest  eyes  in  wondering  reverence  mild, 
There  art  thou  known — where'er  the  Book  of  light 
Bears  hope  and  healing,  there,  beyond  all  blight, 

Is  bome  thy  memory,  and  all  praise  above. 
Oh !  say  what  deed  so  lifted  thy  sweet  name, 
Mary  I  to  that  pure,  silent  place  of  feme  1 
One  lowly  offering  of  exceeding  love. 


THE  WOMEN  OF  JERUSALEM  AT  THE 

CROSS. 

Lou  those palestarsoftempest-hoiiiSywhoeegleam 
Waves  calm  and  constant  on  the  rodung  mast. 


I 
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Such  by  the  cross  doth  your  bright  lingeriog  seem, 

Daughters  of  Zi<»i  1  fiuthftd  to  the  last ! 

Ye,  through  the  darkueas  o*er  the  wide  earth  cast 
By  the  death<cloud  within  the  Saviour's  eye, 

Ken  till  away  the  heavenly  spirit  pass'd. 
Stood  in  the  shadow  of  his  agony. 
O  blessed  &ith  I  a  guiding  lamp,  that  hour 
Was  lit  for  woman's  heart !  To  her,  whose  dower 

Is  all  of  love  and  suffering  fix>m  her  birth. 
Still  haih  your  act  a  voice — through  fear,  through 
Bidding  her  bind  each  tendril  of  her  life    [strife, 

To  that  which  her  deep  soul  hath  proved  of 
holiest  worth. 


MABY  MAGDALENE  AT  THE  SEPULCHBE. 

Wespeb  f  to  thee  how  bright  a  mom  was  given 

After  thy  long,  long  vigU  of  despair,    * 
When  that  high  voice  which  burial-roc^  had  riven 

Thrill'd  with  immortal  tones  the  silent  air ! 

Never  did  clarion's  royal  blast  declare 
Such  tale  of  victory  to  a  breathless  crowd. 

As  the  deep  sweetness  of  one  word  could  bear 
Into  thy  heart  of  hearts,  0  woman  !  bow'd 
By  strong  affection's  anguish  !  one  low  word — 

"AtaryT  and  all  the  triumph  wrung  from  death 
Was  thus  reveal'd;  and  thou,  that  so  hadst  err'd, 

So  wept,  and  been  forgiven,  in  trembling  faith 
Didst  cast  thee  down  before  the  all-conquering  Son, 
Awed  by  the  mighty  gift  thy  tears  and  love  had 
won  ! 


MABY  IklAGDALENE   BEABING    TIDINGS 
OF  THE  BESUBBECTION. 

TH£2r  was  a  task  of  glory  all  thine  own. 

Nobler  than  e'er  the  still,  small  voice  assign'd 
To  lips  in  awful  music  making  known 

The  stormy  splendours  of  some  prophet's  mind. 

"  Christ  it  arisen  I " — ^by  thee,  to  wake  mankind. 
First  from  the  sepulchre  those  words  were  brought ! 

Thou  wert  to  send  the  mighty  rushing  wind 

First  on  its  way,  with  those  high  tidings  fraught — 

"  CkriA  is  arisen  /"    Thou,  thou,  the  sin-enthrall'd ! 

Earth  8  outcast,  heaven  s  own  ransom'd  one,  wert 

call'd 

In  human  hearts  to  give  that  rapture  birth  : 
Oh  raised  from  shame  to  brightness !  there  doth  lie 
The  tenderest  meaning  of /Tti  ministry. 

Whose  undespairing  love  stUl  own'd  the  spirit's 
worth. 


SONNETS, 
DEVOTIONAIi  AND  MEMORIAL. 

THE  SACBED  HARP. 

How  shall  the  harp  of  poesy  regain 
That  old  victorious  tone  of  prophei-years — 
A  spell  divine  o'er  guilt's  pertorbing  fears, 
And  all  the  hovering  shadows  of  the  brain  1 
Dark,  evil  wings  took  flight  before  the  strain. 
And  showers  of  holy  quiets  with  its  &11, 
Sank  on  the  souL    Oh !  who  mmy  now  recall 
The  mighty  music's  consecrated  reign  f 
Spirit  of  God !  whose  glory  once  o'erbmig 
A  throne,  the  ark's  dread  cherubim  betwesn. 
So  let  thy  presence  brood,  though  now  unsee 
O'er  those  two  powers  by  whom  the  harp  is  stnm 
Feeling  and  Thought  I  till  the  rekindled  chords 
Give  the  long-buried  tone  back  to  inunortal  woid 


TO  A  FAMILY  BIBLE. 


thd 


What  household  thoughts  around  thee,  i 
shrine. 

Cling  reverently  1    Of  anxious  looks  beguiled 
My  mother's  eyes  upon  thy  page  divine 

£^h  day  were  bent — her  accents,  gravely  mHi 

Breathed  out  thy  lore :  whilst  I,  a  dreamy  chiL 
Wander'd  on  breese-like  fancies  oft  away, 

Tosome  lone  tuft  of  gleaming  ^ring-flowers  wik 
Some  fresh-discover  d  nook  for  woodland  plav. 
Some  secret  nest   Yet  would  the  solemn  Wonl 
At  times,  with  kindlings  of  young  wonder  heard 

Fall  on  thy  waken'd  spirit,  there  to  be 
A  seed  not  lost, — for  which,  in  darker  years, 
0  Book  of  Heaven  !  I  pour,  with  grateful  tears, 

Heart-blessings  on  the  holy  dead  and  thee ! 


REPOSE  OF  A  HOLY  FAMILY. 

PROM  AN  OLD  ITALIAV  MCTUmB. 

Undeb  a  palm-tree,  by  the  green,  old  Kile, 
LuU'd  on  his  mother's  breast^  the  &ir  ^uld  Ik 

With  dove-like  breathings,  and  a  tender  smile 
Brooding  above  the  slumber  of  his  ^es ; 

While,  through  the  stillness  of  the  baming  ddc 
Lo !  the  dread  works  of  Eigypt'a  buried  kings 


DEVOTIONAL  AND  MEMORIAL. 
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Temple  and  pyramid,  beyond  him  rise. 
Regal  and  still  as  everlasting  things.         [cheek. 

Vain  pomps  I  from  him,  with  that  pure,  flowery 
Soft  shadow'd  by  his  mother's  drooping  head, 

A  new-bom  spirit,  mighty,  and  yet  meek. 

O'er  the  whole  world  like  vernal  air  shall  spread ; 

And  bid  all  earthly  grandeurs  cast  the  crown. 

Before  the  suffering  and  the  lowly,  down. 


PICTURE  OP  THE  INFANT  CHRIST  WITH 

FLOWERS. 

All  the  bright  hues  from  eastern  garlands  glowing. 

Round  the  young  child  luxuriantly  are  spread; 
Giftaiy  fairer  far  than  Magian  kings,  bestowing 

In  adoration,  o'er  his  cradle  shed. 

Roses,  deep-fill'd  with  rich  midsummer's  red. 
Circle  his  hands :  but,  in  his  grave,  sweet  eye, 
Thought  seems  e'en  now  to  wake,  and  prophesy 

Of  ruder  coronals  for  that  meek  head. 
And  thus  it  was !  a  diadem  of  thorn 

Earth  gave  to  Him  who  mantled  her  with  flowers ; 

To  Him  who  poured  forth  blessings  in  soft 
showers 
O'er  all  her  paths,  a  cup  of  bitter  scorn  ! 
And  ire  repine,  for  whom  that  cup  He  took. 
O'er  blooms  that  mock'd  our  hope,  o'er  idols  that 
forsook ! 


ON  A  REMEMBERED  PICTURE  OP  CHRIST. 

Alf  CCCB  HOMO,  BY  LBONABDO  DA  VINCI. 

I  UET  that  image  on  a  mirthful  day 

Of  youth ;  and,  sinking  with  a  still'd  surprise. 

The  pride  of  life,  before  those  holy  eyes, 
In  my  quick  heart  died  thoughtfully  away, 
Abash'd  to  mute  confession  of  a  sway 

Awful,  though  meek.   And  now  that,  frt)m  the 
strings 

Of  my  soul's  lyre,  the  tempest's  mighty  wings 
Have  struck  forth  tones  which  then  unwaken'd  lay; 
Now  that,  around  the  deep  life  of  my  mind. 
Affections,  deathless  as  itself,  have  twined, 

Oft  does  the  pale,  bright  vision  still  float  by ; 
But  more  divinely  sweet,  and  speaking  now 
Of  One  whose  pity,  throned  on  that  sad  brow. 

Sounded  all  depths  of  love,  grief,  death,  huma- 
nity t 


THE  CHILDREN  WHOM  JESUS  BLESSED. 

Hapft  were  they,  the  mothers,  in  whose  sight 
Ye  grew,  &ir  children !  hallow'd  from  that  hour 
By  your  Lord'sblessing.  Surely  thence  a  shower 

Of  heavenly  beauty,  a  transmitted  light 

Hung  on  your  brows  and  eyelids,  meekly  bright. 
Through  all  the  after  years,  which  saw  ye  move 

Lowly,  yet  still  ms^estic,  in  the  might, 
The  conscious  glory  of  the  Saviour's  love ! 

And  honour'd  be  all  childhood,  for  the  sake 
Of  that  high  love !     Let  reverential  care 

Watch  to  behold  the  immortal  spirit  wake. 
And  shield  its  first  bloom  frt>m  unholy  air ; 

Owning,  in  each  young  suppliant  glance,  the  sign 

Of  daims  upon  a  heritage  divine. 


MOUNTAIN  SANCTUARIES. 

**  H«  wtak  np  to  a  moanUln  apart  to  praj." 

A  CHILD  midst  ancient  mountains  I  have  stood. 
Where  the  wild  falcons  make  their  lordly  nest 

On  high.    The  spirit  of  the  solitude 
Fell  solemnly  upon  my  in&nt  breast, 

Though  then  I  pray'd  not;  but  deep  thoughts  have 
press'd 
Into  my  being  since  it  breathed  that  air. 

Nor  could  I  note  one  moment  live  the  guest 
Of  such  dread  scenes,  without  the  springs  of 
prayer 

O'erflowing  all  my  soul.    No  minsters  rise 

Like  them  in  pure  communion  with  the  skies, 

Vast,  silent,  open  unto  night  and  day ; 
So  might  the  o'erburden'd  Son  of  Man  have  felt, 
When,  turning  where  inviolate  stillness  dwelt, 

He  sought  high  mountains,  there  apart  to  pray. 


THE  LILIES  OF  THE  FIELD. 

"  COndder  tha  1I11«  oTtb*  flakl.** 

Flowebs  t  when  the  Savioui's  calm,  benignant  eye 
Fell  on  your  gentle  beauty — ^when  frt)m  you 
That  heavenly  lesson  for  all  hearts  he  drew. 

Eternal,  imiversal,  as  the  sky — 

Then,  in  the  boeom  of  your  purity, 
A  voice  He  set,  as  in  a  temple-shrine. 

That  life's  quick  travellers  ne'er  might  pan  you  by 
Unwam'd  of  that  sweet  oracle  divine. 
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And  though  too  oft  its  low,  celeetial  Bound 
^  the  harsh  notes  of  work-day  Oare  ia  drown'd. 
And  the  loud  steps  of  Tain,  unlistening  Haste, 
Yet,  the  great  ocean  hath  no  tone  of  power 
Mightier  to  reach  the  aou^  in  thoqghf  a  huah'd 
hour. 
Than  youra^  ye  Lilies  1  chosen  thus  and  graced  I 


THE  BIRDS  OF  THE  AIR 

"  And  tehold  tb*  Midi  ortlM  air." 

Tb  too,  the  free  and  fearless  birds  of  adr. 

Were  chazged  that  hour,  on  missionaiy  wing, 
The  same  bright  lesson  o'er  the  seas  to  bear. 

Heaven-guided  wanderers,  with  the  winds  of 
Sing  on,  before  the  storm  and  after,  sing !   [spring. 

And  call  us  to  your  echoing  woods  away 
From  worldly  cares ;  and  bid  our  spirits  bring 

Faith  to  imbibe  deep  wisdom  from  your  lay. 
So  may  those  blessed  vernal  strains  renew 
Childhood,  a  childhood  yet  more  pure  and  true 

E'en  than  the  first,  within  th'  awaken'd  mind ; 
While  sweetly,  joyoudy,  they  tell  of  life. 
That  knows  no  doubts,  no  questionings,  no  strife. 

But  hangs  upon  its  Gk>d,  unconsciously  resigned. 


THE  RAISINa  OF  THE  WIDOWS  SON. 


•«ABdtottal 


>  up  and 


He  that  woi  dead  rote  up  and  tpohe — He  spoke  ! 

Was  it  of  that  mi^estic  world  imknown  1  [broke, 
Those  words,  which  first  the  bier*s  dread  silence 

Came  they  with  revelation  in  each  tone  1 
Wore  the  far  dtiee  of  the  nations  gone. 

The  solonm  halls  of  oonsdousness  or  sleep. 
For  man  imcnrtain*d  by  that  spirit  lone. 

Back  from  their  portal  siunmon'd  o  er  the  deep! 

Be  husb'd,  my  soul !  the  veil  of  darkness  lay 
Still  drawn :  thy  Lord  call'd  back  the  voice  departed 
To  spread  his  truth,  to  comfort  his  weak-hearted. 

Not  to  reveal  the  mysteries  of  its  way. 
Oh  !  take  that  lesson  home  in  silent  futh. 
Put  on  submissive  stzeDigth  to  mec^  not  ipuaU(m, 
death! 


THE  OLIVE  TREK. 

TnE  palm—the  vine— the  oedar  ■  each  hath  power 
To  bid  fair  Oriental  shapes  glance  by ; 


And  each  quick  glistflning  of  the  laurel  bower 

Wafts  Qredan  images  o*er  fiuioj's  eiye. 

But  thou,  pale  Olive  !  in  thy  branches  lie 
Far  de^MT  spells  than  prophei-grove  of  <dd 

Might  e'er  enshrine :  I  oould  not  hear  the  cigh 
To  the  wind's  £Euntest  whisper,  nor  behold 
One  shiver  of  thy  leaves^  dim,  silvery  gveen. 
Without  high  thoughts  and  solemny  of  that  aosne 

When,  in  the  garden,  the  Redeemer  inray*d<— 
When  pale  stars  look'd  upon  his  Bunting  head. 
And  angels,  ministorixig  in  silent  dread. 

Trembled,  perchance,  within  tkff  trembUi^ 
shade. 


TBE  DARKNESS  OF  THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

On  Judah's  hills  a  weight  of  dailmeas  bung, 
Felt  shudderingly  at  noon:  the  land  had  drxveo 
A  Guest  divine  back  to  the  gates  of  heaven — 

A  life,  whence  all  pure  founts  of  healing  qmmgp 

All  grace,  all  truth.  And  wben,  to  anguish  wron^ 
From  the  sharp  cross  th'  enlightening  spirit  fled, 
O'er  the  forsaken  earth  a  pall  of  dread 

By  the  great  shadow  of  that  death  was  flnng. 

0  Saviour  1  O  Atoner  ! — ^thou  that  fiian 
Wouldst  make  thy  temple  in  each  human  hear^ 

Leave  not  such  darkness  in  my  soul  to  reign; 
Ne'er  may  thy  presence  from  its  depths  depsr^ 

Chased  thence  by  guilt !   Oh  i  turn  not  thou  away, 

The  bright  and  Morning  Star,  my  guide  to  porfeet 
day! 


PLACES  OF  WORSHIP. 

"GodkaiiMi.- 

Sfirit  !  whose  life-sustaining  presence  fills 
Air,  ocean,  central  depths  by  man  untried. 
Thou  for  thy  worshippers  hast  sanctified 

All  place,  all  time  I    The  silence  of  the  hOla 

Breathes  veneration, — ^founts  and  choral  liUs 
Of  thee  are  murmuring, — to  its  inmost  glade 

The  livix^  forest  with  t^y  whisper  thriD^ 
And  there  is  holiness  in  every  shade. 

Yet  must  the  thoughtful  soul  of  man  invest 
With  dearer  consecration  those  pore  £uie^ 

Which,  sever'd  from  all  sound  of  eai&'s  unres^ 
Hear  aaqght  but  sijq>pliant  or  rnHnrif^  Btraias 

Rise  heavenward.    Ne'er  may  rock  or  cave  poasess 

T^ew-daim  on  human  hearts  to  sdlenm  tendemea. 


DEVOTIONAL  AND  MEMORIAL, 
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OLD  CHURCH  IN  AN  ENGLISH  PARK.1 

CBOWNiNa  a  flowery  abpe,  it  stood  alone 
In  gradous  sanctity.    A  bright  rill  wound. 
Caressingly,  about  the  holy  ground ; 
And  warbled,  with  a  never-dying  tone. 
Amidst  the  tombs.    A  hue  of  ages  gone 
Seem'd,  from  that  ivied  porch,  that  solemn  gleam 
Of  tower  and  cross,  pale-quivering  on  the  stream. 
O'er  all  th'  ancestral  woodlands  to  be  thrown — 
And  somethingyet  more  deep.  The  airwas  fraught 
With  noble  memories,  whispering  many  a  thought 

Of  England's  &them :  loftily  serene, 
They  that  had  toil'd,  watch'd,  struggled,  to  secure. 
Within  such  &briGS,  worship  firee  and  pure, 
Beign'd  there,  the  o'ershadowing  spirit  of  the 
scene. 


A  CHURCH  IN  NORTH  WALES.' 

Blbsinqs  be  round  it  still !  that  gleaming  fime. 
Low  in  its  mountain-glen  I   Old,  mossy  trees 

Mellow  the  sunshine  through  the  untinted  pane ; 
And  oft,  borne  in  upon  some  fitftil  breeze. 
The  deep  sound  of  the  ever-pealing  seas. 

Filling  the  hollows  with  its  anthem-tone, 
There  meets  the  voice  of  psalms!  Tet  not  alone 

For  memories  lulling  to  the  heart  as  these, 

I  bless  thoe,  midst  thy  rodn,  gray  house  of  prayer ! 

But  for  Qvew  sakes  who  unto  thee  repair 
From  the  hill-cabins  and  the  ocean-shore. 

Oh  1  may  the  fisher  and  the  mountaineer 

Words  to  sustain  earth's  toiling  diildren  hear. 
Within  thy  lowly  wall%  for  evermore ! 


i  Fawaley  Park,  near  Daventry. 
s  That  of  Aber,  near  Bangor. 


LOUISE  SCHEPLER. 


[Lonlae  Scbepler  was  the  faitbful  senrant  and  friend  of  the 
pastor  Obetfln.  Tl^  last  Mter  addressed  by  him  to  his 
children  for  their  perusal  after  his  decease,  affectingly  com- 
memorates her  unwearied  xeal  in  visiting  and  instructing  the 
children  of  the  mountain  hamJets,  throu^  all  seasons,  and 
in  all  drcuDBStaneea  of  difficulty  and  danger.] 

A  FEABLE88  joumcyer  o'er  the  mountain-snow 

Wert  thou,  Louise  I    The  sun's  decaying  light 
Oft,  with  its  latest^  melancholy  glow, 
Redden'd  thy  steep,  wild  way :  the  starry  night 
Oft  met  thee,  crossing  some  lone  eagle's  height. 
Piercing  some  dark  ravine  :  and  many  a  dell 
Knew,  through  its  ancient  rock-recesses  well. 
Thy  gentle  presence,  which  hath  made  them 

bright 
Oft  in  mid-storms — oh !  not  with  beauty's  eye. 
Nor  the  proud  glance  of  genius  keenly  burning; 

No  I  pilgrim  of  unwearying  oharity  I 
Thy  spell  was  Ufot — the  mountain-deserts  turning 
To  blessed  realms,  where  stream  and  rock  rejoice 
When  the  glad  human  soul  Ufts  a  thanksgiving 
voice ! 


TO  THE  SAME. 

For  thou,  a  holy  shepherdess  and  kind. 
Through  the  pine  forests,  by  the  upland  rills. 
Didst  roam  to  seek  the  children  of  the  hills, 
A  wild,  neglected  flock !  to  seek,  and  flnd. 
And  meekly  win  t  there  feeding  each  young  mind 
With  balms  of  heavenly  eloquence :  not  ihint, 
Daughter  of  Christ  I  but  His,  whose  love  divine 
Its  own  clear  spirit  in  thy  breast  had  shrined, 
A  burning  light  1    Oh  !  beantiful,  in  truth. 
Upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  those 
Who  bear  His  tidings  !   From  thy  mom  of  youth. 
For  this  were  all  thy  joumcyings ;  and  the  close 
Of  that  longpath,heaTen'80wn  bright  sabbath-rest. 
Must  wait  thee,  wanderer!  on  thy  Saviour's  breast 
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THE  TWO  MONUMENTS.* 


Obl  blMB'dai«lhir«lMHv«aaddl«Bka'bim/ 
LoTtd  with  ndi  love,  and  «llk  Mdi  nvrow  mtmn'd  I* 


Bankbbs  htmg  drooping  fix>m  on  high 

In  a  dim  cathedral's  nav^ 
Making  a  goigeous  canopj 

O'er  a  noble,  noble  grave  I 

And  a  marble  warrior's  form  beneath. 

With  helm  and  crest  airay'd. 
As  on  his  battle-bed  of  death. 

Lay  in  their  crimson  shade. 

Triumph  yet  linger'd  in  his  eye. 

Ere  by  the  dark  night  seal'd; 
And  his  head  was  pillowed  haughtily 

On  standard  and  on  shield. 

And  shadowing  that  proud  trophy-pUe, 

With  the  glory  of  his  wing, 
An  eagle  sat — yet  seem'd  the  while 

Panting  through  heaven  to  spring. 

He  sat  upon  a  shiver'd  lance, 
There  by  the  sculptor  boimd  ; 

But  in  the  light  of  his  lifted  glance 
Was  thai  which  soom'd  the  ground. 

And  a  burning  flood  of  gem-like  hues. 
From  a  storied  window  pour'd. 

There  fell,  there  centred,  to  suffuse 
The  conqueror  and  his  sword. 

A  flood  of  hues — ^but  <me  rich  dye 

O'er  all  supremely  spread. 
With  a  purple  robe  of  royalty 

Mantling  the  mighty  dead. 

Meet  was  that  robe  for  Mm  whose  name 

Was  a  trumpet-note  in  war, 
His  pathway  still  the  march  of  fame. 

His  eye  the  battle-star. 

But  faintly,  tenderly  was  thrown. 
From  the  colour'd  Ught,  one  ray, 

>  Buggcfted  by  a  paange  in  Captain  8berer'!s  *'  Notes  and 
Kcflectlons  during  a  Ramble  In  Germany.** 


Where  a  low  and  pale  memorial-stone 
By  the  coach  of  gloiy  lay. 

Few  were  the  fond  words  dbdadTd  Cftere, 
Mooming  for  parted  worth  ; 

But  the  veiy  heart  of  love  and  pnjer 
Had  given  their  sweetnesa  forth. 


They  spoke  of  one  whose  life  had  been 
As  a  hidden  streamlet's  oouzae. 

Bearing  on  health  and  joy  nnween 
F^m  its  dear  mountain-sooroe : 

Whose  young,  pure  memory,  lying  deep 
Midst  rock,  and  wood,  and  hill. 

Dwelt  in  the  homes  where  poor  men  aleq 
A  soft  light,  meek  and  still : 

Whose  gentle  voice,  too  early  call'd 

Unto  Music's  land  away. 
Had  won  for  God  the  earth's,  enthrall'd 

By  words  of  silvery  sway. 

These  were  hU  victories — ^yet,  enroll'd 

In  no  high  song  of  flBtme, 
The  pastor  of  the  mountain-fold 

Left  but  to  heaven  his  name. 

To  heaven,  and  to  the  peasant's  hearth, 

A  blessed  household-sound ; 
And  finding  lowly  love  on  earth. 

Enough,  enough,  he  found  ! 

Bright  and  more  bright  before  me  ^eam'< 

That  sainted  image  still. 
Till  one  sweet  moonlight  memory  seem'J 

The  regal  fane  to  filL 

Oh  !  how  my  silent  ^irit  tum'd 
From  those  proud  trophies  nigh  ! 

How  my  full  heart  within  me  bum'd 
Like  Him  to  live  and  die  ! 


THE  COTTAGE  GIRL. 

A  CHILD  beside  a  hamlet's  fount  at  play. 
Her  £ur  fiice  laughing  at  the  sonny  day ; 


s  *'  Lore  had  he  seen  in  hots  where  poor 
WoRoewoaTH. 
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A  gush  of  waters  tremulously  bright. 
Kindling  the  air  to  gladness  with  their  light ; 
And  a  soft  gloom  beyond  of  summer  trees. 
Darkening  the  turf;  and,  shadowed  o'er  by  these, 
A  low,  dim,  woodland  cottage — ^this  was  all  1 
What  had  the  scene  for  memory  to  recall 
With  a  fond  look  of  love  1    What  secret  spell 
With  the  heart's  pictures  made  its  image  dwell? 

What  but  the  spirit  of  the  joyaus  child. 

That  freshly  forth  o'er  stream  and  yerdure  smiled, 

Casting  upon  the  common  things  of  earth 

A  brightness,  bom  and  gone  with  infant  mirth  ! 


THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 

I  look'd  on  the  field  where  the  battle  was  spread, 
When  thousands  stood  forth  in  their  glandngairay ; 
And  the  beam  frt>mthe  steel  of  the  valiant  was  shed 
Through  the  dun-rolling  clouds  that  o'ershadow'd 
the  fray. 

I  saw  the  dark  forest  of  lances  appear. 
As  the  ears  of  the  harvest  unnumbered  they  stood; 
I  heard  the  stem  shout  as  the  foemen  drew  near. 
Like  the  storm  that  lays  low  the  proud  pines  of 
the  wood. 

Afiu:  the  harsh  notes  of  the  war^mm  were  roll'd, 
Uprousing  the  wolf  firom  the  depth  of  his  lair ; 
On  high  to  the  gust  stream'd  the  banner's  red  fold, 
O'er  the  death-dose  of  hate,  and  the  scowl  of 
despair. 

I  look'd  on  the  field  of  contention  again,  [past ; 
When  the  sabre  was  sheath'd  and  the  tempest  had 
The  wild  weed  and  thistle  grew  rank  on  the  plain. 
And  the  fern  softly  sigh'd  in  the  low,  wailing  blast 

Unmoved  lay  the  lake  in  its  hour  of  repose, 
And  bright  shone  the  stars  through  the  sky's 

deepen'd  blue ; 
And  sweetly  the  song  of  the  night-bird  arose, 
Where  the  fox-glove  lay  gemm'd  with  its  pearl- 
drops  of  dew. 

But  where  swept  the  ranks  of  that  dark,  fitmning 

hos^ 
As  the  ocean  in  might,  as  the  storm-cloud  in  speedl 
Where  now  are  the  thunders  of  victory's  boast — 
The  slayer^s  dread  wrath,  and  the  strength  of  the 

steodi 


Kot  a  time-wasted  cross,  not  a  mouldering  stone, 
To  mark  the  lone  scene  of  their  shame  or  their 

pride; 
One  grass-covered  mound  told  the  traveller  alone 
Where  thousands  lay  down  in  their  anguish,  and 

died! 

0  Glory  1  behold  thy  fiuned  guerdon's  extent : 
For  tins,  toil  thy  slaves  through  their  earth-wast- 
ing lot —  [spent ; 
A  name  like  the  mist,  when  the  nig^t-beams  are 
A  grave  vrith  its  tenants  unwept  and  forgot ! 


A  PENITENT'S  RETUBN. 


'  Cka  goIH  or  mlatry  tvvr  enter  ben  ? 
Ah, no!  th> tptttt of domwUe pict, 
Tbooffh  oalm  and  fmik  m  Um  brooding  dovt, 
And  vf%t  moimaiing  forth  a  qnWt  MMig, 
Ooarda,  penwfbl  m  Iho  sirord  of  dMmblm, 
ThohBOowMporah.    Sbo  hiUh  m  ImmodI^  anilr. 
That  dikf  Into  the  ■aDm  tool  of  Vle«« 
And  wins  him  o*«  to  vtrioo.'*— We 


Mt  fiettheres  house  once  more. 
In  its  own  moonlight  beauty  I    Yet  around, 
Something,  amidst  the  dewy  calm  profound* 
Broods,  never  maik'd  before  1 

Is  it  the  brooding  night  1 
Is  it  the  shivery  creeping  on  the  air. 
That  makes  the  home  so  tranquil  and  so  fair, 

O'erwhelming  to  my  sight  t 

All  solemnised  it  seems, 
And  still'd,  and  darken'd  in  each  time-worn  hue. 
Since  the  rich,  clustering  roses  met  my  view. 

As  now,  by  starry  gleams. 

And  this  high  elm,  where  last 
I  stood  and  lingered— where  my  sisters  made 
Our  mother's  bower— I  deem'd  not  that  it  cast 

So  far  and  dark  a  shade ! 

How  spirit-like  a  tone 
Sighsthroughyontreel  Myfiither'splacewasthera 
At  evening  hours,  while  soft  winds  waved  his  hair ! 

Now  those  gray  locks  are  gone ! 

My  soul  grows  flednt  with  fear ! 
Even  as  if  angel-stepe  had  mark'd  the  sod. 
I  tremble  where  I  move — the  voice  of  Qod 

Is  in  the  foliage  here  1 
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Is  it  indeed  tba  mfgut 
That  Tnakeii  nqr  home  ao  awfidl  EdiUMi-liearledl 
Tis  that  from  thine  own  bosom  hath  departed 

The  inborn,  gladdening  light ! 

No  outwaid  thing  is  changed; 
Only  the  joy  of  purity  is  fled. 
And,  long  from  oatore'a  melodiea  eatranged,. 

Thou  heai^st  their  tonea  with  dread. 

Therefore  the  calm  abode. 
By  thy  dark  q>irit»  is  overhung  with  dude ; 
And  therefore,  in  the  leaves,  the  voice  of  Gk>d 

Makes  thy  sick  heart  afraid! 

The  nic^flowem  round  that  door 
Still  breathe  pure  fragrance  on  the  untainted  air ; 
Thou,  thou  alone  art  worthy  now  no  more 

To  pass,  and  rest  thee  there. 

And  must  I  turn  away! — 
Hark,  hark  ! — ^it  is  my  mother*8  voice  I  hear — 
Sadder  than  once  it  seem'd — yet  soft  and  clear ; — 

Doth  she  not  seem  to  pray  ] 

My  name  1 — I  caught  the  sound  1 
Oh  !  blessed  tone  of  love — the  deep,  the  mild ! 
Mdther !  my  motiisr  !  now  receive  thy  child : 

Take  back  the  lost  and  found ! 


A  THOUGHT  OP  PARADISE. 

"  Wt  maiky  but  iHiat  w«  giv«. 
And  la  oor  Ub  aloiM  4ow  nafear*  Ufv  ; 
Con  U  her  weddinff-fannani,  oan  her  shroad} 
And,  woald  we  ancht  bdiold  of  higher  worth 
Than  that  tneatwate,  «oldw«rld  allowid 
To  the  yMKt  kweleei,  e«w>aaxle«ierowd« 
Ah  1  flrom  the  eool  iteelfmoet  \mnm  fbrth 
A  UgM,  a  glory,  a  ttkt  lamlBeae  eload, 

Enveloplag  the  earth) 
And  from  the  lool  iteelf  moet  there  be  eeat 
A  eweet  and  potent  voioe  of  it*  own  birth, 
OfaU  iweel  aoawle  the  lUb  and  etoBMBl,*'— GouaiDoa. 


Gresn  spot  of  holy  ground  I 
If  thou  couldst  yet  be  found. 

Far  in  deep  woods,  with  all  thy  starry  flowers  ; 
If  not  one  sullying  breath 
Of  time,  or  change,  or  death. 

Had  touch'd  the  vernal  glory  of  thy  bowers; 

Might  our  tired  pilgrim-feet. 

Worn  by  the  desert's  heat, 
On  the  bright  freshness  of  thy  turf  repose  1 

Might  our  eyes  wander  there 

Through  heaven's  transparent  air. 
And  rest  on  colours  of  the  immortal  roael 


Say,  would  thy  balmy  ikias 

And  foonlauirmelodiaa 
Our  heritage  of  loet  ddight  raatoval 

Gould  thy  soft  hoiMQfKlews 

Thvoo^  all  oar  vom  diffina 
The  eaiiy,  ohild-like,  tmstftd  sleep  oooe 


And  mi^t  we^  in  the  ahada 

By  thy  tall  cedars  made. 
With  angel-voicea  hi|^  communion  holdt 

Would  their  sweety  solemn  tone 

GBve  baek  the  mneio  gone^ 
Our  Being'a  harmony,  ao  janr'd  of  old! 

Oh  no ! — ^thy  sunny  hours 

Might  come  with  blossom-showers. 
All  thy  young  leaves  to  apirit-lyxea  might  thriD; 

But  100 — should  we  not  bring 

Into  thy  realms  of  flpiing 
The  ahadowa  of  our  soula  to  haunt  ua  atilll 

Whai  oould  iky  flowexa  and  airs 

Do  for  our  earth-bom  cares  t 
Would  the  world's  chain  melt  off  and  leave  us  free  \ 

No ! — past  each  living  streamy 

StUl  would  some  fever-dream 
Track  the  lorn  wanderers^  meet  no  mora  for  thee! 

Should  we  not  shrink  with  foar 

If  angel-steps  were  near. 
Feeling  our  burden'd  souls  within  us  die) 

How  might  our  paasiona  brook 

The  still  and  searching  look. 
The  atarlike  glance  of  seraph  purity  1 

Thy  golden-fruited  grove 

Was  not  for  pining  love; 
Vain  sadnesB  would  but  dim  thy  cryatal  akiail 

Ohl  t&ott  wert  but  a  part 

Of  what  man's  exiled  heart 
Hath  lost — ^the  dower  of  whom  Paradise ! 


LET  USDEPABTl 

[It  is  mentioned  by  Josephus,  thai,  a  diorl  ttme  ptvrioiii 
to  the  dettruction  of  Jenualeni  by  the  Romans,  the  prieils, 
going  by  night  into  the  inner«eoart  of  the  Temple  to  pcrfioiB 
their  sacred  ministrations  at  the  feast  of  Pentecost,  Mt  a 
quaking,  and  beard  a  rushing  noise,  and,  aft^fliat,  a  semd 
aa  of  a  gnat  mottltode  saying,  •' Let «  depart  hence !  "^ 


Nraonr  hung  on  Salem'a  towers^ 
And  a  brooding  hush  profound 
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Lay  where  the  Boman  etgle  shone 
Hig^  o'er  the  tents  around — 

The  tents  that  rose  hy  thooBand^ 
In  the  moonlight  g^hnmering  pale ; 

Like  white  waves  of  a  frozen  sea 
Filling  an  Alpine  vale. 

And  the  Temple's  massy  shadow 

Fell  hroad,  and  dark,  and  stilly 
In  peace — as  if  the  Holy  One 

Tet  waich'd  hia  chosen  hilL 

But  a  fearful  sound  was  heard 

In  that  old  feme's  deepest  hearty 
As  if  mighty  wings  msh'd  by. 
And  a  dread  voice  raised  the  cry, 
"  Zei  m  depart  r 

Within  the  ibted  dty 

E'en  then  fierce  discord  raved. 
Though  o'er  night's  heaven  the  comet^nrord 

Its  vengeftd  token  wavedi 

There  were  shouts  of  kindred  war&ro 
Through  the  dark  streets  ringing  high. 

Though  every  sign  was  tail  which  told 
Of  the  bloody  vintage  nigh ; 

Though  the  wild  red  spears  and  arrows 

Of  many  a  meteor  host 
Went  flashing  o'er  the  holy  stars. 

In  the  sky  now  seen,  now  lost. 

And  that  fearful  sound  was  heard 
In  the  Temple's  deepest  heart. 
As  if  mighty  wings  rush'd  by. 
And  a  voice  cried  mournfully, 
"Letui  depcert  /" 

But  within  the  fated  city 
There  was  revelry  that  night — 

The  wine-cup  and  the  timbrel  note. 
And  the  blaze  of  banquet-light. 

The  footsteps  of  the  dancer  - 
Went  bounding  through  the  hall. 

And  the  music  of  the  dulcimer 
Summon'd  to  festival : 

Whfle'.  the  clash  of  brother-weapons 

Mada  lightning  in  the  air. 
And  thtf  <}ying  at  the  palace  gates 

Lay  dPwn  in  their  despair; 


And  that  fearfbl  sound  was  heard 
At  the  Temple's  thrilling  heart, 
As  if  mighty  wings  rush'd  by. 
And  a  dread  voice  raised  the  ciy, 
"Ltim$diparir 


ON  A  PICTUBB  OF  CHBIST  BEASINO 
THE  CROSa 

PAINTSO  BT  vsLAsqins.* 

Bt  the  daik  stillneaB  brooding  in  the  sky. 
Holiest  of  suflbrers  t  round  thy  path  of  woe, 

And  by  the  weight  of  mortal  agony 
Laid  on  thy  drooping  farm  and  pale  meek  brow, 

My  *heart  was  awed :  the  burden  of  thy  pain 

Sank  on  me  with  a  mystery  and  a  chain. 

I  look'd  once  more— and,  as  the  virtue  shed 
Forth  from,  thy  robe  of  old,  so  fell  a  ray 

Of  victory  firom  thy  mien ;  and  round  thy  head. 
The  halo,  melting  spirit-like  away, 

Seem'd  of  the  very  soul's  bright  rising  bom. 

To  g^rify  all  sorrow,  shame,  and  scorn. 

And   upwards,    through    transparent    darkness 
gleaming. 
Gassed  in  mute  reverence  woman's  earnest  eye. 
Lit,  as  a  vase  whence  inward  lig^t  is  streaming, 

With  quenchless  fietith,  and  deep  love's  fervency, 
Qathering,  like  incense  round  some  dim-veil'd 

shrine. 
About  the  form,  so  moomfiiUy  divine ! 

Oh !  let  thine  image,  as  e*en  then  it  rose. 
Live  in  my  soul  for  ever,  calm  and  clear. 

Making  itself  a  temple  of  repose. 
Beyond  the  breath  of  human  hope  or  fear ! 

A  holy  place,  where  through  all  storms  may  lie 

One  living  beam  of  dayq>ring  fhnn  on  high. 


COMMUNINGS  WITH  THOUGHT. 


"  CMld  IP*  tal  feH»  flfv  ipMli  to  < 
W*  might  bshaivr;  bat  Uito  dif  will  riok 
Iti  ipark  Immortal.**— Btbok. 

RiTXTBir,  my  thoughts — oome  home ! 
Te  wild  and  wing'd  I  what  do  ye  o'er  the  deep? 

1  Thif  plelar*  k  in  th«  powmlon  of  the  YiMOont  Harb«r- 
ton,  Blerrtoa  Sqnai*,  Dnblln. 
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And  wherefore  thus  the  abyss  of  time  o'ersweep. 
As  birds  the  ooeaib-foam  ? 

Swifter  than  shooting-star. 
Swifter  than  lances  of  the  northern-light, 
Upspringing  through  the  purple  heaven  of  night, 

Hath  been  your  course  afar ! 

Through  the  bright  bttttle-dime^ 
Where  laurelboughsmake  dim  theGredan  streams. 
And  reeds  are  whiqpering  of  heroic  themes, 

By  temples  of  old  time : 

Through  the  north's  ancient  halls, 
Where  bannera   thrill'd  of  yore — ^where  harp- 
strings  rang; 
But  grass  waree  now  o'er  those  that  fou^^t  and 

Hearth-light  hath  left  their  walls  1        [sun£^ 

Through  forests  old  and  dim. 
Where  o'er  the  leaves  dread  magic  seems  to  brood; 
And  sometimes  on  the  haunted  solitude 

Biaes  the  pilgrim's  hymn : 

Or  where  some  fountain  lies^  [ing! 

With  lotus-cups  throuj^  orient  spice-woods  g^eam- 
Thcre  have  ye  been,  ye  wanderers !  idly  dreaming 

Of  man's  lost  paradise  ! 

Return,  my  thoughts — return  ! 
Cares  wait  your  presence  in  life's  daily  track. 
And  voices,  not  of  mxxsic,  call  you  back — 

Harsh  voices,  cold  and  stem  ! 

Oh,  no  !  return  ye  not ! 
Still  further,  loftier,  let  your  soarings  be  f 
Go,  bring  me  strength  from  joumeyings  bright 
andfr-ee. 

O'er  many  a  haunted  spot. 

Go  !  seek  the  martyr's  grave. 
Midst  the  old  mountains,  and  the  deserts  vast; 
Or,  through  the  ruin'd  cities  of  the  past. 

Follow  the  wise  and  brave  ! 

Go  !  visit  cell  and  shrine;. 
Where  woman  hath  endured ! — ^thro'  wrong,  thro' 
Unchcer^d  by  fiime,  yet  silently  upborne     [scorn. 

By  promptings  more  divine  ! 

Go,  shoot  the  gulf  of  death  ! 
Track  the  pure  spirit  where  no  chain  can  bind. 
Where  the  heart's  boimdlesslove  its  rest  may  find, 

"Where  the  storm  sends  no  breath  !  | 


Higher,  and  yet  more  hig^  ! 
Shake  off  the  cambering  chain  which  earth  v 

On  your  victorious  wings — ^mo«mty  mount !  1 
Is  through  etonitj  !  j 


THE  WATER-LILY. 


aelw 


tai  lk> 


tiMUMkand 

or 


Oh  !  beautiful  thoa  art» 
Thou  sculpture-like  and  stately  river-queen ! 
Crowning  the  depths,  as  with  the  light  scrcQ< 

Of  a  pure  heart 

Bright  lily  of  the  wave  ! 
Rising  in  fearless  grace  with  every  swell. 
Thou  seem'st  as  if  a  spirit  meekly  brave 

Dwelt  in  thy  cell : 

Lifting  alike  thy  head 
Of  placid  beauty,  feminine  yet  free, 
Whether  with  foam  or  pictured  azure  spread 

The  waters  be. 

What  is  like  thee,  fidr  flower. 
The  gentle  and  the  firm  !  thus  bearing  up 
To  the  blue  sky  that  alabaster  cup. 

As  to  the  shower  1 

Oh  !  love  is  most  like  thee. 
The  love  of  woman  !  quivering  to  the  blast 
Through  every  nerve,  yet  rooted  deep  and  fit 

Midst  life's  dark  sea. 

And  £uth— oh,  is  not  £uth 
Like  thee,  too,  lily  i  springing  into  light. 
Still  buoyantly,  above  the  billows'  might. 

Through  the  storm's  breath  1 

Yes !  link'd  with  such  high  thought, 
Flower !  let  thine  image  in  my  bosom  lie ; 
Till  something  there  of  its  own  purity 

And  peace  be  wrought — 

Something  yet  more  divine 
Than  the  clear,  pearly,  virgin  lustre  s^^ied 
Forth  from  thy  breast  upon  the  rivei^'s  bed* 

As  frx>m  a  shrine. 


» 
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THE  SONG  OF  PENITENCRi 

UNFnnSHED. 

[Weleftrn  from  the  Rev.  R.  P.  GraTW,  tfaat  **  The  Song  of 
Feoitenoe/*  if  it  had  been  fini«hed  in  time,  wu  intended 
fbr  ineertion  among  the  '*  Scenes  and  Hymns  of  Life.'*] 

He  pcusa'd  from  earth 
Without  his  hmet — the  cahn,  pore,  starry  fame 
He  might  have  won,  to  guide  on  radiantly 
Full  many  a  noble  soul,— ho  sought  it  not; 
And  e'en  like  brief  and  barren  lightning  poas'd 
The  wayward  child  of  genius.    And  the  songs 
Which  his  wild  spirit^  in  the  pride  of  life. 
Had  fihower*d  forth  recklessly,  as  ocean-waves 
Fling  up  their  treasures  mingled  with  dark  weed. 
They  died  before  him ; — they  were  wingdd  seed 
Scattered  afar,  and,  fidling  on  the  rock 
Of  the  world's  heart,  had  perish'd.    One  alone. 
One  fervent,  mournful,  supplicating  strain. 
The  deep  beseeching  of  a  stricken  breast, 
Survived  the  vainly-gifted.    In  the  souls 
Of  the  kind  few  that  loved  him,  vrith  a  lovo 
Faithful  to  even  its  disappointed  hope. 
That  song  of  tears  found  root,  and  by  their  hearths 
Full  oft,  in  low  and  reverential  tones, 
FlU'd  with  the  piety  of  tenderness, 
Is  murmur'd  to  their  children,  when  his  name 
On  some  faint  harp<«tring  of  remembrance  fsills. 
Far  from  the  world's  rude  voices,  &r  away. 
Oh  !  hoar,  and  judge  him  gently ;  'twas  his  last 

I  come  alone,  and  faint  I  come — 

To  nature*8  arms  I  flee ; 
The  green  woods  take  their  wanderer  home. 
But  Thou,  0  Father !  may  I  turn  to  thee  ] 

The  earliest  odour  of  the  flower. 
The  bird's  first  song  is  thine : 
Father  in  heaven  I  my  dayspring^s  hour 
Poured  its  vain  incense  on  another  shrine. 

Therefore  my  childhood's  once-loved  scene 

Around  me  faded  lies ; 
Therefore,  remembering  what  hath  been, 
I  ask,  is  this  mine  early  paradise! 

It  is,  it  is — ^but  Thou  art  gone; 

Or  if  the  trembling  shade 
Breathe  yet  of  thee,  with  altered  tone 
Thy  solemn  whisper  shakes  a  heart  dismay'd. 


t  Suggested  by  the  late  Mrs  Fletcher^  itoty  of  The  Lott 

K/k,  published  In  the  ^miiM  for  1830.  3'q 


TROUBADOUR  SONG. 

Thbt  reai'd  no  trophy  o'er  his  grave. 

They  bade  no  requiem  flow ; 
What  left  they  there  to  tell  the  bravo 

That  a  warrior  sleeps  below  ? 

A  shiver'd  spear,  a  cloven  shield, 
A  helm  with  its  white  plume  torn. 

And  a  bloodnstain'd  turf  on  the  fifttal  field. 
Where  a  chief  to  his  rest  was  borne. 

He  lies  not  where  his  fiithers  sleep. 
But  who  hath  a  tomb  more  proud  1 

For  the  Syrian  wilds  his  record  keep. 
And  a  banner  is  his  shroud. 


THE  ENGLISH  BOY. 


'*  Go,  flBll  tbj  toB»  I  iiutraet  tbna  what  a  debt 
TlMjowstlMlraseeflon:  aad  soaks  tbem  iwvar 
To  paj  It,  by  tnuaanlttteg  down  eatlra 
TboM  iMrcd  rl^ita  to  which  thcmwlrM  ware  bora.** 

Aksmm 


Look  from  the  ancient  mountains  down. 

My  noble  English  boy  ! 
Thy  country's  fields  around  thee  gleam 

In  sunlight  and  in  joy. 

Ages  have  roll'd  since  foeman's  march 

Pass'd  o'er  that  old,  firm  spd ; 
For  well  the  land  hath  fealty  held 

To  fireedom  and  to  God  ! 

Gaze  proudly  on,  my  English  boy ! 

And  let  thy  kindling  mind 
Drink  in  the  spirit  of  high  thought 

From  eveiy  chainlesa  wind ! 

There,  in  the  shadow  of  old  Time, 

The  halls  beneath  thee  lie 
Which  pour'd  forth  to  the  fields  of  yore 

Our  England's  chivalry. 

How  bravely  and  how  solenmly 
They  stand,  midst  oak  and  yew  ! 

Whence  Cressy's  yeomen  haply  framed 
The  bow,  in  battle  true. 

And  round  their  walls  the  good  swords  hang 
Whose  fidth  knew  no  alloy. 
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And  shields  of  knighthood,  pure  fix>m  stain : 
Gaze  on,  my  Kngiiah  boy  1 

Qaze  where  the  hamlet's  ivied  chnrch 

Gleams  by  the  antique  ekn. 
Or  where  the  minster  lifts  the  cross 

High  throu^  the  air^s  blue  realm. 

Martyrs  have  showered  their  £cee  heart's  blood 
That  England's  prayer  might  rise, 

¥Vom  those  gray  fanes  of  thought&il  years, 
Unfettered,  to  the  skies. 

Along  their  aisLea^  beneath  their  trees, 
This  earth's  most  glorious  dust, 

Once  fired  with  valour,  wiadozi^  son^^ 
Is  laid  in  holy  trust 

Gaze  on — gaze  fiEuiher,  &rther  yet — 

My  gallant  English  boy  ! 
Ton  blue  sea  bears  thy  oountiy's  flag, 

The  billows'  pride  and  joy  ! 

Those  waves  in  many  a  fig^t  have  closed 

Above  her  fiuthful  dead ; 
That  red-cross  flag  victoriously 

Hath  floated  o'er  their  bed. 

They  perish'd — this  green  turf  to  keep 

By  hditile  tread  unstain'd. 
These  knightly  halls  inviolate. 

Those  churches  unprofaned. 

And  high  and  clear  their  memory  s  light 

Along  our  shore  is  set, 
And  many  an  answering  beaoon-fire 

Shall  there  be  kindled  yet ! 

Lift  up  thy  hearty  my  Knglish  boy  ! 

And  pray,  like  them  to  stand. 
Should  God  so  summon  thec^  to  guard 

The  altars  of  the  land. 


TO  THE  BLUE  ANEMONE. 

Floweb  of  starry  clearness  bright ! 
Quivering  urn  of  colour'd  light ! 
Hast  thou  drawn  thy  cup's  rich  dye 
From  the  intenseness  of  the  sky? 
From  a  long,  long  fervent  gaze 
Through  the  year's  first  golden  daya^ 


Up  that  blue  and  silent  deep^, 

Where,  like  things  of  sculptured  sleeps 

Alabaster  clouds  repose, 

With  the  sunshine  on  their  snows  ? 

Thither  was  thy  heart's  love  tanun^ 

Idke  a  censer  ever  burning, 

ItU  the  purple  heavens  in  thee 

Set  their  smilei,  Anemone  1 

Or  can  those  wann  tints  be  cang^it 

Each  fborn  some  quick  glow  of  thooglitf 

So  much  of  bright  so«l  ihet«  secnua 

In  thy  bendingi  and  thy  gleams. 

So  mudi  thy  sweet  lifo  reaembleB 

That  wfaidi  feeb,  and  weeps,  and  tranUe^ 

I  ooold  deem  thee  spirit-fiU'd, 

As  a  reed  by  mnsic  tiirill'd. 

When  thy  being  I  behold 

To  each  loving  breath  unfold. 

Or,  like  woman's  willowy  form. 

Shrink beforethegathering  stonn ! 

I  could  ask  %  voice  fhnn  thee, 

Ddicate  Anemone  t 


Flower !  thou  seem'st  not  bom  to 
With  thy  radiant  purity. 
But  to  melt  in  air  away, 
Mingling  with  the  soft  Spring-day, 
When  the  crystal  heavens  are  still. 
And  faint  azure  veils  each  hill. 
And  the  lime-leaf  doth  not  move. 
Save  to  songs  that  stir  the  grove. 
And  earth  all  glorified  is  seen. 
As  imaged  in  some  lake  serene  ; 
— Then  thy  vanishing  should  be^ 
Pure  and  meek  Anemone  ! 


Flower  !  the  laurel  still  may  shed 
Brightness  roimd  the  victor  s  head ; 
And  the  rose  in  beauty's  hair 
Still  its  festal  glory  wear; 
And  the  willow-leaves  drop  o'er 
Brows  which  love  sustains  no  more : 
But  by  living  rays  refined. 
Thou,  the  trembler  of  the  wind. 
Thou  the  spiritual  flower. 
Sentient  of  each  breeze  and  shower. 
Thou,  rejoicing  in  the  skies, 
And  transpierced  with  all  their  dyos ; 
Breathing  vase,  vrith  light  o'erfiowii^ 
Gem-like  to  thy  centre  glowing, 
Thou  the  poet's  type  shalt  be. 
Flower  of  soul.  Anemone  1 
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SCENES  AND  PASSAGES  FROM 

GOETHE. 

SCENES  FROM  "  TASSO." 

[One  of  the  many  Utorary  prqjects  oontempleted  by  Hn 
HeamnB  at  this  time,  was  a  series  of  German  stadies,  con- 
risting  of  translations  of  scenes  and  pasnfes  from  some  of  the 
most  edebgrated  Gennan  aothon,  introduced  and  eonnected 
by  Hiustrative  remarlcs.  The  only  one  of  these  papen  wliich 
she  ever  completed,  was  that  on  Goethe's  *'  Tasso,"  publislied 
in  the  JVhe  Jf(0nt/U|f  Magca^iyt  for  Jannary  1834;  a  paper  wlUch 
well  desenres  attention,  as  it  embodies  so  modi  of  her  indivi- 
dual feeling  with  respect  to  the  high  and  SMred  mission  of  the 
Po^ ;  as  wen  as  regarding  that  myslerioas  analogy  between 
the  oater  worid  of  nature  and  the  inner  world  of  the  heart, 
w4iich  it  was  so  peeuUariy  the  tendency  of  her  writings  to 
develop. — MtmtATt  pp.  27S-3.] 

Ths  dramatic  poem  of  "  Tasso/'  though  pre- 
senting no  changeful  pageants  of  many-coloured 
life — no  combination  of  stining  incidents,  nor 
conflict  of  tempestuous  passions-r^is  yet  rich  in 
interest  for  those  who  find — 

*'  The  still,  sad  mnsic  of  homani^* 
.....       of  ample  power 
To  chasten  and  subdae.** 

It  is  a  picture  of  the  struggle  between  elements 
which  never  can  assimilate — powers  whose  do* 
minion  is  over  spheres  essentially  adTerse ;  be- 
tween the  spirit  of  poetxy  and  the  spirit  of  the 
world.  Why  is  it  that  this  collision  is  almost  in- 
yariably  £EitaI  to  the  gentler  and  the  holier  nature! 
Some  master-minds  have,  indeed,  winged  their 
way  through  the  tumults  of  crowded  life,  like  the 
sea-bird  deavii^  the  storm  from  which  its  pinions 
come  forth  unstained ;  but  there  needs  a  celestial 
panoply,  with  which  few  indeed  are  gifted,  to  bear 
the  heirs  of  genius  not  only  unwounded,  but  im- 
soiled,  through  the  battle ;  and  too  frequently  the 
result  of  the  poet  s  lingering  afiu  firom  his  better 
home  has  been  mental  degradation  and  untimely 
death.  Let  us  not  be  imderstood  as  requiring  for 
his  wellbeing  an  absolnte  seclusion  from  the  world 
and  its  interests.  Bu  nature^  if  the  abidmg-plaoe 
of  the  true  light  be  indeed  within  him,  is  endowed 
above  all  others  with  the  tenderest  and  most 
widely-embracing  sympathies.  Not  alone  from 
"  the  things  of  the  eveilasting  hills,"  from  the 
storms  or  the  silence  of  midnight  skies,  will  he 
seek  the  grandeur  and  the  beauty  which  have  their 
central  residence  in  a  far  more  migestio  templei 
Mountains,  and  rivers,  and  mi^ty  woods,  the 
cathedrals  of  nature — ^theee  will  have  their  part  in 
his  pictures ;  but  their  colouring  and  shadows  wiU 
dot  be  wholly  the  gift  of  rising  or  departed  Bans, 


nor  of  the  night  with  all  her  stars;  it  will  be  a  vary- 
ing suffusion  frx>m  the  life  within,  from  the  glowing 
clouds  of  thought  and  feeling,  which  mantle  with 
their  changeful  drapeiy  all  external  creation. 

—  *'  We  receive  bat  what  we  give. 
And  in  ottr  life  alone  doee  nature  live." 

Let  the  poet  bear  into  the  reoesses  of  woods  and 
shadowy  hills  a  heart  full-fraught  with  the  sym- 
pathies which  will  have  been  fostered  by  inter- 
course with  his  kind — a  memory  covered  with  the 
secret  inscriptions  which  joy  and  sorrow  ful  not 
indelibly  to  write :  then  will  the  voice  of  every 
stream  respond  to  him  in  tones  of  gladness  or 
melancholy,  acoordan  t  with  those  of  his  own  soul , 
and  he  himself,  by  the  might  of  feelings  intensely 
human,  may  breathe  the  living  spirit  of  the  oracle 
into  the  resounding  cavern  or  the  whispering  oak. 
We  thus  admit  it  essential  to  his  high  office,  that 
the  chambers  of  imagery  in  the  heart  of  the  poet 
must  be  filled  with  materials  moulded  firom  the 
sorrows,  the  afiections,  the  fiery  trials,  and  im- 
mortal longings  of  the  human  souL  Where  love, 
and  faith,  and  anguish,  meet  and  contend — ^where 
the  tones  of  prayer  are  wrung  frt>m  the  suffering 
spirit — iktTt  lie  his  veins  of  treasure ;  there  are 
the  sweet  waters  ready  to  flow  from  the  stricken 
rock.  But  he  will  not  seek  them  through  the 
gaudy  and  hurrying  masque  of  artificial  life ;  he 
wiU  not  be  the  fettered  Samson  to  makesportfor 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  frshion«  Whilst  he 
shuns  no  brotherly  communion  with  his  kind,  he 
will  ever  reserve  to  his  nature  the  power  of  •df- 
oommunion — silent  hours  for 

**  The  harrasi  of  the  quiet  eye 
That  btoods  and  sisepe  on  his  own  lieart,*' 

and  inviolate  retreats  in  the  depths  of  his  being— 
fountains  lone  and  still,  upon  which  only  the  eye 
of  Heaven  shines  down  in  its  hallowed  serenity. 
So  have  those  who  make  us  "  heirs  of  truth  and 
freedom  by  inmiortal  lays,"  ever  preserved  the 
calm,  intellectual  ether  in  which  they  live  and 
move  frxym  the  taint  of  worldly  infection ;  and  it 
appears  the  object  of  Qoethe,  in  the  work  befbra 
us,  to  make  the  gifted  spirit  sadder  and  wiser  by 
the  contemplation  of  one,  which,  having  sold  its 
birthright,  and  stooped  frx>m  its  "privacy  of  glo- 
rious light,"  is  forced  into  perpetual  contact  with 
things  essentially  of  the  earth  earthy.  Dante  has 
spoken  of  what  the  Italian  poets  must  have  learned 
but  too  feelingly  under  their  protecting  princes — 
the  bitter  taste  of  another's  bread,  the  weary  steps 
by  which  thestairsofanoiher^s  house  az«  ascended ; 
but  it  is  Buffezing  of  a  more  spiritual  nature  whidi 
is  here  portrayed.  Would  that  the  courtly  patron- 


6l2 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS, 


age,  at  the  shrine  of  which  the  Italian  muse  has 
60  often  waved  her  censer,  had  imposed  no  severer 
tasks  upon  its  votaries  than  the  fiishioning  of  the 
snow  statue  which  it  required  from  the  genius  of 
Michael  Angelo !  ThestoryofTassoisfraughtwith 
yet  deeper  meaning,  though  it  is  not  from  the 
period  of  his  most  agoniaing  trials  that  the  ma- 
terials of  €K>ethe*s  work  are  drawn.  The  poet  is 
here  introduced  to  us  as  a  youth  at  the  court  of 
Feirara;  visionary,  enthusiastic,  keenly  alive  to 
the  splendour  of  the  goigeous  world  around  him, 
throwing  himself  passionately  upon  the  cuirent 
of  every  newly-exdted  feeling ;  a  creature  of  sud- 
den lights  and  shadows,  of  restless  strivings  after 
ideal  perfection,  of  ezultationa  and  of  agonies. 
Why  is  it  that  the  beiog  thus  exhibited  as  endowed 
with  all  these  trembling  ampacities  for  Joy  and  pain, 
with  noble  aspirations  and  fervid  eloquence,  fidls 
to  excite  a  more  reverential  interest,  a  more  tender 
admiration?  He  is  wanting  in  dignity,  in  the  sus- 
taining consciousness  of  his  own  high  mission ;  he 
has  no  city  of  refuge  within  himself,  and  thus — 

**  Etot  little  Uviog  nerre. 
That  from  bUter  words  doth  iwerre,** 

has  the  power  to  shake  his  whole  soul  from  its 
pride  of  place.  He  is  thus  borne  down  by  the 
cold,  triumphant  worldliness  of  the  courtier  An- 
tonio, tcom.  the  collision  with  whom,  and  the  mis- 
taken endeavour  of  Taaso's  friends  to  reconcile 
natures  dissimilar  as  the  sylph  and  gnome  of  ian- 
cifiil  creations,  the  conflicting  elements  of  the 
piece  are  chiefly  derived.  There  are  impressive 
lessons  to  be  drawn  from  the  contemplation  of 
these  scenes,  though,  perhaps,  it  is  not  quite  thus 
that  we  could  have  wished  Am  delineated  who 
"  poured  his  spirit  over  Palestine ;"  and  it  is  occa- 
sionally almost  too  painful  to  behold  the  high- 
minded  Tasso,  recognised  by  his  coimtry  a&tuperior 
trith  the  sword  and  the  pen  to  all  men,  struggling  in 
so  ignoble  an  arena,  and  finally  overpowered  by  so 
unworthy  an  antagonist.  This  world  is  indeed 
"  too  much  with  us,"  and  but  too  powerful  is  often 
its  withering  breath  upon  the  ethereal  natures  of 
love,  devotion,  and  enthusiasm,  which,  in  other 

regions, 

**  May  bear  bright,  golden  flowen,  but  not  in  thtt  eoIL** 

Yet  who  has  not  known  victorious  moments,  in 
which  the  lightly-armed  genii  of  ridicule  have 
quailed  ! — ^the  conventional  forms  of  life  have 
shrunk  as  a  shrivelled  scroll  before  the  Ithuriel 
touch  of  some  generous  feeling,  some  high  and 
overshadowing  passion  suddenly  aroused  from  the 
inmost  recesses  of  the  folded  soul,  and  striking 
the  electric  chain  which  mysteriously  connects  all 


hiunanity  1  We  could  have  wished  tbmt  some  anda 
thrilling  moment  had  been  here  introdnoed  by  the 
mighty  master  of  Germany — Bomething  to  reBere 
thetoocontJnuonBimprearionofinherBitwreknf 
in  the  cause  of  the  vanquished — aom^lhing  of  a 
transmuting  power  in  the  soul  of  Taaso,  to  gk»iff 
the  clouds  which  accumulate  around  it — to  torn 
them  into  "contingencies  of  pomp*  by  the  intcr- 
penetration  of  its  own  celestial  light.  Tei  we  ap- 
proach with  revOTcnce  the  work  of  a  noble  hand; 
and,  whilst  entering  upon  oar  task  of  tranabtioo, 
we  acknowledge,  in  humility,  the  feebleness  of  all 
endeavour  to  pour  into  the  vase  of  anothw  lan- 
guage the  exquisitely  subtle  ^uxit  of  Qoethe  • 
poetry — to  transplant  and  natoralise  the  d^catc 
felicities  of  thought  and  expression  bj  wbidi  thii 
piece  is  so  eminently  distinguished. 

The  visionary  rapture  which  takea  poeeeaianof 
Taaso  upon  beiog  crowned  with  laurel  by  the 
Princees  Leonora  d'Este,  the  object  of  an  afte- 
tion  which  the  youthful  poet  baa  acarody  yet 
acknowledged  to  himself,  is  thus  portrayed  ia 
one  of  the  earlier  scenes : — 

"  Let  me  then  bear  the  burden  of  my  bUas 

To  some  deep  grove  that  oft  bath  veil'd  my  grkf ; 

There  let  me  roam  in  solitude  :  no  eye 

Shall  then  recall  the  triumph  undeserved. 

And  if  some  shining  fountain  suddenly 

On  its  dear  mirror  to  my  sight  should  give 

The  form  of  one  who,  strangely,  brigbtly  crown'JL 

Seems  musing  in  the  blue  reflected  beaven. 

As  it  streams  down  through  rocksand  parted  tzves. 

Then  will  I  dream  that  on  the  enchanted  wave 

I  see  Elysium  pictured  1    I  will  ask 

Who  is  the  bless'd  departed  one  1 — ^tbe  youth 

From  long  past  ages  with  his  glorious  wreath ! 

Who  shall  reveal  his  name? — who  speak  bis  worth! 

Oh  !  that  another  and  another  there 

Might  press,  with  him  to  hold  bright  communing ! 

Might  I  but  see  the  minstrels  and  tbe  chiefs 

Of  the  old  time  on  that  pure  fountain-aide^ 

For  evermore  inseparably  link'd 

As  they  were  link'd  in  life  !    Kot  steel  to  steel 

Is  boimd  more  closely  by  the  magnet's  power 

Than  the  same  striving  after  lofty  tbings 

Doth  bind  the  bard  and  warrior.     Homer's  life 

Was  self-forgetfulness—he  pour'd  it  forth. 

One  rich  libation  to  another^s  fame : 

And  Alexander  through  th*  Elysian  git>ve 

To  seek  Achilles  and  his  poet  fliea. 

Might  I  behold  their  meeting  !  * 

But  he  is  a  reed  shaken  with  the  wind.    Aw«^mA> 
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roaches  the  Court  of  FeiTara  at  this  crisis,  in  all 
the  importance  of  a  successful  negotiation  with 
the  Vatican.  He  strikes  down  the  wing  of  the 
poet*8  delicate  imagination  with  the  arrows  of  a 
careless  irony,  and  Tasso  is  for  a  time  completely 
dazzled  and  overpowered  by  the  worldly  sdenco 
of  the  skilful  diplomatist.  The  deeper  wisdom 
of  his  own  simplicity  is  yet  veiled  from  his  eyes. 
Life  seems  to  pass  before  him,  as  portrayed  by 
the  discourse  of  Antonio,  like  a  mighty  triumphal 
piXMsession,  in  the  exulting  movements  and  clarion- 
Bounds  of  which  he  alone  has  no  share ;  and  at 
last  the  forms  of  beauty,  peopling  his  own  spiritual 
world,  seem  to  dissolve  into  clouds,  even  into 
faint  shadows  of  clouds,  before  the  strong  glare 
of  the  external  world,  leaving  his  imagination  as 
a  desolate  house,  whence  light  and  music  have 
departed.  He  thus  pours  forth,  when  alone  with 
the  Princess  Leonora,  the  impressions  produced 
upon  him  by  Antonio*s  descriptions : — 

They  still  disturb  my  heart — 
Still  do  they  crowd  my  soul  iumultuously — 
The  troubling  images  of  that  vast  world. 
Which — ^living,  restless,  fearful  as  it  is — 
Tet,  at  the  bidding  of  one  master-mind, 
£*en  as  commanded  by  a  demigod. 
Seems  to  fulfil  its  course.    With  eagerness, 
Tea,  with  a  strange  delight,  my  soul  drank  in 
The  strong  words  of  the  experienced ;  but,  alas  ! 
The  more  I  Ustcn'd,  still  the  more  I  sank 
Lx  mine  own  eyes ;  I  seem'd  to  die  away 
As  into  some  &int  echo  of  the  rocks — 
A  shadowy  sound — a  nothing  ! 

There  is  something  of  a  very  touching  beauty 
in  the  character  of  the  Princess  Leonora  d'Este. 
She  does  not,  indeed,  resemble  some  of  tho  lovely 
beings  delineated  by  Shakspeare — the  females, 
"  graceful  without  design,  and  unforeseeing,"  in 
whom,  even  imder  the  pressure  of  heaviest  cala- 
xoity,  it  is  easy  to  discern  the  existence  of  the 
sunny  and  gladsome  nature  which  would  spring 
up  with  &wn-like  buoyancy  were  but  the  crushing 
weight  withdrawn.  The  spirit  of  Leonora  has 
been  at  once  elevated  and  subdued  by  early  trial : 
high  thoughts,  like  messengers  from  heaven,  have 
been  its  visitants  in  tho  solitude  of  the  sick- 
chamber  ;  and  looking  upon  life  and  creation,  as 
it  were,  through  the  softening  veil  of  remembered 
sufifering,  it  has  settled  into  such  majestic  loveli- 
ness as  the  Italian  painters  delight  to  shadow 
forth  on  the  calm  brow  of  their  Madonna.  Its 
very  tenderness  is   self-resignation ;    its  inner 


existeuce  serene,  yet  sad — "a  being  breathing 
thoughtful  breath."  She  is  worshipped  by  the  poet 
OS  his  tutelary  angel,  and  her  secret  aJBTection  for 
him  might  almost  become  that  character.  It  has 
all  the  deep  devotedness  of  a  woman's  heart,  with 
the  still  purity  of  a  seraphic  guardian,  taking  no 
part  in  the  passionate  dreams  of  earthly  happiness. 
She  feels  his  genius  with  a  reverential  apprecia- 
tion ;  she  watches  over  it  with  a  religious  tender- 
ness, for  ever  interposing  to  screen  its  unfolding 
powers  from  every  ruder  breath.  She  rejoices 
in  his  presence  as  a  flower  filling  its  cup  with 
gladness  from  the  morning  light ;  yet,  preferring 
his  wellbeing  to  all  earthly  things,  she  would 
meekly  offer  up,  for  the  knowledge  of  his  distant 
happiness,  even  the  fulness  of  that  only  and  unut- 
terable joy.  A  deep  feeling  of  woman's  lot  on  earth 
— ^the  lot  of  endurance  and  of  sacrifice — seems  ever 
present  to  her  soul,  and  speaks  characteristically 
in  these  lines,  with  which  she  replies  to  a  wish  of 
Tas80*s  for  the  return  of  the  golden  age : — 

When  earth  has  men  to  reverence  female  Keartt, 
To  know  the  treasure  of  rich  truth  and  love. 
Set  deep  within  a  high-soul'd  woman's  breast ; 
When  the  remembrance  of  our  summer  prime 
Keeps  brightly  in  man's  heart  a  holy  place ; 
When  the  keen  glance  that  pierces  through  so  much 
Looks  also  tenderly  through  that  dim  veil 
By  time  or  sickness  hung  round  drooping  forms , 
When  the  possession,  stilling  every  vrish. 
Draws  not  desire  away  to  other  wealth — 
A  brighter  dayspring  then  for  u»  may  dawn. 
Then  may  wt  solemnise  our  golden  age. 

A  character  thus  meditative,  affectionate,  and 
self-secluding,  would  naturally  be  peculiarly  sen- 
sitive to  the  secret  intimations  of  coming  sorrow. 
Forebodings  of  evil  arise  in  her  mind  from  the 
antipathy  so  apparent  between  Tasso  and  Antonio ; 
and,  after  learning  that  the  cold,  keen  irony  of  tho 
latter  has  irritated  the  poet  almost  to  frenzy,  she 
thus,  to  her  friend  Leonora  de  Sanvitale,  re- 
proaches herself  for  not  having  listened  to  the 
monitory  whispers  of  her  soul : — 

Alas  !  that  we  so  slowly  learn  to  heed 

Tho  secret  signs  and  omens  of  the  breast ! 

An  oracle  speaks  low  within  our  hearts — 

Low,  still,  yet  clear,  its  prophet-voice  forewama 

What  to  pursue,  what  shun. 

.  .  .  •  • 

Yes  !  my  whole  soul  misgave  me  silently 
When  he  and  Tasso  met 
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She  admits  to  her  fiiend  the  neoesBity  for  his 
departure  from  Ferrara ;  bat  thus  revertSy  with 
fondly-dinging  remembrance^  to  the  time  when 
he  first  became  known  to  her : — 

Oh!  mark'd  and  singled  was  the  hour  when  first 
He  met  mine  eye !    Sickness  and  grief  just  then 
Had  pass'd  away :  from  long,  long  suffering  fr^eed, 
I  lifted  up  my  brow,  and  silently 
Qased  upon  life  again.    The  sunny  day. 
The  sweet  looks  of  my  kindred,  made  a  light 
Of  gladness  round  me,  and  my  freshen'd  heart 
Drank  the  rich,  healing  balm  of  hope  once  more. 
Then  onward,  throu^  the  glowing  world,  I  dared 
To  send  my  glance,  and  many  a  kind,  bright  shi^ 
lliere  beckon*d  from  afiv;    Then  first  the  youth. 
Led  by  a  sister^s  hand,  before  me  stood. 
And  my  soul  clung  to  him  e'en  then,  O  friend  1 
To  ding  for  evermore. 

Lea.  Lament  it  not. 
My  princess! — to  have  known  heaven's  gifted  ones 
Is  to  have  gather'd  into  the  full  soul 
Inalienable  wealth ! 

Prtfu.  Oh,  predous  things  1 
The  richly  graced,  the  exquisite,  are  things 
To  fear,  to  love  with  trembling !    Beautifrd 
Is  the  pure  flame  when  on  thy  hearth  it  shines. 
When  in  the  friendly  torch  it  gives  thee  light, 
How  gracious  and  how  calm ! — ^but,  once  unchain'd, 
Lo !  ruin  sweeps  along  its  fatal  path! 

She  then  announces  her  determination  to  make 
the  sacrifice  of  bis  sodety,  in  which  alone  her 
being  seems  to  find  its  full  completion. 

Alas,  dear  friend !  my  soul  indeed  is  fix*d — 
Let  him  depart !    Tet  cannot  I  but  feel 
Even  now  the  sadness  of  long  days  to  come — 
The  cold  void  left  me  by  a  lost  delight ! 
No  more  shall  sunrise  from  my  opening  eye 
Chase  his  bright  image  glorified  in  dreams ; 
Glad  hope  to  see  him  shall  no  longer  stir 
With  joyous  flutterings  my  scarce-waken'd  soul ; 
And  vainly,  vainly,  through  yon  garden  bowers, 
Amidst  the  dewy  shadows,  my  first  look 
Shall  seek  his  form !    How  blissful  was  the  thought 
With  him  to  share  each  golden  evening's  peace  I 
How  grew  the  longing,  hour  by  hour,  to  read 
His  spirit  yet  more  deeply !     Day  by  day 
How  my  own  being;  tuned  to  happiness. 
Gave  forth  a  voice  of  finer  harmony ! — 
Now  is  the  twilight-gloom  around  me  fallen  : 
The  festal  day,  the  sun's  magnificence. 
All  riches  of  this  many-colour'd  world, 


What  are  they  now T — dim,  soaUesi^  desolate! 
Yeil'd  in  the  doud  that  sinks  upon  my  heMt. 
Onoe  WBB  each  day  a  life! — eadi  care  waa  inata^ 
Even  the  low  boding  huah'd  within  the  aovil; 
And  the  smooth  waters  of  a  gliding  t***^**^. 
Without  the  ruddo^s  aid*  bore  li^tly  on 
Our  fiuiy  bark  of  joj ! 


Her  companion  endeavours,  bat  in 
oonaole  her. 


Ittom,  If  the  kind  words  of  friendaifaip  cannoi 
soothe. 
The  still,  sweet  influencea  of  this  fiur  vrorid 
Shall  win  thee  bade  unoonacioasly  to  peace. 

Prm,  Tes!  beaatifulit  is,  the  glowing  worid! 
So  many  a  joy  keeps  flitting  to  and  fro 
In  all  its  paths,  and  ever,  ever  aeouiB  j 

One  step,  JnU  one,  removed ;  tiU  oar  fond  tinnt 
For  the  still  fivling  fountain,  atep  by  step. 
Lures  to  the  grave !     So  sddom  do  we  find 
What  seem'd  by  Natore  moulded  for  our  lovc^ 
And  for  our  bUfls  endovF^d— or,  jf  we  find.  | 

So  sddom  to  our  yearning  hearte  can  hold! 
That  which  onoe  fr«ely  made  itself  our  own 
Bursts  from  us ! — ^that  which  eagerly  we  pnaa'd 
We  coldly  loose  I    A  treasure  may  be  oora, 
Only  we  know  it  not,  or  know,  pendiance^  | 

Unconsdous  of  its  worth ! 

But  the  dark  douds  are  gathering  within  tiit 
spirit  of  Tasso  itself,  and  the  devotednees  of  afiee* 
tion  would  in  vain  avert  their  lightnings  by  the 
sacrifice  of  all  its  own  pure  enjoyments.  In  the 
solitary  confinement  to  which  tho  Duke  has 
sentenced  him,  as  a  punishment  for  his  duel  with 
Antonio,  his  jealous  imagination,  like  that  of  the 
self-torturing  Rousseau,  pictures  the  whole  worid 
as  arrayed  in  one  conspiracy  against  him,  and  he 
doubts  even  of  her  truth  and  gentleness  whose 
watching  thoughts  are  all  for  his  w^fiue.  The 
following  passages  affectingly  mark  the  progress 
of  the  dark  despondency  whidi  finally  over* 
whelms  him,  though  the  conduding  line^  of  the  i 
last  are  brightened  by  a  ray  of  thoae  immortal 
hopes,  the  light  of  which  we  could  have  desired 
to  recognise  more  frequently  in  this  deeply 
thoughtful  work. 

P&BaENTmENT  OH  HIS  BUHT. 

Alas !  too  wdl  I  feel,  too  true  a  voice 
Within  me  whispers,  that  the  Mighty  P^ywer 
Which,  on  sustaining  wings  of  strength  and  joy, 
Beara  up  the  healthful  spirit,  will  but 
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Mine  to  the  earth— "will  rend  me  ntterl  j ! 

I  must  away  1 

OV  ▲  TRXSND'S  DBOLABOrO  HinWKT.y  TJ9ABLB  TO 
BJECX>Gin8B  HDL 

Rightl  J  thou  Bpeak'st — I  am  myaelf  no  more ; 
And  yet  in  worth  not  leas  than  I  hare  been. 
Seems  this  a  dark,  strange  riddlet  Tet,  'tis  none ! 
The  gentle  moon  that  gladdens  thee  by  night — 
Thine  eye,  thy  spirit  ixresiBtibly 
Winning  with  beams  of  love — mark  I  bow  it  floats 
ThroDghtheday'sglare,apale  andpowerlessdoud ! 
I  am  o'eroome  by  the  full  blase  of  noon ; 
Ye  know  me,  and  I  know  myself  no  more ! 

OK  BEING  ADVISED  TO  BEFB4IN  FBOM  COMFOSXTIOK. 

Vainly,  too  vainly,  'gainst  the  power  I  strive. 
Which,  night  and  day,  comes  rushing  through  my 

soul ! 
Without  that  pouring  forth  of  thought  and  song 
Hy  life  is  life  no  more  1 
Wilt  thou  foibid  the  alkwonn  to  spin  on* 
When  hourly,  with  the  laboured  line^  he  drawa 
Nearer  to  death.    In  vain  i — the  costly  web 
Must  from  his  inmoet  being  still  be  wrought, 
Till  he  lies  wrapp'd  in  his  consummate  shroud. 
Oh !  that  a  gracious  Qod  to  us  may  give 
Thelot  of  that  bless'd  worm! — ^to  spreadfree  wings. 
And  burst  exultingly  on  brighter  life, 
In  a  new  realm  of  sunshine ! 

He  is  at  last  released,  and  admitted  into  the 
presenee  of  the  Princeas  LeoDora,  to  take  his 
leave  of  her  before  commencing  a  distant  jooniey. 
Notwithstanding  his  previous  fionbts  of  her 
interest  in  him,  he  is  overooma  by  the  pitying 
tenderness  of  her  manner,  and  breaks  into  a 
strain  of  passionate  gratitude  and  enthusiasm : — 

Thou  art  the  same  pure  angel,  as  when  first 
Thy  radiance  cross'd  my  path  1    Forgive,  foigtve, 
If  for  a  moment,  in  his  blind  despair. 
The  mortal's  troubled  glanoehath  read  thee  wroDgf 
Once  more  ho  knows  thee  1    His  expanding  aoul 
Flows  forth  to  worship  thee  for  evermore. 
And  his  full  heart  dissolves  in  tenderness. 

Is  it  false  light  which  draws  me  on  to  theel 
Is  it  delirium  1 — Is  it  thought  inspired. 
And  grasping  first  high  truth  divinely  dear  % 
Yes  I  'tis  even  so — the  feeling  which  alone 
CSan  make  me  bless'd  on  earth  I 


The  wildness  of  his  ecttasy  at  last  terrifies  his 
gentle  protectress  from  him;  he  is  forsaken  by 
all  as  a  being  lost  in  hopeless  delusion,  and,  being 
left  alone  to  the  insulting  pity  of  Antonio,  hie 
strength  of  heart  is  utterly  subdued :  he  panioii- 
ately  bewails  his  weakness,  and  even  casts  down 
his  spirit  almost  in  wondering  admiration  before 
the  calm  aclf-collectedness  of  his  enemy,  who 
himself  seems  at  last  almost  melted  by  the 
extremity  of  the  poet's  desolation,  as  thus  poured 
forth : — 

Can  I  then  image  no  high-hearted  man 
Whose  pangsandconfiicts  have  surpass'dmineown. 
That  my  vez'd  aoul  might  win  sustaining  power 
From  thouj^tta  of  himt    I  cannot  I — all  is  lost  1 
One  thing  alone  remains^  one  mournful  boon : 
Nature  on  us,  her  suffering  children,  showers 
The  gift  of  tears — the  impassion'd  cry  of  grief. 
When  man  can  bear  no  more ; — and  with  my  woe^ 
With  mine  above  all  others,  hath  been  link'd 
Sad  music,  piercing  eloquence,  to  pour 
All,  all  its  fulness  forth  !    To  me  a  Qod 
Hath  given  strong  utterance  for  mine  agony. 
When  others,  in  their  deep  despair,  az«  mute  I 

Thou  atandest  calm  and  still,  thou  noble  nuui  I 
I  seem  befiore  thee  as  the  troubled  wave : 
Bat  oh  1  be  thoughtful ! — ^in  thy  lofty  strength 
Exult  thou  not  1    By  nature's  mi^t  alike 
That  rock  was  fix'd,  that  quivering  wave  was  made 
The  sensitive  of  storm  1    She  sends  her  blasts— 
The  linng  water  flies— it  quakes  and  swells, 
And  bows  down  tremblingly  with  breaking  foam; 
Yet  once  that  mirror  gave  the  brig^  sun  back 
In  calm  transparenoe— onoe  the  gentle  stars 
Lay  stiU  upon  its  undulating  breast  1 
Now  the  sweet  peace  is  gone — the  glory  now 
Departed  from  the  wave  1    I  know  myself 
No  more  in  these  dark  perils,  and  no  more 
I  blush  to  lose  that  knowledge.    From  the  bark 
Is  wrenoh'd  the  rudder,  and  through  all  its  frBme* 
The  quivering  vessel  groana.    Beneath  my  feet 
The  rocking  earth  gives  way — to  thee  I  cling — 
I  fsnsg  thee  with  mine  arms.    In  wild  despair 
So  doth  the  struggling  sailor  clasp  the  rode 
Whereon  he  perishes  1 

And  thus  painf^y  enda  this  celebrated  drama, 
the  catastrophe  being  that  of  the  spiritoal  wredc 
witiiin,  unmingled  with  the  terrors  dratwn  from 
outward  droumstances  and  change.  The  ma- 
jestic Unee  in  which  Byron  has  embodied  the 
thoughts  of  the  captive  Tasso,  will  form  a  tarn 
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oontniBt  and  relief  to  the  musio  of  despair  with 
which  Qoethe's  work  is  closed : — 

'*  All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me;,  and  may  wear. 

But  must  be  borne.    I  stoop  not  to  deqiair; 

For  I  have  baffled  with  mine  agony. 

And  made  me  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 

The  narrow  circus  of  my  dungeon-wall ; 

And  freed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  thrall  ; 

And  revell*d  among  men  and  things  diyine. 

And  poured  my  spirit  over  Palestine;, 

In  honour  of  the  sacred  war  for  Him, 

The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaven ; 

For  He  hath  strengthen'd  me  in  heart  and  limb. 

That  throu^  this  su£feranoe  I  might  be  forgiven, 

I  have  employed  my  penance  to  record 

How  Salem's  shrine  was  won,  and  how  adox^** 


SCENES  FROM  "  IPHIGENIA," 

A  FRAGMBNT. 

Thxbjs  is  a  charm  Sf  antique  grace,  of  the  ma- 
jestic repose  resulting  from  a  faultless  synmietry, 
about  the  whole  of  this  composition,  which  in- 
clines us  to  rank  it  as  among  the  most  consum- 
mate works  of  art  ever  achieved  by  the  master- 
mind of  its  author.  The  perfection  of  its  design 
and  finish  is  analogous  to  that  of  a  Grecian 
temple,  seen  as  the  crown  of  some  old  classic 
height,  with  all  its  pure  outlines — all  the  delicate 
proportions  of  its  airy  pillars — ^brought  into  bold 
relief  by  the  golden  simshine,  and  against  the 
imclouded  blue  of  its  native  heavens.  Completo 
within  itself,  the  harmonious  edifice  is  thus  also 
to  the  mind  and  eye  of  the  beholder ;  they  are 
filled,  and  desire  no  more — ^they  even  feel  that 
more  would  be  but  encumbrance  upon  the  fine 
adjustment  of  the  well-ordered  parts  constituting 
the  graceful  whole.  It  sends  no  vague  dreams  to 
wander  through  infinity,  such  as  are  excited  by 
a  Gothic  minster,  where  the  slight  pinnacles 
striving  upward,  like  the  free  but  still  baffled 
thought  of  the  architect — the  clustering  pillars 
and  high  arches  imitating  the  bold  combinations 
oi  mysterious  forests — the  many-branching  cells, 
and  long  visionary  aisles,  of  which  waving  torch- 
light or  uncertain  glimpses  of  the  moon  seem  the 
fittest  illumination — ever  suggest  ideas  of  some 
conception  in  the  originally  moulding  mind,  fiur 
moro  vast  than  the  means  allotted  to  human 
accomplishment  —  of  struggling  endeavour,  and 
painfully  submitted  wilL    Akin  to  the  spirit  of 


such  creations  is  that  of  the  awfol  but  irngBln 
Faust^  and  other  works  of  Goethe,  in  whitdi  the 
restless  questionings,  the  lofty  aqpiratimiH,  md 
dark  misgivings  of  the  human  aool,  are  petpeta- 
ally  called  up  to  **  come  like  shadowi^  so  depart," 
across  the  stormy  splendours  of  the  scene  ;  and 
the  mind  is  engiaged  in  coaDcleaa  oonflici  with 
the  interminable  mysteriea  of  life.  It  la  other- 
wise with  the  woi^  before  us :  overdiadowed,  aa 
it  were,  by  the  dark  wings  of  the  inflftEiWe  Des- 
tiny which  hovers  above  the  children  of  Tantahiv 
the  ^iiit  of  the  imaginary  persooagea^  as  wdl  aa 
of  the  reader,  here  moves  aoqoieaoently  wiAm 
the  prescribed  oirele  of  events^  and  is  aeldow 
tempted  beyondt  to  plunge  into  the  abijs  el 
general  speculations  upon  the  lot  of  humani^. 


JOT  OF  FTLADES  OIT  HXABniO  HIS  27ATIVK 
LASrOUAQE. 

0  sweetest  voice  !  0  bless'd  familiar  soond 
Of  mother^worda  heard  m  the  stiangerla  land  ! 

1  see  the  blue  hills  of  nqr  native  shore. 
The  fiu:  blue  hills  again  I  those  cordial  tooes^ 
Before  the  captive  bid  them  freshly  rise 
For  ever  welcome  f    Oh,  by  this  deep  joy. 
Enow  the  true  son  of  Greece  ! 

11. 

EXCLAMATIONS   OF  IPHIGENIA   OX   SEHUtG   HER 

BBOTHEB. 

Oh,  hear  me  !  look  upon  me !    How  n^v  j^astf      I 

After  long  desolation,  now  unfolds 

Unto  this  new  delight^  to  kiss  thy  head. 

Thou  dearest,  dearest  one  of  all  on  earth  ! 

To  dasp  thee  with  my  arms,  which  were  but  thrown 

On  the  void  winds  before  !     Oh,  give  me  way  ! 

Give  my  soul's  nature  way  !     The  eternal  fount 

Leaps  not  more  brightly  forth  from  cliff  to  cdifiT 

Of  high  Parnassus,  down  the  golden  vale. 

Than  the  strong  joy  bursts  gushing  from  mj  heartr 

And  swells  around  me  to  a  flood  of  bliss — 

Orestes  ! — 0  my  brother  I 

m. 

LOT  OF  MAN  AND  WOMAlf  COMPARED  BT  IFHIGSNIX 

Man  by  the  battle's  hour  immortalised 
May  fall,  yet  leave  his  name  to  living  song  ; 
But  of  forsaken  woman's  countless  tears. 
What  recks  the  after-world  1    The  poet  s  voice 
Tells  naught  of  all  the  slow,  sad,  weary  dayi^ 
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And  long,  long  nights,  through  which  the  lonely 
Pour'd  itself  forth,  consumed  itself  away,  '   [soul 
In  passionate  a4juring8,  vain  desires. 
And  ceaseless  weepings  for  the  early  lost. 
The  loved  and  vanish'd ! 

IV. 
LOKGINa  OF  ORESTES  FOB  REPOSE. 

One  draught  from  Lethe's  flood ! — ^reach  me  one 

draughty 
One  last  cool  goblet  filVd  with  dewy  peace  f 
Soon  will  the  spasm  of  life  departing  leave 
My  bosom  free  !  Soon  shall  my  spirit  flow 
Along  the  deep  waves  of  foigetfulness, 
Calmly  and  silently  I  away  to  you, 
Te  dead !    Te  dwellers  of  the  eternal  doud ! 
Take  home  the  son  of  earth,  and  let  him  steep 
His  o*erwom  senses  in  your  dim  repose 
For  evermore. 


V. 

oonthiuation  of  orestb'  souloqut. 

Hark !  in  the  trembling  leaves 
Mysterious  whispers :  hark !  a  rushing  sound 
Sweeps  through  yon  twilight  depth  ! — e'en  now 

they  come. 
They  throng  to  greet  their  guest !  And  who  are  they 
Rejoicing  each  with  each  in  stately  joy. 
As  a  king^s  children  gathered  for  the  hour 
Of  some  high  festival  f    Exultingly, 
And  kindred-like,  and  godlike,  on  they  pass — 
The  glorious,  wandering  shi^>es  t  aged  and  young. 
Proud  men  and  royal  women  1    Ix> !  my 
My  sire's  ancestral  race  ! 


RECORDS  OP  THE  SPRING  OF  1834. 

[TbeM  aooDets,  written  In  tht  montiu  of  April,  May,  and 
June,  w«r«  intondad,  tOfsUMr  with  tha  R«cordi  of  the 
Autumn  of  1834,  to  form  ft  oonttniuitkm  of  tht  Mtlit  entitled 
**  Bonneli,  Derotional  and  MemoriftL"] 

A  VERNAL  THOUGHT. 

O  FESTAL  Spring  !  midst  thy  victorious  glow. 
Far-spreading  o'er  the  kindled  woods  and  plains, 
And  streams,  that  bound  to  meet  thee  firom  their 

chains, 
Well  might  there  lurk  the  shadow  of  a  woo 


For  human  hearts,  and  in  the  exulting  flow 
Of  thy  rich  songs  a  melancholy  tone. 
Were  we  of  mould  all  earthly — we  alone. 
Severed  from  thy  great  spell,  and  doom'd  to  go 
Farther,  still  fiirther,  from  our  sunny  time. 
Never  to  feel  the  breathings  of  our  prime, 
Never  to  flower  again  I    But  we,  0  Spring ! 
Cheer'd  by  deep  spirit-whispers  not  of  earth. 
Press  to  the  regions  of  thy  heavenly  birth,  [sing. 
As  here  thy  flowers  and  birds  presson  to  bloom  and 


TO  THE  SKY. 

Far  fix>m  the  rustlings  of  the  poplar>bough. 
Which  o'er  my  opening  life  wild  music  made. 
Far  from  the  green  lulls  with  their  heathery  glow 
Andflashingstreams  whereby  my  childhood  play'd; 
In  the  dim  dty,  midst  the  soimding  flow 
Of  restless  life,  to  thee  in  love  I  turn 
0  thou  rich  Sky !  and  from  thy  splendours  learn 
How  song-birds  come  and  part^  flowers  wane  and 

blow. 
With  thee  all  shapes  of  glory  find  their  home. 
And  thou  hast  taught  me  well,  miyestic  dome ! 
By  stars,  by  sunsets,  by  soft  clouds  which  rove 
Thy  blue  expanse,  or  sleep  in  silvery  rest. 
That  Nature's  God  hath  left  no  spot  unbless'd 
With  founts  of  beauty  for  the  eye  of  love. 


ON  RECORDS  OF  IMMATURE  GENIU&i 

Oh  I  judge  in  thoughtful  tenderness  of  those 
Who,  richly  dowered  for  life^  are  call'd  to  die 
Ere  the  soul's  flame,  throu^  storms,  hath  won 
In  truth's  divinest  ether,  still  and  high !    [repose 
Let  their  mind's  riches  claim  a  trustful  sigh ! 
Deem  them  but  sad,  sweet  fragments  of  a  strain. 
First  notes  of  some  yet  struggling  harmony. 
By  the  strong  rush,  the  crowding  joy  and  pain 
Of  many  inspirations  met,  and  held  [swcll'd 

From  its  true  sphere, — oh !  soon  it  might  have 
Majestically  forth !    Nor  doubt  that  He, 
Whose  touch  mysterious  may  on  earth  dissolve 
Those  links  of  music,  elsewhere  will  evolve 
Their  grand  consummate  hymn,  from  passion-gusts 
made  free! 


1  Written   after  reading  aome  of  the  earlier  poems  of  tho 
Iftto  Mrs  Ti^,  whidi  bad  been  lent  her  in  mmnoscript 
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ON  WATCHING  THE  FLIGHT  OF  A 
SKT-LARK. 


Ufwasd  and  upward  still ! — in  pearly  light 
The  clouds  are  steep'd  1  the  Tenud  spirit 
With  blisa  in  every  wind,  and  crystal  skies 
Woo  thee,  0  bird!  to  thy  celestial  hei^^l 
Bird,  piesrcing  heaven  with  music  t  thy  firee  fli^ 
Hath  meaning  for  all  bosoms;  most  of  all 
For  those  wherein  the  rapture  and  the  might 
Of  poesy  He  deep,  and  strive,  and  bum. 
For  their  high  place.    0  heirs  of  genius !  leam 
From  the  sky*8  bird  your  wsy !    No  joy  may  fill 
Yfrnr  hearts,  no  gift  of  holy  strength  be  won 
To  bless  your  songs,  ye  children  of  the  sunt  [still! 
Save  by  the  unswerving  fli^t^  upward  and  upward 


A  THOUGHT  OF  THE  SEA. 

Mt  earliest  memories  to  thy  shores  are  li^und. 
Thy  solenm  shores,  thou  ever^Jianting  main  1 
The  first  rich  sunsets,  kindling  thought  profound 
In  my  lone  being,  made  thy  restless  plain 
As  the  vast,  shining  floor  of  some  dread  fane. 
All  paved  with  glass  and  fire.    Tet,  0  blue  deep  1 
Thou  that  no  trace  of  human  hearts  dost  keep, 
Never  to  thee  did  love  with  ailveiy  chain 
Draw  my  soul's  dream,  which  through  all  nature 

sought 
What  waves  deny, — some  bower  of  tUadfatt  bliss, 
A  liomt  to  twine  with  fiEmcy,  feeling,  thought, 
As  with  sweet  flowers.    But  chastcn'd  hope  for  this 


\}  Th«  sight  and  sound  of  the  sea  were  always  connected  in 
her  mind  with  melancboly  assodattons ;  with 


ortheoU 


Now  toniB  from  earths  green  vmlley%t 
To  that  sole  r ihingnlsm  wroM,  wfaflve 


"  Do«bt,  and  wimtlrii^  dark, 
lea  watat  raTcrenttal  fear ;  " 


with  images  of  stonn  and  desolation,  of  shipwreck  and 
burial:  the  last,  indeed,  was  so  often  present  to  her  imagina- 
tion, and  has  so  frequently  been  introduced  into  her  poetry, 
that  any  one  inclined  to  superstitious  presentiments  might 
almost  have  been  diapoeed  to  fisncy  it  a  foreshadowing  of 
some  such  dark  Cste  in  store  either  for  henelf  or  for  some  one 
dear  to  her.  These  associations,  like  those  awakened  by  the 
wind,  woe  perfectly  distinct  from  any  thing  of  personal  timi- 
dity, and  were  the  more  indefinable,  as  she  had  never  suffered 
any  calamity  at  all  connected  with  the  sea :  none  of  ttiose  she 
loved  had  been  consigned  to  its  reekiess  waters,  nor  had  she 
ever  seen  it  in  all  its  terrors,  for  the  ooaet  on  vHiich  her  early 
years  were  passed  is  by  no  means  a  ragged  or  dangerous  one, 
and  is  seldom  visited  by  disaster. 

"  Are  an  tbcM  ootn  In  tbee,  wiM  wind !  thew  many  notes  In  thM  ? 
Far  in  oar  own  an&thom'd  aoalf  Uwir  ft>ant  moat  Mirely  be ; 
Y« !  buried,  but  untkeping  there,  thoosht  watchct,  mcmor?  lice, 
Ir'rara  wboae   d«p    am  the  tonre  are  poured   throogb  all  earth*! 

bannoniee.** 


more 


■I 


DISTANT  SOUIH)  OF  THE  SEA  AT 
EVENIKa 

Tkt,  roUiog  flu:  up  some  green  mountem-dak^ 
Oft  let  me  hear,  as  oifttimea  I  have  heard. 
Thy  swell,  thou  deep  I  wiien  evening  oaUa  the  hod 
And  bee  to  rest;  when  sommer^inta  giov  pak^ 
Seen  through  the  gathoing  of  a  dewy  Tail ; 
And  peasant-6tq[»  are  hartaning  to  repoas^ 
And  gleaming  flocks  lie  down,  andflovercB^  don 
To  the  last  whisper  of  the  faUii^  galo. 
Then  midst  the  dying  of  all  other  sound. 
When  the  soul  hears  thy  distant  Yoioe  profoond. 
Lone  worshipping,  and  knows  that  throng  the 

night 
Twill  worship  stilly  then  moat  its  anthem-ioDe 
Speaks  to  our  being  of  the  Eternal  Qna^ 
Who  girds  tired  nature  with  unalumbenng  nu|^ 


THE  RIVER  CLWYD  IN  NORTH  WALEB. 

0  Cambrian  riTer !  with  slow  music  gHHiw^^ 
By  pastoral  hills,  old  woods,  and  ruin'd  towers ; 
Now  midst  thy  reeds  and  golden  willows  hidin^^ 
Now  gleaming  forth  by  some  rich  bank  <^  flowers ; 


In  one  of  her  later  sonnets  on  thb  subject,  a  chord  is 
which  may  periiaps  find  an  echo  in  other  bosoms : — 
•'  Tet,  O  Moe  deep !"  etc. 

The  same  feding  is  expressed  in  one  of  her  Icttcfs : — *■*  Dii 
yoa  erer  obaenre  how  strangdy  sounds  and  imagas  of  ^ 
— ^rushing  torraits,  and  troubled  oeeaa^wavea,  ai 
with  the  visionary  distresses  of  dreams  and  delirinm  ?  To  ■• 
there  is  no  more  perfect  emblem  of  peace  than  that 
by  the  Scriptozal  phrase, '  There  shall  be  no  motw  mi 

How  f(»«ible  is  the  coattast  between  the  i— isiliil 
line«  of  these  asK>ciations.  ao  loU  of  «*  tiie  atiU,  aad  mmt  el 
humanity,"  and  the  '*  stem  delight "  with  viiibli  Loid  9jiv, 
in  his  magnificent  apostrophe  to  the  Sea,  exults  in  its  ministiy 
of  wrath,  and  recounts,  as  with  a  flefce  joy,  its  desJings  with 
its  victim,  man  I 


'« The  Tik  ■tTength  he  widdi 

For  wih^  deetmrHw,  tkwi  dotaS  t 
Sparaiaf  him  from  thy  boeom  to  the  ikiee. 
And  ecndM  him,  ihiTeting  in  thy  plafful 
And  howiiag.  to  his  Ooda,  wh«<e  ta 
HU  petty  hope  in  Mmie  near  port  or  bay. 
And  datheet  him  ayain  to  earth— there  left 

CmuaU 
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Long  flowed  the  oarrent  of  my  life*B  dear  hours 
Onward  with  thine,  whose  Toioe  yet  haunts  my 

dream, 
Tho*  time  and  ohange^and  other  mightier  powers, 
Far  from,  thy  side  have  borne  me.   Thou,  smooth 

stream ! 
Art  winding  still  thy  simny  meads  along. 
Murmuring  to  cottage  and  gray  hall  thy  song, 
Low,  sweety  unchanged,  ify  being's  tide  hath  passed 
Through  rocks  and  storms;  yet  will  I  not  complain, 
If,  thus  wrou^free  and  pure  firom  earthly  stain, 
Brightly  its  wa;?e8  may  reach  their  parent-deep 

at  last 


ORCHARD-BLOSSOMa 

Doth  thy  heart  stir  within  thee  at  the  sight 
Of  orchard-blooms  upon  the  moesy  bough?  (glow 
Doth  their  sweet  household-smile  waft  back  the 
Of  childhood's  mom — the  wondering,  fresh  delight 
In  earth's  new  colouring,  then  all  strangely  bright^ 
A  joy  of  fjEtirylandl    Doth  some  old  nook, 
Haunted  by  visions  of  thy  first-loved  book. 
Rise  on  thy  soul,  with  faint-streak'd  blossoms  white 
Shower'd  o'er  the  turf,  and  the  lone  primrose-knot. 
And  robin's  nest,  still  fiuthful  to  the  spot. 
And  the  bee's  dreary  diime  1    0  gentle  friend  I 
The  world's  cold  breath,  not  Tim£$,  this  life  be- 
reaves 
Of  venial  gifts :  time  hallows  what  he  leaves, 
And  will  for  us  endear  spring-memoriea  to  the  end. 

athliay. 


TO  A  DISTANT  SCENE. 

Still  are  the  cowslips  from  thy  bosom  springing, 
O  fiir-off,  grassy  dell  T — and  dost  thou  see, 
When  southern  winds  first  wake  their  vernal  sing- 
The  star-gleam  of  the  wood  anemone !  [ing, 

Doth  the  shy  ringdove  haimt  thee  yetl  the  bee 
Hang  on  thy  flowers  as  when  I  breathed  farewell 
To  their  wildblooms  ?  and,  round  my  beechen  tree, 
Still,  in  green  softness,  doth  the  moss-bank  swell? 
Oh,  strange  illusion  1  by  the  fond  heart  wrought. 
Whose  own  warm  life  suflEiiBee  nature's  hot ! 

\}  It  would  haT8  been  very  dear  to  her,  could  she  hate  fore- 
•een  the  delicate  and  appropckte  comfnenioiatfon  awarded  to 
her  by  Mr  Wordsworth,  in  the  elegiac  staniai  which  raoord 
the  high  names  of  some  of  his  most  disttaigaisbed  contem- 
(Scott,    Coleridge,  Lamb,  Crabbe,  and  Hogg,) 


My  being's  tide  of  many-coloui^d  thought 
Hath  paas'd  from  thee;  and  now,  rich,  leafy  plaoel 
I  paint  thee  oft,  scarce  consdoualy,  a  scene. 
Silent,  forsaken,  dim,  shadow'd  by  what  hath  been. 


A  REMEMBRANCE  OF  GRASMERK^ 

0  TALI  and  lake,  within  your  mountain-urn 
Smiling  so  tranquilly,  and  set  so  deep  ! 
Oft  doth  your  dreamy  loveliness  return. 
Colouring  the  tender  shadows  of  my  sleep 
With  light  Elysian  ,*  for  the  hues  that  steep 
Tour  shores  in  melting  lustre,  seem  to  float 
On  golden  clouds  from  spirit-lands  remote, 
Isles  of  the  blest ;  and  in  our  memory  keep 
Their  place  with  holiest  harmonies.    Fair  scene, 
Most  loved  by  evening  and  her  dewy  star  1 
Oh  !  ne'er  may  man,  with  touch  unholloVd,  jar 
The  perfect  music  of  thy  charm  serene  ! 
Still,  still  unchanged,  may  cme  sweet  region  wear 
Smiles  that  subdue  the  soul  to  love^  and  tears, 
and  prayer. 


THOUGHTS  CONNECTED  WITH  TREES. 

Tbxb,  gracious  trees  ! — how  rich  a  gift  ye  are. 
Crown  of  the  earth  I  to  human  hearts  and  eyes  ! 
How  doth  the  thought  of  home,  in  lands  a&r, 
Link'dwithyourformsandkindly  whisperings  rise ! 
How  the  whole  picture  of  a  childhood  lies 
Oft  midst  your  boughs  forgotten,  buried  deep  ! 
Till,  gazing  throu^^  them  up  the  summer  ddes. 
As  hush'd  we  stand,  a  breeze  perchance  may  creep. 
And  old,  sweet  leaf-eounds  reach  the  inner  world 
Where  memory  coils — and  lo  !  at  once  unfru>rd. 
The  past,  a  glowing  scroll,  before  our  sight 
Spreads  clear;  while,  gushing  frt>m  their  long- 
seal'd  urn,  [return. 

Young  thoughts,  pure  dreams,  undoubting  prayers 
And  a  lost  mother's  eye  gives  back  its  holy  li^^t 


THE  SAME. 

And  ye  az«  strong  to  shelter ! — all  meek  thhoigB, 
All  that  need  home  and  covert,  love  your  shade ! 


■ommoned  in  quick  succession  **  to  the  land  whence  none 

return:" — 

•*  IfowB  wlhsr  Ibr  ttel  helj  qtlrii, 

Swwl  M  tlM  ipiing,  ■•  ooMui  deep. 

For  bar  who,  w*  her  HumiMr  fiidtd, 

Bm  nmk  taito  a  bnalhlm  ahip.**  1 
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Birds  of  shy  soDg,  and  low-voiced  quiet  springs. 
And  nun-like  Yiolets,  by  the  winds  betra/d. 
Childhood  beneath  your  fresh  green  tents  hath 

play'd  [sought 

With  his  first  primrose-wreath :  there  love  hath 
A  veiling  gloom  for  his  imutter*d  thought; 
And  silent  grie^  of  day's  keen  glare  afraidy 
A  refuge  for  her  tears;  and  ofttimes  there 
Hath  lone  devotion  found  a  place  of  prayer, 
A  native  temple^  solemn,  hush*d,  and  dim ; 
For  wheresoe'er  your  murmuring  tremours  thrill 
The  woody  twilight^  there  man*8  heart  hath  still 
Confessed  a  spirit's  breath,  and  heard  a  ceaseless 

hymn. 


ON  READING  PAUL  AND  VIRGINIA  IN 
CHILDHOOD. 

0  QXNTLB  story  of  the  Indian  isle  I 

1  loved  thee  in  my  lonely  childhood  well 

On  the  sea^ore,  when  day's  last^  purple  smile 
Slept  on  the  waters,  and  their  hollow  swell 
And  dying  cadence  lent  a  deeper  spell 
Unto  thiae  ocean-pictures.    Hidst  thy  palms 
And  strange  bright  birds,  my  fancy  joy'd  to  dwell. 
And  watch  the  southern  cross  through  midnight 

calms, 
And  track  the  spicy  woods.    Tet  more  I  bless'd 
Thy  vision  of  sweet  love — kind,  trustful,  true, 
Lighting  the  citron  groves,  a  heavenly  guest, 
With  such  pure  smiles  as  Paradise  once  knew. 
Even  then  my  yoimg  heart  wept  o*er  this  world's 

power 
To  reach  with  blight  that  holiest  Eden-flower. 


A  THOUGHT  AT  SUNSET. 

Still  that  last  look  is  solemn  !  though  thy  rays, 
O  sun  !  to-morrow  will  give  back,  we  know. 
The  joy  to  nature's  heart.    Yet  through  the  glow 
Of  clouds  that  mantle  thy  decline,  our  gaze 
Tracks  thee  with  love  half-fearful :  and  in  days 
When  earth  too  much  adored  thee,  what  a  swell 
Of  mournful  passion,  deepening  mighty  lays. 
Told  how  the  dying  bade  thy  light  &rewell, 
0  sun  of  Greece !  0  glorious,  festal  sun  ! 
Lost,  lost ! — for  them  thy  golden  hours  were  done, 

I  The  sonnet  "  To  an  aged  Friend/'  first  publiahed  in  Mrs 
Ilemans'a  Poetical  Btmaint,  was  addressed  to  Dr  Perceval 
of  Dublin.  The  sonnet  **  To  Um  Datura  Arborea,"  in  the 
same  Tolnme,  was  written  after  seeing  a  superb  specimen  of 


And  darknesB  lay  before  them !     Happier  &r 
Are  we,  not  thus  to  thy  bright  wheels  faidiairt^ 
Not  thus  for  thy  last  parting  unsustainV 
Heirs  of  a  purer  day,  with  its  usflettiiig 


IMAGES  OF  PATRIARCHAL  LIFR. 

Calm  scenes  of  patriarch  life !  how  long  a  power 
Your  unworn  pastoral  images  retain 
O'er  the  true  hearty  which  in  its  childhood's  hour 
Drank  their  pure  freshness  deep!  Thecameb'traiu 
Winding  in  patience  o'er  the  desert  plain — 
The  tent^  the  palm-tree,  the  reposing  flo<^ 
The  gleaming  fount,  the  shadow  of  the  rock — 
Oh  !  by  how  subtle,  yet  how  strong  a  <diain. 
And  in  the  influence  of  its  touch  how  bless'd, 
Aretheeethings  link'd,inmanyathougbtliil  bicart, 
To  household-memories, thro'all  change  endeai'df 
— ^The  matin  bird,  the  ripple  of  a  stream 
Beside  our  native  porch,  the  hearth-li^t*8  ^eanv 
The  voices,  earliest  by  the  soul  revered ! 


ATTRACTION  OF  THE  EAST. 

What  secret  current  of  man's  nature  turns 
Unto  the  golden  East  with  ceaseless  flow ! 
Still,  where  the  sunbeam  at  its  fountain  bums. 
The  pilgrim-spirit  would  adore  and  glow ; 
Rapt  in  high  thoughts,  though  weary,  fidnt,  and 

slow. 
Still  doth  the  traveller  through  the  deserts  wind. 
Led  by  those  old  Chaldean  stars,  which  know 
Where  pass'd  the  6hepherd-&ther8  of  mankind. 
Is  it  some  quenchless  instinct,  which  from  iar 
StiU  points  to  where  our  alienated  home 
Lay  in  bright  peace  1    O  thou  true  Eastern  star ! 
Saviour  !  atoning  Lord  !  where'er  we  roam. 
Draw  stUl  our  hearts  to  thee,  else,  else  how  vain 
Their  hope,  the  fair  lost  birthright  to  regain  ! 


TO  AN  AGED  FRIEND.* 

Not  long  thy  voice  amongst  us  may  be  heard. 
Servant  of  God  ! — ^thy  day  is  almost  done  ; 


that  striking  plant  in  Dr  Peroetal's  beantifiil 
AnneAeld. 

Dr  Perceval  died  3d  March  1839,  eqnaOj 
talentf  and  virtuea. 


at 

telrii 
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The  charm  now  lingering  in  thy  look  and  word 
Li  that  which  hangs  about  thy  setting  sun — 
That  which  the  meekness  of  decay  hath  won 
Still  from  reyering  love.    Tet  doth  the  sense 
Of  life  immortal — ^progress  bub  begun — 
Pervade  thy  mien  with  such  clear  eloquence. 
That  hope,  not  sadness,  breathes  from  thy  decline ; 
And  the  loved  flowers  which  roimd  thee  smile 

farewell 
Of  more  than  vernal  glory  seem  to  tell. 
By  thy  pure  spirit  touch'd  with  light  divine ; 
While  we,  to  whom  its  parting  gleams  are  given, 
Forget  the  grave  in  trustful  thoughts  of  heaven. 


A  HAPPY  HOUR 

[**  Hm  *Thoii^U*  WOT*  pabllihcd  In  tta«  Amo  MmOd^ 
Uoifatine  for  Ifarch  1836.  They  art  inteniely  indirtduaL 
One  of  tbem,  on  lUtzach's  design  of  the  Anfd  of  Death, 
was  iuggested  by  an  impfeedTa  description  in  Mrs  Jameson's 
*  Tisils  and  SIcetches.'  In  another,  she  speculates  earnestly 
and  reverently  npon  the  direction  of  the  flight  of  the  sjMt 
when  the  sool  and  body  shall  part ;  in  others  again,  she 
recurs  tenderly  to  the  haunts  and  pleasores  of  childhood, 
which  had  of  late  been  present  to  hv  memory  with  more  than 
usual  force  and  freshness.  To  these  the  following  sonnet 
refers,  dated  21tt  Hi^  1834,  which,  as  fiir  as  I  am  aware,  has 
not  hitherto  been  published.**— Choklby's  MemcrkUsqfMrs 
HemanM,  p.  S3iM0.] 

Oh  !  what  a  joy  to  feel  that,  in  my  breast^ 
The  foimts  of  childhood's  vernal  fimdes  lay 
Still  piire,  though  heavily  and  long  repressed 
By  early-blighted  leaves,  which  o*er  their  way 
Dark  summer-storms  had  heaped.    But  free,  glad 
play 

Once  more  was  given  them :   to  the  sunshine's 

glow. 
And  the  sweet  wood-song's  penetrating  flow. 
And  to  the  wandering  primrose-breath  of  May, 
And  the  rich  hawthorn-odours,  forth  they  sprung. 
Oh  !  not  less  freshly  bright^  that  now  a  thought 
Of  spiritual  presence  o'er  them  hung^ 
And  of  immortal  life  !  a  germ,  unwrought 
In  childhood's  soul  to  power — now  strong^  serene, 
And  full  of  love  and  light,  colouring  the  whole  blest 

scene. 


FOLIAGE. 

Come  forth,  and  let  us  through  our  hearts  receive 
The  joy  of  verdure !    See!  tiie  honey'd  lime 


Showers  cool  green  light  o*er  banks  where  wild- 
flowers  weave 
Thick  tapestry,  and  woodbine-tendrils  climb 
Up  the  brown  oak  from  buds  of  moss  and  thyme. 
The  rich  deep  mosses  of  the  sycamore 
Hang  heavy  with  the  fiilness  of  their  prime ; 
And  the  white  poplar,  from  its  foliage  hoar,   [gale 
Scatters  forth  gleams  like  moonlight,  with  each 
That  sweeps  the  boughs:  the  chestnut-flowers  are 

past. 
The  crowning  glories  of  the  hawthorn  £ul. 
Bat  arches  of  sweet  eghmtine  are  cast 
From  every  hedge.    Oh  !  never  may  we  lose. 
Dear  friend !  our  fresh  delight  in  simplest  nature's 
hues! 

2d  June. 


A  PRAYER 

Fathxr  in  heaven!  fjrom  whom  the  simplest  flower, 
On  the  high  Alps  or  fiery  desert  thrown. 
Draws  not  sweet  odour  or  young  life  alone. 
But  the  deep  virtue  of  an  inborn  power. 
To  cheer  the  wanderer  in  his  fliinting  hour 
With  thoughts  of  Thee — ^to  strengthen,  to  infuse 
Faith,  love,  and  courage,  by  the  tender  hues 
That  speak  thy  presence  !  ob,  with  such  a  dower 
Grace  thou  my  song  ! — ^the  precious  gift  bestow 
From  thy  pure  Spirit's  treasury  divine. 
To  wake  one  tear  of  purifying  flow. 
To  soften  one  wrung  heart  for  thee  and  thine ; 
So  shall  the  life  breathed  through  the  lowly  strain 
Be  as  the  meek  wild-flowei^s — if  transient,  yet  not 
vain. 


PRATER  CONTINUED. 

'*  Wha  In  BM  li  dark, 
niaadM  I  «Im4  li  low,  nim  sad  •upport.'*— Xaroir. 

Far  are  the  wings  of  intellect  astray 
That  strive  not>  Father  !  to  thy  heavenly  seat ; 
They  rove,  but  mount  not»  and  the  tempests  beat 
Still  on  their  plumes.    O  Source  of  mental  day  1 
Chase  from,  before  my  spirit's  track  the  array 
Of  mists  and  shadows,  raised  by  earthly  care. 
In  troubled  hosts  that  cross  the  purer  air. 
And  veil  the  opening  of  the  starry  way. 
Which  brightens  on  to  thee !  Oh,  guide  thou  right 
My  thought's  weak  pinion ;  dear  my  inward  sij^t. 
The  eternal  springs  of  beauty  to  discern. 
Welling  beside  thy  throne ;  unseal  mine 
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Nature's  true  oracles  in  joy  to  hear; 

Keep  my  soul  wakeful  still  to  listen  and  to  learn. 


MEMORIAL  OF  A  CONVEBaATION. 

Yn  1  all  things  tell  us  of  a  hirthrif^t  loct — 
A  bxightneas  firom  our  nature  peaa'd  away  ! 
Wanderers  we  seem  that  from  an  alien  coast 
Would  turn  to  where  their  Eather^s  mansion  lay ; 
And  but  by  some  lone  flower,  that  midst  decay 
Smiles  mournfully,  or  by  some  sculptured  stone. 
Revealing  dimly,  with  gray  moss  o'ergrown. 
The  faint,  worn  impress  of  its  glory's  day. 
Can  trace  their  once-free  heritage,  though  dreams. 
Fraught  with  its  picture,  oft  in  startling  gleams 
Flash  o'er  their  souls.    But  One,  oh  !  One  alone. 
For  us  the  ruin'd  fabric  may  rebuild. 
And  bid  the  wilderness  again  be  fill'd 
With  Eden-flowers — One  mighty  to  atone  ! 

S7th  Jiuie.1 


RECORDS  OF  THE  AUTUMN  OF  1834. 
THE  RETURN  TO  POETRY. 

Once  more  the  eternal  melodies  from  fiir 
Woo  me  like  songs  of  home :  once  more  discerning. 
Through  fitful  clouds,  the  pure  nuyestio  star 
Above  the  poet's  world  serenely  burning, 
Thither  my  soul,  fresh-wing'd  by  love,  is  turning. 
As  o'er  the  waves  the  wood-bird  seeks  her  nest, 

\}  For  this  corrected  chronology  of  these  sonnets,  we  are 
indebted  to  the  Rev.  R.  P.  GnTes,  Bowneis;  as  also  for  some 
improved  readings,  and  the  MS.  of  **  A  Happy  Hour."] 

3  In  reference  to  these  two  sonnets,  Mrs  Hemans  thus 
remarks  in  a  letter  to  a  friend ;— **  I  wrote  them  only  a  few 
days  ago  (almost  the  first  awakening  of  my  spirit,  indeed, 
after  a  long  silence  and  darkness,)  upon  reading tliat  delight- 
ful book  of  Pellico*s,s  which  I  borrowed  in  consequence  of 
what'you  had  told  me  of  it  I  know  not  when  I  liave  read 
any  tiling  which  has  st*  deeply  imprsaed  me:  the  gradual 
brightening  of  heart  and  vool  into  *the  perfsct  day'  of 
Christian  excellence  through  all  those  taj  trials,  pteaents,  I 
think,  one  of  the  most  touching,  asiveU  as  instructing  pictures 
ever  contemplated.  How  beautiiU  ^^he  scene  between  him 
and  Oroboni,  in  which  they  mutually  ^wgag*  to  shrink  not 
from  the  avowal  of  their  fiaith,  should  tspy  ever  return  into 
the  world  I  But  I  could  say  so  much  on4his  sul^ect,  which 
has  quite  taken  hold  of  my  thoughts,  that  K  would  lead  me  to 
fill  up  my  whole  letter.** 

■  ••IsatoPriglMl." 


For  those  green  heights  of  dewy  stOlnflaB  yeaning 
Whence  glorious  minds  o'edook  thisearth'svnraiBL 
Now  be  the  Spirit  of  heaven's  trutiii  my  golds 
Through  the  bright  land  1 — that  no  brief  gbdnea^ 

found 
In  passing  bloom,  rich  odour,  or  swaet  aoon^ 
May  lure  my  footsteps  from  their  aim  aaids : 
Their  true,  high  quest— to  se^  if  ne'er  to  fgua. 
The  inmost,  purest  shrine  of  that  angosi  domain. 


TO  SILVIO  PELLICO,  ON  READINO  HIS 
"  PRIGIONK" 

Therb  are  who  dimb  themountain*B  heathery  side^ 
Or,  in  life's  vernal  strength  triumphant^  urge 
The  bark's  fleet  rushing  through  the  crested  soig^ 
Or  spur  the  courser's  fiery  race  of  pride 
Over  the  green  savannahs,  gleaming  wide 
By  some  vast  lake ;  yet  thus,  on  foaming  Be% 
Or  chainless  wild,  reign  far  leas  nobly  free 
Than  thou^  in  that  lone  dungeon,  glorified 
By  thy  brave  suffering.    Thou  frx>m  its  daric  ceD 
Fierce  thought  and  baleful  passion  didst  exdud^ 
Filling  the  dedicated  solitude 
With  Qod ;  and  where  His  Spirit  deigns  to  dwdl. 
Though  the  wom'^frame  in  fetters  withering  fie, 
There  throned  in  peace  divine  is  liberty  J 


TO  THE  SAKE,  RELEASED.* 

How  flows  thy  being  now  1 — ^like  some  g^ad  hymn 
One  strain  of  solemn  rapture  1 — doth  thine  eye 

In  another  letter  she  spoke  fixrther  of  this  book,  as  a 
"  work  with  which  I  have  been  both  impreeaed  and  dtiHghted. 
and  one  which  I  strongly  recommend  you  to  procure.  It  is 
the  PrigioM  of  Silrto  Pellico,  a  distingnisbed  yoong  Italian 
poet,  who  incurred  the  auspidoBS  of  the  Aostriao  gcnren- 
ment,  and  was  condemned  to  the  penalty  of  the 
during  ten  years,  of  which  this  most  interaeting  work  < 
the  narratiTe.  It  is  deeply  affecting,  firom  the  beart-s|aiBgi^( 
eloquence  with  which  he  details  his  noted  sniferinsi.  What 
forms,  howerer,  the  great  dharm  of  the  work,  is  the  gradaal 
and  afanoat  unconsdoosly-revealed  exaltation  of  tiM  aulfciei'l 
character,  spiritualised  through  suffering,  into  the  purest 
Christian  excellence.  It  is  beautiftal  to  see  the  lesBons  at  trast 
in  God,  and  love  to  mankind,  brou^t  out  more  and  more  Into 
shining  light  fi:om  the  depth  of  the  dnngeon-^oom ;  and  aO 
this  crowned  at  last  by  the  release  of  the  noble,  all-focgiviiv 
captive,  and  his  restoration  to  his  aged  father  and  mother, 
whose  venerable  faces  seem  perpetually  to  have  haunted  the 
solitude  of  his  celL  The  book  is  written  in  the  moat  dassie 
Italian,  and  will,  I  am  sure,  be  one  to  aflbrd  yoa  katiai 
delight.** 


I 
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Wander  through  tears  of  Yoiceless  feeling  dim 
O'er  the  crown'd  Alps,  that,  midst  the  upper  sky. 
Sleep  in  the  sunlight  of  thine  Italy  ] 
Or  is  thy  gaze  of  reverent  love  profound 
Unto  these  dear,  parental  faces  bound. 
Which,  with  their  silvery  hair,  so  ofb  glanoed  by, 
Haimting  thy  prison-dreams  1    Where'er  thou  art, 
Blessings  be  shed  upon  thine  inmost  hearti    v 
Joy,  from  kind  looks,  blue  skies*  and  floweiy  sod, 
For  that  pure  voice  of  thoughtful  wisdom  sent 
Forth  from  thy  cell,  in  sweetness  eloquent 
Of  love  to  man,  and  quenchless  trust  in  Qod  I 


ON  A  SCENE  IN  THE  DARGLRi 

'TwAS  a  bright  moment  iji  my  life  when  first, 
0  thou  pure  stream  through  rooky  portals  flowing! 
That  temple-chamber  of  thy  glory  bunt 
On  my  glad  sight  I    Thy  pebbly  couch  lay  glowing 
With  deep  mosaic  hues;  and,  richly  throwing 
O'er  thy  cliff-walls  a  tinge  of  autumn's  vest^ 
High  bloom'd  the  heath-flowers,  and  the  wild  wood*s 

crest 
Was  touch'd  with  gold.  Flow  ever  thus,  bestowing 
Gifts  of  delight,  sweet  stream!  on  all  who  move 
(Gently  along  thy  shores;  and  oh  1  if  love — 
True  love,  in  secret  nursed,  with  sorrow  finaught — 
Should  sometimes  bear  his  treasured  grie&  to  thee. 
Then  full  of  kindness  let  thy  music  be^ 
Singing  repose  to  every  troubled  thought  I 


ON  THE  DATURA  ARBOREA. 

MAJisno  plant !  such  Mrj  dreams  as  lie. 
Nursed,  where  the  bee  sucks  in  the  cowslip's  bell. 
Are  not  thy  train.  Those  flowers  of  vase-like  swell. 
Clear,  large,  with  dewy  moonli^^t  fill'd  from  high. 
And  in  their  monumental  purity 
Serenely  drooping,  round  thee  seem  to  draw 
Visions  link'd  strangely  with  that  silent  awe 
Which  broods  o'er  sculpture's  works.    A  meet  ally 
For  those  heroic  forma,  the  simply  grand 
Art  thou :  and  worthy,  carved  by  plastic  hand. 
Above  some  kingly  poet^S'tomb  to  shine 
In  spotless  marble ;  honouring  one  whose  strain 
Soared,  upon  wings  of  thought  that  knew  no  stain. 
Free  through  the  stany  heavens  of  truth  divine. 

&  A  bMMtttil  ndlqr  iB  tiM  eoDBly  of  Wlddow. 


ON  READING  COLERIDGE'S  EPITAPH, 


WRITTEN  BY  HTMSKLF. 

**  Stop,  ChrMlaa  pMwr^by !  ■t<q>>  diBd  of  God ! 
Aa4  n«l  with  imtl*  bcwHt—BanaAtli  Ota  Md 
A  Po«t Uct,  or  tha*  whloh ohm  Mon'd  bti 
Oh :  Hit  on*  Uiought  In  pmyer  tor  S.  T.  C. ! 
TiM*  te,  who  ooM  hi  «yii«  wllh  «oU  oTtoMth. 
Fea^ dMihhi Ifc, maj h«t«  And lUiln  dMth* 
Merqr,  tut  prai—    to  bo  ftyrglTen,  ft>r  fiune— 
Ho  «k*d  and  hoped  throoth  Chrtet.    Dothoathe 


Sfibit  1  so  oft  in  radiant  freedom  soaring 
High  through  seraphic  mysteries  unconfincd. 
And  oft,  a  diver  through  the  deep  of  mind. 
Its  caverns,  &r  below  its  waves,  exploring ; 
And  oft  such  strains  of  breezy  music  pouring. 
As,  with  the  floating  sweetness  of  their  sighs. 
Could  still  aU  fevers  of  the  heart,  restoring 
Awhile  that  freshness  left  in  Paradise ; 
Say,  of  those  glorious  wanderings  what  the  goal  1 
What  the  rich  fruitage  to  man's  kindred  soul 
From  wealth  of  thine  bequeathed  1    0  strong  and 

high. 
And  sceptred  intelleot !  thy  goal  oonfess'd 
Was  the  Redeemer's  Cross — thy  last  bequest 
One  lesson  breathiog  thence  profound  humility ! 


DESIGN  AND  PERFORBLA.NCE. 

Thst  float  before  my  soul,  the  fiur  designs 
Which  I  would  body  forth  to  life  and  power, 
Like  clouds,  that  with  their  wavering  hues  and  lines 
Portray  majestic  buildings  ."—dome  and  tower. 
Bright  spire,  that  through  the  rainbow  and  the 

shower 
Points  to  th'  unchanging  stars ;  and  high  arcade. 
Far-sweeping  to  some  glorious  altar,  made 
For  holiest  rites.    Meanw)iile  the  waning  hour 
Melts  from  me»and  by  fervent  dreams  o'erwrought, 
I  sink.  0  friend!  01ink*d  with  each  high  thought! 
Aid  me,  of  those  rich  visions  to  detain 
All  I  may  grasp ;  until  thou  see'st  fulfill'd, 
While  time  and  strength  allow,  my  hope  to  build 
For  lowly  hearts  devout,  but  om  enduring  £eaie ! 

ISth  October. 


HOPE  OF  FUTURE  COMMUNION  WITH 

NATURE. 

If  e'er  again  my  spirit  be  allow'd 

Converse  with  Nature  in  her  chambers  deep. 


\ 


624 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


Whore  lone,  and  manUed  with  the  rolling  cloud, 
She  broods  o'er  new-born  waters,  as  they  leap 
In  Bword-like  flashes  down  the  heathery  steep 
From  cayes  of  mystery ; — if  I  roam  once  more 
Where  dark  pines  quiver  to  the  torrent's  roar, 
And  voioeful  oaks  respond; — may  I  not  reap 
A  more  ennobling  joy,  a  loftier  power. 
Than  e*er  was  shed  on  life*s  more  vernal  hour 
From  such  communion  1    Tes!  I  then  shall  know 
That  not  in  vain  have  sorrow,  love,  and  thought 
Their  long,  still  work  of  preparation  wrought. 
For  that  more  perfect  sense  of  God  reveal'd  below. 


DREAMS  OF  THE-  DEAD. 

Oft  in  still  night-dreams  a  departed  face 
Bends  o'er  me  with  sweet  earnestness  of  eye, 
Wearing  no  more  of  earthly  pains  a  trace. 
But  all  the  tender  pity  that  may  lie 
On  the  dear  brow  of  Immortality, 
Calm,  yet  profound.    Soft  rays  illume  that  mien ; 
Th'  unshadow'd  moonlight  of  some  £u^ff  sky 
Around  it  floats  transparently  serene 
As  a  pure  veil  of  waters.    0  rich  Sleep  ! 
The  spells  are  mighty  in  thy  regions  deep. 
To  glorify  with  reconciling  breath, 
Effacing,  brightening,  giving  forth  to  shine 
Beauty's  high  truth ;  and  how  much  more  divine 
Thy  power  when  link'd,  in  this,  with  thy  strong 
brother — Death  ! 


THE  POETRY  OF  THE  PSALMS. 

Nobly  thy  song,  0  minstrel !  rush'd  to  meet 
Th'  Eternal  on  the  pathway  of  the  blast. 
With  darkness  round  him  as  a  mantle  cast. 
And  cherubim  to  waft  his  flying  seat. 
Amidst  the  hills  that  smoked  beneath  his  feet. 
With  trumpet-voice  thy  spirit  call'd  aloud. 
And  bade  the  trembling  rocks  his  name  repeat. 
And  the  bent  cedars,  and  the  btirsting  doud. 
But  far  more  gloriously  to  earth  made  known 
By  that  high  strain,  than  by  the  thunder^s  tone. 
The  flashing  torrents,  or  the  ocean's  roll, 
Jehovah  spake,  through  thee  imbreathing  fire, 
Nature's  vast  realms  for  ever  to  inspire 
With  the  deep  worship  of  a  living  soul. 


DB8P0NDBNCY  AND  ASPIRATION. 

**  Far  eorrtr  nUgUor  aoq^  aim  to  vato, 
Omai  to  DAvtodto  d«l  mio  InteUrtto.**— ]>. 


Mt  soul  was  mantled  with  dark  shadows,  bom 

Of  lonely  Fear,  disquieted  in  vain  ; 
Its  phantoms  hung  around  the  star  of  mom, 

A  cloud-like,  weeping  train : 
Thro*  the  long  day  they  dimm'd  the  autumn  gold 
On  all  the  glistening  leaves,  and  wHdly  roU'd, 

When  the  last  fiirewell  flush  of  light  was  glowing 
Across  the  sunset  sky. 

O'er  its  rich  isles  of  vaporous  glory  throwing 
One  melancholy  dye. 

And  when  the  solemn  night 

Came  rushing  with  her  might 
Of  stormy  orades  ftom.  caves  unknown. 

Then  with  each  fitful  blast 

Prophetic  murmurs  pass'd. 
Wakening  or  answering  some  deep  Sybil-tone 
Far  buried  in  my  breast,  yet  prompt  to  rise 
With  eveiy  gusty  wail  that  o'er  the  wind-harp  flies. 

"Fold,  fold  thy  wings,"  they  cried,  "and  strive 

no  more — 
Faint  spirit !  strive  no  more:  for  thee  too  strong 

Are  outward  ill  and  wrong, 
And  inward  wasting  fires  !    Thou  canst  not  boot 

Free  on  a  starry  way. 

Beyond  their  blighting  sway. 
At  heaven's  high  gate  serenely  to  adore  ! 
Howshouldst  thou  hope  earth's  fetters  to  unbind  r 
0  passionate,  yet  weak  !  0  trembler  to  the  wind  I 

"  Never  shall  aught  but  broken  music  flow 
From  joy  of  thine,  deep  love,  or  tearful  woe — 
Such  homeless  notes  as  through  the  forest  sigb, 
From  the  reeds' hollow  shaken. 
When  sudden  breezes  waken 
Their  vague,  wild  symphony. 
No  power  is  theirs,  and  no  abiding-place 
In  human  hearts;  their  sweetness  leaves  no  trace — 
Bom  only  so  to  die  ! 

"  Never  shall  aught  but  perfume,  faint  and  vain. 
On  the  fleet  pinion  of  the  changeful  hour. 
From  thy  bruised  life  again 
A  moment's  essence  breathe ; 
Thy  life,  whose  trampled  flower 
Into  the  blessed  wreath 
Of  household-charities  no  long^  bound, 
lies  pale  and  withering  on  the  barren  ground. 


DESPONDENCY  AND  ASP  IRA  TION. 
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"  So  foAe,  fado  on  I  Thy  gift  of  love  shall  ding 

A  coiling  sadness  round  thy  heart  and  brain — 
A  silent,  firuitiess,  yet  undying  thing. 

All  sensitive  to  pain  ! 
And  still  the  shadow  of  vain  dreams  shall  &11 
O'er  thy  mind's  world,  a  daily  darkening  pall. 
Fold,  then,  thy  woimded  wing,  and  sink  subdued 
In  cold  and  unrepining  quietude  !" 

Then  my  soul  yielded  :  spells  of  numbing  breath 
Crept  o'er  it  heavy  with  a  dew  of  death — 
Its  powers,  likoleaves  before  the  night-rain,  closing ; 
And,  as  by  conflict  of  wild  sea-waves  toes'd 
On  the  chill  bosom  of  some  desert  ooast^ 
Mutdy  and  hopelessly  I  lay  reposing. 

When  silently  it  seem'd 

As  if  a  soft  mist  gleam'd 
Before  my  passive  sight,  and,  slowly  curling. 

To  many  a  shape  and  hue 

Of  vision'd  beauty  grew. 
Like  a  wrought  banner,  fold  by  fold  unfurling. 
Oh  1  the  rich  scenes  that  o'er  mine  inward  eye 

Unrolling  then  swept  by 
With  dreamy  motion  !    Silvery  seas  were  there. 
Lit  by  largo  darling  stars,  and  arch'd  by  skies 
Of  southern  midnight's  most  transparent  dyes; 
And  gemm'd  with  many  an  island,  wildly  fmr. 
Which  floated  past  me  into  orient  day. 
Still  gathering  lustre  on  th'  illumin'd  way. 
Till  its  high  groves  of  wondrous  flowering-trees 

Colour'd  the  silveiy  seas. 

And  then  a  glorious  mountain-chain  uprose. 

Height  above  spiry  height  1 
A  soaring  solitude  of  woods  and  snows, 

All  stecp'd  in  golden  light ! 
While  as  it  passed,  those  regal  peaks  unveiling, 

I  heard,  methought,  a  waving  of  dread  wings. 
And  mighty  sounds,  as  if  the  vision  hailing. 
From  lyres  that  quiver*d  through  ten  thousand 
strings — 
Or  as  if  waters,  forth  to  music  leaping 

From  many  a  cave,  the  Alpine  Echo's  hall. 
On  their  bold  way  victoriously  were  sweeping, 
Link'din  majestic  anthems! — ^while  through  all 
That  billowy  swell  and  £Edl, 
Voices,  like  ringing  ciystal,  fill'd  the  air 
With  inarticulate  melody,  that  stirr'd 
My  being's  core ;  then,  moulding  into  word 
Their  piercing  sweetness,  bade  me  rise,  and  bear 
In  that  great  choral  strain  my  trembling  part, 
Of  tones  by  love  and  faith  struck  from  a  human 
heart. 


Retiun  no  more,  vain  bodings  of  the  night ! 

A  happier  oracle  within  my  soul 
Hatii  swell'd  to  power ;  a  dear,  unwavering  light 
Mounts  through  the  battling  douds  that  roimd 
And  to  a  new  control  [me  roll ; 

Nature's  full  harp  gives  forth  rejoicing  tones. 

Wherein  my  glad  sense  owns 
The  accordant  rush  of  elemental  sound 
To  one  oonsummate  harmony  profound — 
One  grand  Creation-Hymn, 
Whose  notes  the  seraphim 
Lift  to  the  glorious  height  of  music  wing'd  and 
crown'd. 

Shall  not  those  notes  find  echoes  in  my  lyre. 
Faithful  though  fiEkint?  Shall  not  my  spirit's  fire, 
If  slowly,  yet  unswervingly,  ascend 
Now  to  its  fount  and  end  ^ 

Shall  not  my  earthly  love,  all  purified. 
Shine  forth  a  heavenward  guide. 

An  angel  of  bright  power — and  strongly  bear 

My  being  upward  into  holier  air. 

Where  fiery  passion-douds  have  no  abode. 
And  the  sky's  temple-arch  o'erflows  with  Qod  1 

The  radiant  hope  new-bom 

Expands  like  rising  mom 
In  my  life's  life :  and  as  a  ripening  roso 
The  crimson  shadow  of  its  glory  throws 
More  vivid,  hour  by  hour,  on  some  pure  stream ; 

So  from  that  hope  are  spreading 

Rich  hues,  o'er  nature  diedding 
Each  day  a  dearer,  spiritual  gleam. 

Let  not  those  rays  fiuie  from  me ! — once  ei^'oy'd. 

Father  of  Spirits  1  let  them  not  depart — 
Leaving  the  chill'd  earth,  without  form  and  void, 

Darken'd  by  mine  own  heart  f 
Lift,  aid,  sustain  me  !    Thou,  by  whom  alone 

All  lovely  gifts  and  pure 

In  the  soul's  gnusp  endure ; 
Thou,  to  the  steps  of  whose  eternal  throne 
All  knowledge  flows — a  sea  for  evermore 
Breaking  its  crested  waves  on  that  sole  shore — 
Oh,  consecrate  my  life !  that  I  may  sing 
Of  thee  with  joy  that  hath  a  living  spring, 
In  a  ftxll  heart  of  music !    Let  my  lays 
Through  the  resounding  mountains  waft  thy  praise. 
And  with  that  theme  the  wood's  green  cloisters  fill. 
And  make  their  quivering,  leafy  dimness  thrill 
To  the  rich  breeze  of  song !    Oh  I  let  me  wake 

The  deep  religion,  which  hath  dwelt  from  yore 
Silently  brooding  by  lone  cliff  and  lake. 
And  wildest  river-shore  1 
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And  let  me  summon  all  the  Toicea  dwelling 
Where  ea^ee  build,  and  cavem'd  lilla  are  vdling, 
And  whero  the  oataiaol^B  oigan<peal  ia  swelling, 
In  that  one  spirit  gathei^d  to  adove ! 

FoigiTe^  O  Ekther !  if  presamptnons  thought 

Too  daringly  in  ai^iration  riae  1 
Let  not  thy  diild  all  ^vainly  haipe  been  tang^t 

By  weaknesH^  and  by  wanderings,  and  by  siglis 
Of  sad  confession !  Lowly  be  my  heart. 

And  on  its  penitential  altar  q>read 
The  offerings  worthless^  till  thy  graoe  impart 

The  fire  from  heaven,  whose  tooeh  alonecanshed 
Life,  radiance,  rirtao ! — ^let  that  vital  sparic 
Pierce  my  iHioI«  being,  wilder*d  elae  and  dark ! 

Thine  are  all  holy  things — oh,  make  am  thine  1 
So  shall  I,  too,  be  pore — a  living  shrine 
Unto  that  Spirit  which  goes  forth  fix>m  thee, 

Strong  and  divinely  free, 
Bearing  thy  gifts  of  wisdom  on  its  flight. 
And  brooding  o*er  them  with  a  dove-like  wing. 
Till  thought,  word,  song,  to  thee  in  worship  luring, 
Immortally  endow'd  for  liberty  and  light. 

[This  exqaidte  poem  wm  compoetd  daring  Um  Antbor's 
last  iUiias ;  and  the  following  acooont  of  hor  aitoation  at  the 
time,  from  the  pen  of  her  ristcr,  cannot  fiifl  to  be  read  with 
a  deep  and  painlkd  interaet  It  is  another  forcible,  visible 
illiutration  of  **  the  mling  pas^a  strong  in  death."  Happy, 
as  in  her  case,  when  the  direction  of  the  mind  is  towards  all 
that  is  high,  pure,  and  excellent ! 

**  A  shuddering  thrill  pervaded  her  whole  frame,  and  she 
felt,  as  she  often  afterwards  declared,  a  presentiment  that 
from  that  moment  her  hours  were  nmnbered.  The  same 
evening  she  was  attacked  by  a  fit  of  ague ;  and  this  insidious 
and  harassing  complaint  continued  its  visitations  for  several 
weeks,  reducing  her  poor,  wasted  form  to  the  most  lamentable 
state  of  diMity,  and  at  length  retiring  only  to  make  way  for 
a  train  of  fljmptoms  itill  more  fstal  and  dfsliessliig.  Yet, 
while  the  work  of  decay  was  going  on  thus  smre^  and  pro- 
gressively upon  the  earthly  tabernacle,  the  bright  flame 
within  continued  to  bmn  with  a  pure  and  holy  B^t,  and,  at 
times,  even  to  flash  forth  with  more  than  wonted  brightness. 
The  lyric  of  *  Despondency  and  Aspiration,*  whidi  may  be 
considered  as  her  noblest  and  highest  eflbrt,  and  in  which, 
from  a  fe^ng  that  it  mi^  be  her  last  woric,  shelieltanziou 
to  concentrate  all  her  powers,  was  written  during  the  few 
intenrals  accorded  her  from  acute  sofliBring  or  powarleas  lan- 
guor. And  in  the  same  dreomstances  she  wrote,  or  rather 
dictated,  the  series  of  sonnets  caDed  TkamsiMM  duaring  SUJt- 
nestt  whk:h  preeeat  so  mteresting  a  picture  of  the  calm,  sub- 
missive  tone  of  her  mind,  whether  engaged  in  tender  remem- 
brances of  the  past,  or  In  solemn  and  reverential  speculations 
on  the  fatora.  The  one  entitled  *  Sickness  Hke  Night '  dto- 
doses  a  view,  no  less  afliKtmg  than  consobrtory,  of  the  sweet 
and  blessed  peace  whidi  hovered  round  the  coach  where 

"TIm  but  sonnet  of  the  aeries,  entitled  'Recovery,*  was 
written  under  temponu^  appearances  of  convalescence,  which 
proved  as  fugitive  as  they  were  CsDadous  "3 


THE  HUOUEKOrS  FABBWBU^ 


I  STAND  upon  the  threshold 

Of  mine  ancestral  hall ; 
I  hear  my  native  river  moan ; 

I  see  the  ni^t  o'er  my  <M  Ibreste  ftB. 


I  look  round  on  the  darkening  vale 
That  saw  my  childhood'^  P^^T^ ; 

The  low  wind  in  ita  rising  wail 
Hitkh  a  strazi^  tone,  a  soond  of 


iv. 


But  I  mnst  mle  my  swi 

A  sign  is  in  the  sky ! 
Bright  o'er  yon  giay  rock's  eagle-nest 

Shines  forth  a  warning  atnr — it  bids 


My  fiiiher's  sword  is  in  my  hand, 
ffis  deep  voice  hannts  mine  ear; 

He  tells  me  of  the  noble  band 
Whose  lives  have  left  a  broodfing  glcty 


He  bids  their  offspring  guard  from  stain 

Their  pure  and  lofty  fiBdth ; 
And  yUHd  up  all  things,  to  maintain 

The  cause  for  which  they  girt  themsdves 
death. 

And  I  obey.    I  leave  their  towers 

Unto  the  stranger  s  tread. 
Unto  the  creeping  grass  and  flowers. 

Unto  the  lading  pictures  of  the  dead. 


I  leave  their  shields  to  slow  decay. 
Their  banners  to  the  dust : 

I  go,  and  only  bear  away 
Their  old  nugestic  name — a  solwnn 


I  go  up  to  the  ancient  hills. 

Where  chains  may  never  be, 
Where  leap  in  joy  the  torrent-rills. 

Where  man  may  worship  God,  alone  azid  fi 

There  shall  an  altar  and  a  camp 

Impregnably  arise  ; 
There  shall  be  lit  a  quenchless  lamp. 

To  shine,  unwavering,  through  the  open 
skies. 

And  song  shall  midst  the  rocks  be  heaid. 

And  fearleas  prayer  ascend ; 
While,  thrilling  to  God's  holy  word. 

The  mountain-pines  in  adoration 
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And  there  tlie  baming  heart  no  more 
Its  deep  though  shall  eaj^weeiy 

But  the  long-buried  truth  shall  pour 
Free  curreotethenoe,  amidst  the  wilderness. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  my  mother's  bower  I 
Farewell,  my  father's  hearth ! — 

Parish  my  home !  where  lawless  power 
Hath  rent  the  tie  of  love  to  natiye  earth. 

Perish !  let  deathlike  silenoe  fiiU 

Upon  the  lone  abode ; 
%>read  fiist,  dsrk  ivy  I  spread  thy  pall ; — 

I  go  up  to  the  mountains  with  my  Gk>d. 


ANTIQUE  GREEK  LAMENT.^ 

Bt  the  blue  waters — the  restless  oeeaa-waten^ 
Restless  as  thoy  with  their  many-flashing  surges. 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lost  one ! 

I  pine  for  thee  through  all  the  joyless  day — 
Through  the  long  night  I  pine :  the  golden  sun 
Looks  dim  since  thou  hast  left  me,  and  the  spring 
Seems  but  to  weep.  Where  art  thou,  my  beloved  ? 
Night  after  night,  in  fond  hope  vigilant. 
By  the  old  temple  on  the  breezy  cliiF,     [stl'eam'd 
Those  hands  have  heap'd  the  watch-fire,  till  it 
Red  o*er  the  shining  columns — darkly  red 
Along  the  crested  billows ! — but  in  vain : 
Thy  white  sail  comes  not  from  the  distant  isles — 
Yet  thou  wert  fiEuthfol  ever.    Oh  !  the  deep 
Hath  shut  above  thy  head — that  graceful  head ; 
The  sea-weed  mingles  with  thy  clustering  locks ; 
The  white  sail  never  will  bring  back  the  loved  ! 

By  the  blue  waters — ^the  restless  ocean-waters. 
Restless  as  they  with  their  many-flashing  suiges. 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lost  one ! 

Where  art  thou  \ — where  ?  Had  I  but  lingering 

press'd 
On  thy  cold  lips  the  last  long  kiss— but  smooth'd 
The  parted  ringlets  of  thy  shining  hair       [still'd 
With  love's  fond  touch,  my  heart's  cry  had  been 
Into  a  voiceless  grief:  I  would  have  strewed 
With  all  the  pale  flowers  of  the  vernal  woods — 
White  violets,  and  the  mournful  hyacinth, 
And  frail  anemone,  thy  maible  brow, 

^  Tbe  original  title  givtn  to  thia  ]mmbi  iras  The  LtmMit  of 
Alqrone,  wlUch  wm  ahered  to  iii  pnnBt  ont,  00  tliti 
tion  of  a  friend.    It  «a«  written  in  November  1834. 


In  slumber  beautifol  t    I  woold  h«ve  hsap*d 
Sweet  boughs  sad  precious  odooni  on  liiy  pyre^ 
And  with  mine  own  shorn  tresses  hung  thine  um, 
And  many  a  gaitod  of  the  pallid  rose: 
But  thou  liest  fsx  away  !    No  Amend  diaat. 
Save  the  wild  moaning  of  the  wa^,  Is  thine: 
No  pyre— save,  haply,  some  lemg-buried  wreek ; 
Thou  that  wert  fiurest— thou  that  wert  most  loved! 

By  the  blue  wateni    the  ixwfloss  ooeasHwaters, 
Restless  as  they  ^inth  their  many-flashing  eoiges. 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lost  one  ! 

Come,  in  the  dreamy  shadow  of  the  night, 

And  speak  to  me  1    E'en  though  thy  voice  be 

changed. 
My  heart  would  know  it  stilL    Oh,  speak  to  me  \ 
And  say  if  yel^  in  some  dim,  fut<M  world, 
Which  knows  not  how  the  festal  sunshine  bum% 
If  yet»  in  some  pale  mead  of  asphodel. 
We  two  shall  meet  again  1    Oh,  I  would  quit 
The  day  rejoicingly — ^the  rosy  light — 
All  the  rich  flowers  and  fountains  musical. 
And  sweety  familiar  melodies  of  earth. 
To  dwell  with  thee  below  1   Thou  answerest  nott 
The  powers  whom  I  have  call'd  npon  are  mute : 
The  voices  buried  in  old  whispery  oaves, 
And  by  lone  river-sources,  and  amidst 
The  gloom  and  mystery  of  dark  prophetHMiks^ 
The  wood-gods'  haunt— ^they  give  me  no  reply ! 
All  silent— heaven  and  earth !  For  ev«imore 
From  the  deserted  mountains  thou  art  gone — 
For  ever  fr^m  the  melancholy  groves. 
Whose  laurels  wail  thee  with  a  shivering  sound  ! 
And  I — I  pine  through  all  the  joyous  day, 
Through  the  long  night  I  pine— as  fondly  pines 
The  night's  own  bird,  dissolving  her  lorn  life 
To  song  in  moonlight  woods.  Thou  hear'st  mo  not ! 
The  heavens  are  pitiless  of  human  tears : 
The  deep  sea-daikness  is  about  thy  head ; 
The  white  sail  never  wiU  bring  back  the  loved  1 

By  the  blue  waters — the  restless  ooean-waters, 
Restless  as  they  with  theb  many-flashing  surges, 
Lonely  I  wander,  weeping  for  my  lost  one ! 


THOUGHTS  DURING  SIOKNEBS. 

INTELLECTUAL  POWERS. 

0  Thouobt  !  0  Memoxy  1  gems  for  ever  he^pi^f 
Hij^  in  the  illumined  chambers  of  the 


\ 
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And  thoo,  divme  Tmagiwation!  keeping 
Thy  lamp's  lone  Btarmid  ahadowy  hosts  enshrined^ 
How  in  one  moment  rent  and  disentwinedy 
At  Fever's  fiery  touch,  i^wrt  th^  fiiU, 
Tour  glorious  combinations  !  broken  all. 
As  the  sand-pillazs  by  the  desert's  wind 
Soattei'd  to  whirling  dust  1    Oh,  soon  uncrown'd ! 
Well  may  your  parting  swifts  your  strange  retuni. 
Subdue  the  soul  to  lowliness  profound. 
Guiding  its  chasten'd  Tision  to  discern 
Howby  meekFaith  heaven's  portals  must  be  pass'd. 
Ere  it  can  hold  your  gifts  inalienably  fiwt 


SICKNESS  LIKE  NIGHT. 

Thou  art  like  Night,  0  Sickness  !  deeply  stilling 
\^thin  my  heart  the  world's  disturbing  sound. 
And  the  dim  quiet  of  my  chamber  filling 
With  low,  sweet  voices  by  Life's  tumult  drown'd. 
Thou  art  like  awful  Night !  thou  gatherest  round 
The  things  that  are  unseen — ^though  close  they  lie; 
And  with  a  truth,  dear,  startling,  and  profoimd, 
Giv'st  their  dread  presence  to  our  mental  eye. 
Thou  art  like  starry,  spiritual  Night ! 
High  and  immortal  thoughts  attend  thy  way. 
And  revelations,  which  the  common  light 
Brings  not,  though  wakening  with  its  rosy  ray 
All  outward  life: — Be  welcome,  then,  thy  rod, 
Before  whose  touch  my  soul  unfolds  itself  to  God. 


ON  RETZSCHS  DESIGN  OF  THE  ANGEL 

OF  DEATH.1 

Well  might  thine  awful  image  thus  arise 
With  that  high  calm  upon  thy  regal  brow. 
And  the  deep,  solemn  sweetness  in  those  eyes, 
Unto  the  glorious  artist !    Who  but  thou 
The  fleeting  forms  of  beauty  can  endow 
Forhim  with  permanence!  who  make  those  gleams 
Of  brighter  life,  that  colour  his  lone  dreams. 
Immortal  things  ?    Let  others  trembling  bow, 
Angel  of  Death !  before  thee ; — not  to  those 
Whose  spirits  with  Eternal  Truth  repose, 

1  This  sonnet  waa  tnggested  by  the  foUowing  paaaige  oat  of 
Mn  Jameson's  Vuits  and  Sketches  at  Home  and  Abroad^  in 
a  description  she  gives  of  a  visit  paid  to  the  artist  Retasdi, 
near  Dresden:— "Afterwards  he  placed  npon  his  easel  a 
ivondrous  face  which  made  me  shrink  back — not  with  terror, 
ior  it  was  perfectly  beaatiftd,— but  with  awe,  for  it  was  nn- 
•peakablyliMrful :  the  hair  streamed  back  from  the  pale  brow 


Art  thou  a  fiearfiil  shape  1    And  oh  I  IbrflM^ 
How  fall  of  welcome  would  thine  «q>eci  sbiBi^ 
Did  not  the  oords  of  strong  aflectiaii  twine 
So  fi«t  around  my  son),  it  commC  ifning  to  thee! 


REMEMBRANCE  OP  NATDRR 

0  Nature  !  thou  didst  rear  me  for  thine  own. 
With  thy  fines  singing-birds  and  moontain-brooks; 
Feeding  my  thoughts  in  piimroee^iannted  noolu^ 
With  fisiry  fantasies  and  wood-dreams  lone ; 
And  thou  didst  teach  me  every  wandering  tone 
Drawn  from  thy  many-whispeiing  trees  and  waves, 
And  guide  my  steps  to  founts  and  sparry  caxeiv 
And  where  bright  mosses  wove  thee  a  rich  thrcms 
Midst  the  green  hills :  and  now  that^  fio- estranged 
From  all  sweet  soundslmd  odours  of  thy  breatb. 
Fading  I  lie»  within  my  heart  unchanged. 
So  glows  the  love  of  thee^  that  not  for  death 
Seems  that  pure  passion's  forour — ^but  ordun'd 
To  meet  on  brighter  shores  thy  majesty  unstain  d. 


FUGHT  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 

Whitheb,  oh  !  whither  wilt  thou  wing  thy  wi^! 
What  solemn  region  first  upon  thy  sight 
Shall  break,  imveU'd  for  terror  or  delight  1 
What  hosts,  magnificent  in  dread  array. 
My  spirit !  when  thy  prison-house  of  clay. 
After  long  strife  is  rent]   Fond,  fruitless  queet ! 
The  unfledged  bird,  within  his  narrow  nest. 
Sees  but  a  few  green  branches  o'er  him  play. 
And  through  their  parting  leaves,  by  fits  reveaTd, 
A  glimpse  of  summer  sky ;  nor  knows  the  field 
Wherein  his  dormant  powers  must  yet  be  tried. 
Thou  art  that  bird  ! — of  what  beyond  thee  lies 
Far  in  the  untrack'd,  immeasurable  skies. 
Knowing  but  this — that  thou  shalt  find  thy  Guided 


FLOWERS. 

Welcome,  0  pure  and  lovely  forms!  again 
Unto  the  shadowy  stillness  of  my  room  ! 

— the  orbs  of  sight  appeared  at  first  two  dark,  hollow,  os- 
fiathomable  qwces,  like  those  in  a  sknll ;  bat  when  I  di«w 
nearer  and  kx>ked  attentively,  two  lovelj  living  cjea  loolad 
at  me  again  out  of  the  depth  of  the  shadow,  as  if  from  the 
bottom  of  an  abyss.  The  mouth  was  divinely  aw  eel,  bat  sai, 
and  the  softest  repose  rested  on  every  liBature.  This,  h»  toll 
me,  wasthA  Akgbi.  or  Dkath." 


I 
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For  not  alone  ye  bring  a  joyous  train 
Of  summer-thoughts  attendant  on  your  bloom — 
Visions  of  freshness,  of  rich  bowery  gloom, 
Of  the  low  murmurs  filling  mossy  dells. 
Of  stars  that  look  down  on  your  folded  bells 
Through  dewy  leaves,  of  many  a  wild  perfume 
Greeting  the  wanderer  of  the  hill  and  grove 
Like  sudden  music :  more  than  this  ye  bring- 
Far  more ;  ye  whisper  of  the  all-fostering  love 
Which  thus  hath  clothed  you,  and  whose  dove-like 

wing 
Broods  o'er  the  sufferer  drawing  fever'd  breath. 
Whether  the  couch  be  that  of  life  or  death. 


RECOVERY.* 

Back,  then,  once  more  to  breast  the  waves  of  life, 
To  battle  on  against  the  unceasing  spray. 
To  sink  o'crwearied  in  the  stormy  strife, 
And  rise  to  strive  again ;  yet  on  my  way. 
Oh  !  linger  still,  thou  light  of  better  day ! 
Bom  in  the  hours  of  loneliness:  and  you, 
Ye  childlike  thoughts !  the  holy  and  the  true — 
Ye  that  came  bearing,  while  subdued  I  lay. 
The  faith,  the  insight  of  life's  vernal  mom 
Back  on  my  soul,  a  clear,  bright  sense,  new-bom, 
Kow  leave  me  not !  but  as,  profoimdly  pure, 

^  Written  under  the  fabe  impranion  occasioned  by  a  tem- 
porary improvement  in  strength. 

\}  After  the  exhausting  vicissitudes  of  days  when  It  seemed 
that  the  night  of  death  was  indeed  at  band— of  nights  when 
it  was  thought  that  she  ooold  never  see  the  light  of  morning— 
wonderftd  even  to  those  who  bad  witnessed,  throufl^out  hw 
illness,  the  clearness  and  brli^tness  of  the  never-dying  prin- 
dple,  amidst  the  desoUtion  and  decay  of  its  earthly  com- 
panion, was  the  consecrated  power  and  fiwility  with  which, 
on  Sunday,  the  26th  of  April,  she  dictated  to  her  brother 
the  *<  Sabbath  Sonnet,"  the  last  strain  of  the  "  sweet 
tinger,"  whose  harp  was  henceforth  to  be  hung  upon  the 
wiUows. 

Amongst  the  many  tributes  of  interest  and  admiration 


A  blue  stream  rushes  through  a  darker  lake 
Unchanged,  e'en  thus  with  me  your  joumey  take, 
Wafting  sweet  airs  of  heaven  thro'  this  low  world 
obscure. 


SABBATH  SONNET.* 

COMPOSED  BT  MBS  HEMAKS  A  FEW  DATS  BEFOBE  HER 
DEATH,  AND    DICTATED   TO  HER  BROTHER. 

How  many  blessed  groups  this  hour  are  bending. 
Thro'  England's  primrose  meadow-paths,  their  way 
Towards  spire  and  tower,  midst  shadowy  elms 

ascending. 
Whence  the  sweet  chimes  proclaim  the  hallow'd 

day! 
The  halls  from  old  heroic  ages  gray 
Pour  their  fair  children  forth ;  and  hamlets  low. 
With  whose  thick  orchard-blooms  the  soft  winds 
Send  out  their  inmates  in  a  happy  flow,       [play. 
Like  a  freed  vernal  stream.    I  may  not  tread 
With  them  those  pathways— to  the  feverish  bed 
Of  sickness  boimd ;  yet,  0  my  Qod  !  I  bless 
Thy  mercy,  that  with  Sabbath-peace  hath  fill'd 
My  chasten'd  heart,  and  all  its  throbbings  still'd 
To  one  deep  calm  of  lowliest  thankfulness  ! 

2dth  April  1833. 

elicited  by  a  poem,  so  remarkable  to  all  readers— so  precious  to 
many  hearts— the  following  expressions,  contained  in  a  letter 
firam  the  Ute  venerable  Bishop  of  Salistory  to  Mrs  Joanna 
BallHe,  and  ahmdy  published  by  the  latter,  are  too  pleasingly 
applicable  not  to  be  inserted  here.  "There  is  somethhig 
peculiarly  touching  in  the  time,  the  subject,  and  the  occasion 
of  this  deathbed  sonnet,  and  in  the  affecting  contrast  between 
the  *  blessed  groupe '  she  describes,  and  her  own  (humanly 
spealdng)  helpless  sUte  of  sickness ;  and  that  again  contrasted 
with  the  hopeftd  state  of  mind  with  which  the  sonnet  con- 
chides,  expressive  both  of  the  quiet  comforts  of  a  Christlaa 
Sabbath ,  and  the  blessed  fruits  of  profttable  application.  Her 
'  Sweet  Oihnes  *  on  *  Sabbath-peace,'  appear  to  me  very  cha- 
racteristic of  the  writer.**— ITontf^r,  p.  311-12.] 
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DELTA. 

"Wb  eaniiot  allow  tbeM  Tmet^to  adon,  willi  a  md 
beanty,  the  pages  of  this  Magarine— more  fiqwrlaHy  aa  tbey 
are  the  hut  oompoeed  hy  their  distingiilriied  writer,  and  that 
onij  a  few  dajB  befora  her  death— withoat  at  least  a  pasting 
tribute  of  regret  for  an  erant  wUch  has  east  a  diadow  of 
gloom  throo^  the  iondiiny  fields  of  contemponzyllteratiire. 
Bat  two  months  affO,the  beantifal  ^yrie  enlitied  *  DaipoD- 
denqr  and  Aiptaatloo/ appeared  in  these  pagea,  and  BOW  the 
sweet  toimtalB  of  morio  from  which  that  prophetic  strain 
gushed  has  ceased  to  flow.  The  highly  gifted  and  accom- 
plished, the  patient,  the  meelc,  and  long-safleriny  Fbucia 
HaxAira,  b  no  morei  She  died  on  the  night  of  Satorday, 
the  10th  of  May  1835,  at  DQblin,and  met  her  iMe  with  all 
the  calm  resignation  of  a  Christian,  conscious  that  her  qiJrit 
was  winging  its  flight  to  anotliCT  and  a  better  world,  whoe 
*  tlie  widced  cease  from  trouUing,  and  the  weary  are  at  rest.' 

**  IWlthout  disparagement  of  the  living,  we  scarcely  hesi- 
tate to  say,  that  in  Mrs  Hemans  our  female  fiterature  has 
kwt  perhaps  its  brightest  omameot.  To  Joanna  Baillie  she 
might  be  inferior,  not  only  in  Tigour  of  conception,  but  in 
tlie  power  of  metaphysically  analysing  those  sentiments  and 
feelings  which  constitute  the  basis  of  human  actions,— to 
Mrs  Jameson  in  the  critical  perception  which,  fivm  detached 
fragments  of  tpdkax  thought,  can  discriminate  the  links  which 
bind  an  hito  a  distinctive  character,— to  Miss  Landon  in  elo- 
quent fecility, — to  Caroline  Bowles  hi  simple  pathos,— and 
to  Bfaiy  Mitford  in  power  of  thou^t ;  butasaiemalewTtter, 
influencing  the  female  mind,  she  has  undoubtedly  stood,  for 
some  bypast  years,  the  very  first  in  the  first  rank ;  and  this 
pre-eminence  has  been  acknowledged,  not  only  in  her  own 
land,  but  wherever  the  English  tongue  is  spoken,  whether  on 
the  banks  of  the  eastern  Ganges  or  the  western  Mississippi. 
Her  path  was  her  own  ;  and  Eboals  of  imitators  have  arisen, 
alike  at  home  and  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  who, 
destitute  of  her  animating  genius,  have  mimicked  her  themes, 
and  parodied  her  sentiments  and  language,  without  being 
able  to  reach  its  height.  In  her  poetry,  religious  truth  and 
intellectual  beauty  meet  t<^ther ;  and  assuredly  it  is  not  the 
less  calculated  to  refine  the  taste  and  exalt  the  fanaginatkni, 
because  it  addresses  itself  ahnost  exclusively  to  the  better 
feelings  ofour  nature  alone.  Over  all  her  pictures  of  humuiity 
are  spread  the  glory  and  the  grace  refiected  from  purity  of 
morals,  delicacy  of  perception  and  conception,  sublimity  of 
rdlgfous  feith,  and  warmth  of  patriotism ;  and,  turning  from 
the  dartc  and  degraded,  whether  in  subject  or  sentiment,  she 

1  "  S«bb«th  SouMi.** 


sedts  out  those  Terdant  oases  In  the  desert  ot 

which  the  affections  may  most  pleasantly 

is  intensdy  and  entirs^  feminine— and,  la  oar 

this  la  the  highest  praise  which  oouki  be  awarded  it,— it 

have  been  wriMan  by  m  wooHn  oo^; 

*  Records  *  of  her  aea,  w«  baa*  the 

in  all  the  varied  phases  of  baflfedpaarion  andot 

aflectkm;   cl  heroical  sdf-denial,  and  of 

deferred  ;  of  devotedness  tried  In  the  ftnnace  of 

and  of 


yet  its  energy  resembleB  that  of  the  dove, '  pecktag  tte  laai 
that  hovwa  o^  Ha  mate,' and  ita  exaltation  of  i 
of  the  daring  kind,  whkh  donbta  and  dflridea,  o 
but  which  clings  to  the  anchor  of  hope,  and  lookal 
feith  and  reverential  fear. 

**  Bfrs  Hemans  has  written  much,  and,  as  vrith  aD 
in  like  predicament,  her  strains  are  of  variooa  iVmiis  ef  si- 
oellence.    Independently  of  this,  her  different  works  w9  Is 
diflierently  esUmated,  as  to  thehr  relative  Taloe,  by  diffarart 
minds ;  but  anoong  the  lyrics  of  the  1gwg<8»h  langna^s  wUdk 
can  scarody  die,  we  hesitate  not  to  aarign  plaoea  to  'Us 
Hebrew  Mother '— <  The  Treasures  of  the  Deep '— *  Tbe  SpUT^ 
Return'- *TbeHomes  of  England'— *  The  Better  Laad*— 
*The  Hour  of  Death'— *  The  Trumpet'— And  'The  Gisvssof 
a  Household.'    In  these 'gems  of  purest  ray  a 
liar  genius  of  Mrs  Hemans  breathes,  and  boms,  and 
pre-eminent ;  for  her  forte  lay  in  depicting  whatever 
beautify  and  embellish  domestic  life — the  graitle  oi 
of  love  and  friendship— *  homebred  ddigfata  and 
happinoM '— the  associations  of  local  attachment — and  the 
infiuences  of  religions  feelings  over  the  soul,  whether  aririag 
from  the  varied  circumstances  and  situations  of  nmn,  or  ftesa 
the  aspects  of  external  nature.    We  would  only  here  add,  I7 
way  of  remark,  that  the  writings  of  Mrs  Hesnana  aeass  ts 
divide  themselves  into  two  pretty  distinct  portkma — the  frst 
comprehending  her  *  Modem  Greece,'  'Wallace,'  *  Dartmoor.* 
*  Sceptic.*  *  Historic  Scenes,'  and  other  prodoctioaa,  op  t» 
the  pubUcation  of  *  The  Forest  Sanctuary ;  *  and  the  tetter 
oomprdiendlng  that  volume,  *  The  Records  of  Woman,*  *  The 
Scenes  and  Hymns  of  Life,'  and  all  her  subeeqnent  frodBD* 
tions.    In  her  earlier  worlu,  she  follows  the  clasaic  "MrH*,  ss 
contradistingutBhed  from  the  romantic,  and  they  aiw  tm^riir 
in  that  poUsh  of  style,  and  almost  gorgeous  richness  ofhkoga^, 
in  which  her  matnrer  compositions  are  set.    It  is  evident  IWI 
new  stores  of  thought  were  latteriy  opened  up  to  hv.  la  a 
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mora  extended  aoqueiBteooa  with  the  Utcnture  of  Spain  and 
Ckrmany,  aa  well  as  by  a  profounder  itiuly  of  the  writinfi  of 
oar  great  poetical  wgenerator— Woideworth. "— Btociraooed  V 
Mofftuhu,  July  183& 


MISS  LANDON. 

**  Did  w«  not  know  tUi  worid  to  be  hot  a  ptaee  of 
oat  bitter  probation  foranother  and  for  a  better— bow  i 
inttaaeveritywoaldieemthelotofgeninilnawoinant  The 
keen  feeling—the  gencroos  enthnilfn  the  loflj  aqiimtlon 
and  the  delicate  perception— are  glren  bat  to  make  the  poa- 
eeanronflttedforheraetoalpoettlon.  IthweU!— each^fti, 
in  their  tery  oontraet  to  the  leWehneM  and  the  evil  with 
wUdi  tbqrare  nirroondeA,  Infbnn  oe  of  another  world— fhcgr 
breathe  of  thdr  home,  whichis  heavMi ;  the  iplrltnal  and  the 
inq»irBd  in  thJa  life  but  ill  oe  to  brieve  hi  that  wUch  b  to 
oome.  With  what  a  rnbttme  frith  it  this  divine  reManoe 
ekpnaed  in  aDBfrsHemanil  later  wiitinge!  Aetheeloa& 
towarda  nightCdl  m^  awaj  on  a  line  ■iminiir  evening  into 
the  dear  amber  of  the  weat,  havinga  lofl  and  nnbrohen  arare 
^irtiereon  the  etare  may  shine;  ao  the  troablee  of  life,  its  tain 
regrets  and  yainer  desires,  Tanlriied  befiore  the  eafan  dose  of 
eaJstenee— the  hopee  of heaTen  rosesteadflistat  last  theMght 
ehone  fhxn  the  windows  of  her  home,  as  she  ^vproadied  onto  It 

'  Vo  IMM  ftw  tbM  !-«]mm^  U^  Iw  ftoB  oa  gOM 
WUk  tk7  tours  radiaiiM,  brigbft  aad  MtlMi  OM 1 

No  Umn  for  ihm  I 
Thtj  that  hrnn  loved  aa  nil*  mail  bo4  moam 
To  tM  htaa  psfttng  ftir  V»  nailv*  bovnM, 
O'or  Um  dark  mml' 

**  We  haTe  noticed  this  yearning  for  afbetioB— omatirfled, 
but  still  UDsabdued-Hw  (me  diajcacteristie  of  Mrs  Hcmans's 
poetry :  the  rich  pictureiqae  was  another.  Highly  aooom> 
pushed,  the  varied  stores  thai  she  possiisii  were  all  sobev- 
vient  to  one  master  science.  Mist  less  both  of  German  and 
Spanish,  the  latter  coantiy  ^>pean  to  have  peenUarty  captl- 
vatod  her  imagination.  At  thai  p«fod  when  the  iuiey  is 
pecoliarly  alive  to  impresston— when  girlhood  is  ao  new,  thai 
the  eagerness  of  cfafldhoodliStiU  hi  its  deligMa-Spahi  was, 
of  all  others,  the  oountiy  on  whidi  pabUe  attention  wasflaed 
—victory  after  victory  carried  the  British  flag  from  theoeean 
to  the  Pyrenees ;  but,  with  thai  craving  for  the  ideal  which 
is  so  great  a  feature  in  her  writings,  the  present  was  insoffi- 
dent,  and  she  went  back  upon  the  past ;— the  romantie  his- 
tory of  the  Moors  was  like  a  storehonse,  with  treasures  gor- 
geous like  those  of  Its  own  Alhambrm. 

"  It  is  observable  in  her  minor  poema,  fhat  they  torn  upon 
an  incident  rather  than  a  feeling.  FeeUngs,  true  and  deep, 
are  devetoped ;  bal  one  single  emotion  ia  never  the  origtaial 
snfaject  Some  graceful  or  touching  anecdote  or  sHnation 
calces  her  attention,  and  tta  poetiy  ia  developed  in  n  emin 
of  mourning  mdo4y,  and  in  a  vdn  of  gsntle  monHsinf.  I 
always  wish,  in  reading  my  fisvoarite  poets,  to  know  what 
flnl  suggested  my  Cavoarite  poems.  Few  thinp  woaU  be 
mw  interesting  than  to  know  under  wfaal  tkwuuetaneee  Ihey 
were  compoeed— how  mndi  of  Individual  eentfaneni  thm  was 
In  each,  or  how,  on  eome  incident  seemingly  even  opposed, 
thegr  had  contrived  to  ingraft  their  own  assodatfcma.  What 
n  history  of  the  heart  woaU  such  annals  reveal  1  Everypoem 
is  in  ilMlf  an  impoba. 

"Beeidee  the  ideal  and  the  pletareeqae,  Mrs  Hemims  b 
dbtkignlihed  by  her  harmony.    I  oae  the  word  harmony 


advbedly,  in  contradistinction  to  melody.  Mektdy  implies 
something  more  careleBS,  more  simple,  than  belongs  to  bar 
style;  ilb  song  by  snatches;  our  English  baUads  are  remark- 
able for  it.  To  quote  an  instance  or  two :  there  b  a  verse  in 
thai  of  Thrrow  Water— 


O  wiMl  tbat  waadanlk  ftvm  tka  natti ! 

Saak  wbart  mj  lo«i  repatreth, 
And  blow  a  kias  to  Us  dear  mootlt, 

Atxd  ten  ma  hew  ha  Ihrath.' 


Nothing  can  eaeeed  the  tender  sweetnese  of  these  Ones;  bat 
there  b  no  skilL  Agahi,  hi  JWr«  Jtosamendlr,  the  verse  thai 
deecribee  the  cruelty  of  Eleanor— 

•  with  tlttl  aba  atrMk  har  OB  tha  month, 

00  4F*d  doaMa  rod ; 
Bard  waa  tho  teart  the*  aaro  tha  blow, 
80a  wara  tha  Upa  that  blad.* 

How  musical  b  the  alliteration !  bol  b  b  music  which,  like 
that  of  the  singing  brook,  has  spnmf  op  of  itsdfl  Now,  Mn 
Hemans  has  the  most  perlM  skin  hi  her  sdenoe ;  nothing  can 
be  more  poUshed  than  her  versification.  Every  poem  b  like  a 
piece  of  mnsie,  witii  Its  doquent  pauses,  its  rich  combinations, 
and  tts  sweBfaiff  ohords.  Who  tiut  has  evo' heard,  can  foiget 
the  exquisite  flow  of  *  The  Voice  of  Spring  ? '— 


1  coma  o'er  tha  monntalna  with  light  and  eong  I 
Ye  may  iraco  my  atap  o>r  tha  wakening  earth. 
By  the  winda  that  tell  of  tha  vtolaC^  Mrth, 
Bf  the  primroee  aCara  In  tha  ahadowygTaai, 
lljr  the  green  lea««e  opening  aa  I  paM.* 

It  b  liln  the  finest  <mler  of  Italian  singing— pure,  U|gh,  and 
scientific. 

**  I  can  never  sufficiently  regret  that  it  was  not  my  good 
fortune  to  know  Mrs  Hemans  personally :  it  was  an  honour 
I  should  have  estimated  so  highly— «  happtaiess  that  I  shooM 
have  enjoyed  M keenly.  I  nevereven  mel withan  aoqoain- 
tanee  of  here  bol  once;  that  once,  however,  was  much.  I 
knew  Mias  Jewsbuiy,  the  kto  lamented  Mrs  Fletcher.  She 
delighted  in  speaking  of  Mrs  Hemans ;  she  spoke  of  her  with 
the  ^predation  of  one  fine  mind  eomprehending  another,  and 
with  the  eameet  afEsctton  of  a  woman  and  a  friend.  She 
described  her  oonvenation  as  shigubrly  fasdnaling'— lUS  of 
poetry,  very  fslidtous  in  illustration  by  aneedot»— happy,  too, 
hi  quotation,  and  very  rich  in  imagery ;  '  in  short,  her  own 
poem  on  **  The  Treasures  of  the  Deep"  would  best  describe 
it'  She  mentioned  a  very  striking  simib  to  whidi  a  convsr- 
sation  on  Mrs  Hcmans's  own  poem  of  *  Tbe  Seeplie'  had  led: 
— *  Like  Sinbad  the  sailor,  we  are  often  shipwrednd  00  a 
strange  sh<Kre.  We  despair ;  but  hope  comes  when  least  ex- 
pected.  We  pass  through  the  ^oomy  caverns  of  doubt  into 
the  free  ahr  and  blcseed  snnshine  of  conviction  and  bdieL'  I 
asked  her  if  she  thought  Mrs  Hemans  a  happy  person,  and 
she  said,  *  No;  her  eiOoymenl  b  fivarish,  and  she  desponds, 
She  b  like  a  lamp  wfaoee  oil  b  fwnsinnert  by  the  very  Ughl 
which  tt  yleUs.'  Whal  a  cnisl  thhkg  b  the  weakness  of 
meeMty!  How  Ultle  can  tts  atetoal  efforte  reeall  of  eoaww 
aalkm  thai  was  onoe  an  inetracihm  and  a  deUgfal  I 

•*  T6  the  three  eharadeiblies  of  Mrs  Heflaaaa' poetiy  whfch 
have  alrBa4y  been  meattoned— vb.  the  kieal,  the  pictuieemie» 
and  the  harraonktoa— «  foorth  most  be  added,— <he  waanL 
Nettling  oan  be  more  pore,  more  faminlne  and  exalted,  than 
the  spirit  which  permdes  the  wbote;  11  b  the  totnittve  eeaia 
ofright,etevaledand  Btrengthenedintoapriadpla.  XI  b  n 
gteioaa  and  n  beaulifkil  meeMty  to  beqoeath;  botsfaewh* 
bA  it  buttle  to  be  envied.  Open  the  vohmisewhkdiehebM 
bit,  bgacba  inm  many  variooe  boon,  and  whal  a  recurd  ef 
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mated  Aelin^  and  disappointed  bopai  may  be  tno«d  In  their 
lad  and  iweet  complainings  !  Yet  Mrs  Hemans  was  spared 
fcsie  of  the  Icccnest  mortifications  of  a  litenry  eareer.  She 
knew  nothing  of  it  as  a  profession  which  lias  to  malse  its  waj 
through  poverty,  neglect,  and  obstacles :  slie  lived  apart  in  a 
small*  affectionate  circle  of  friends.  The  high-road  of  life, 
with  its  crowds  and  contention— its  heat,  its  noise,  and  its 
dust  that  rests  on  all — ^was  for  her  happQy  at  a  distance ;  yet 
•Ten  in  such  green  nest,  the  bird  could  not  fiAA.  its  wings,  and 
sleep  to  its  own  music  There  came  the  aspiring,  the  unrest, 
the  aching  sense  of  being  misunderstood,  the  consciousness 
that  those  a  thousand  times  inferior  were  yet  more  belored. 
Genius  places  a  woman  in  an  unnatural  position ;  notoriety 
frightens  away  affection  ;  and  superiority  has  for  its  attendant 
fear,  not  lore.  Its  pleatsntcst  emotions  are  too  vivid  to  be 
lasting :  hope  may  sometimes. 


with  a  frte  gaih  of  Mimy  tawra,  warn 
Th*  chsraeten  of  angoiah :  * 

but,  like  the  axure  glimpses  between  thunder-showers,  the 
clouds  gather  mora  darlUy  around  for  the  passing  sunshine. 
The  iieart  sinks  back  on  its  solitary  desolation.  In  every  page 
of  Mrs  Hemans'  writings  is  this  sentiment  impressed.  Wliat  is 
tlie  conclusion  of  *  Corinne  crowned  at  the  Capitol  ?  * 

*  IfaMllMit  daoghtar  of  Um  mb  I 
Kow  tk7  living  wrMth  is  won. 
Crown'd  of  Boom  !— oh,  art  thoa  not 
Happy  in  that  glortooa  lot  ? 
Happier,  happier  ftir  than  thoa 
With  ih*  laurel  on  thy  hrow. 
She  that  tnaket  the  humbl««t  hearth 
Lovely  bat  to  on*  on  earth.' 

*'  What  is  poetry,  and  what  is  a  poetical  care^*  7  The  first 
is  to  have  an  organisation  of  extreme  sensibility,  which  the 
second  exposes  bareheaded  to  the  rudest  weather.  The  origi- 
nal impulse  is  irresbtible— all  professions  are  engrossing  when 
once  begun ;  and,  acting  with  perpetual  stimulus,  nothing 
takes  more  complete  possession  of  its  follower  than  literature. 
But  never  can  success  repay  its  cost.  The  work  appears — it 
lives  in  the  light  of  popular  applause ;  but  truly  might  the 
writer  exclaim, — 

*  It  U  my  youth— it  U  my  bloom— it  ii  my  glad  free  heart 
I  oMt  away  for  thee- for  thee— iU-foted  as  thou  art.' 

If  this  be  true  even  of  one  sex,  how  much  more  true  of  the 
other !  Ah !  Fame  to  a  woman  is  indeed  but  a  royal  mourn- 
ing in  purine  for  happiness.**— AV10  Monthly  Magazine  for 
August  1835. 


n.  F.  CHORLEV. 

**  Though  respect  for  the  memory  of  the  dead,  and  ddicacy 
towards  the  living,  enjoin  us  to  be  brief  in  alluding  to  the 
events  of  her  life,  we  may  speak  freely,  and  at  length,  of  the 
history  of  her  mind,  and  the  circumstances  of  her  literary 
career,  in  the  course  of  which  she  deserved  and  acquired  a 
European  reputation  as  the  first  of  our  poetesses  living,  and 
still  before  the  public  Few  have  written  so  much,  or  written 
so  well,  as  Mrs  Uemans;  few  have  entwined  the  genuine 
fresh  thoughts  and  impressions  of  their  own  minds  so  inti- 
mately, with  their  poetkal  Canoes,  aa  she  did  ;  few  have 
undergone  more  arduous  and  reverential  preparation  for  the 
service  of  song— for,  from  childhood,  her  thirst  for  knowledge 
was  extreme,  and  her  reading  creat  and  varied.  Those  wlio, 
while  admitting  tlie  high-toned  beauty  of  her  poetry,  accused 


atfl 


itofmonotrajofslyieaiidiDbjecl,  (iUiejeoald  ne* 

it  the  praise  of  originaHty,  seeing  ttai  It  fbiuided  a 

imitaton  in  England,  and  a  yet  laifv  tn  Anwrfca,) 

knew  to  what  hietoricalreeeerdt  she  had  appUad 

fer  and  wide  she  had  mii|M  for  fooA.  with  wfaSeh  to  fiD 

eager  mind.    It  is  true  that  die  nsed  only  a  part  of  tiw  1 

of  infonnatkm  whidi  she  had  ooUeetad— (for  efaa 

on  calculation,  bat  from  the  strong  tmpnlse  of  the 

and  it  was  her  nature  lntimatd(y  to  take  boma  to 

^ipropriato  on^  iriiat  wie  hjglt-hMrted, 

rallned  ;)-4»t  the  writer  of  this  notloa  baa  ■ 

collections  of  extracts  made  In  the  coarse  of 

atadka,  safBdent  of  themaalTes  to  Justify  Us 

poema  (Uke  tboee  of  eveiy  fnuine  poci>  did  not 

better  record  of  the  ptogieas  of  her  mind.    Her 

daasfe  UtanUoremaybe  distinctKy  teacod  in  her  ■  8eaplic*h« 

*  Modem  Greece,*  and  a  hundred  later  lyrioa  bataad  opoBiAsi 
Bnlwer  ao  bappity  calla  *  the  Gmoaful  Sopentttkm.'  B« 
atndy  and  admiration  of  the  worka  of  ancient  Gradi  aai 
Roman  ait,  atrengthcned  Into  an  abiding  lora  cf  tbe 
fill,  whkh  braathea  both  fai  tl«  aentiment  and  in  tbe 
of  every  line  ahe  wrote,  (for  there  are  few  of  o 
fiuiltlesslly  musical  in  tbdr  Teniflcatlon;)  and  w»«, 
quently,  aba  opened  for  herself  the  treaaurica  of  Bpaniskaal 
German  kguid  and  Utemtoie,  bow  tbovooglify  itm  lad 
imbued  herself  with  their  spirit  maybe  aeea  In  b«*8bp 
of  Yalencfat,'  in  her  ^orioas  and  duTalreeqoa  *  Sonp  of  tks 
Cid,'  and  in  her  *  I^ys  of  Many  Lands/  the  Idea  ef  whkk 
was  suggested  by  Herder's  *  Stimmen  der  Tolker  in 

"  But  thou^  her  ndnd  was  enridied  by  lier  wide 
tance  with  the  poetical  and  bistorieal  literature  of  othtr 
tries,  it  poeseaaed  a  atrong  and  decidedly  marked 
of  its  own,  which  coloured  all  ber  productions— a 
wliidi,  though  any  thing  but  feeble  or 
essentially  feminine  An  eloquent  modem  critic  ( Mis  Jssds- 
son)  has  rightly  said,  *  that  Mrs  Hemans*  pocma  eoold  bm 
have  been  written  by  a  man ;'  their  love  is  without 
their  passion  without  a  stain  of  this  world's 
high  heroism  (and  to  illustrate  this  assertion  we  woold 
tion  *  Clotikla,* '  the  Lady  of  Provence,*  and  the  * 
Wife,')  unsullied  by  any  grosser  alloy  of  noean  ambitiaB.  H« 
rdigion,  too,  is  essentially  womanly — ferv«nt,  dinging  v 
belief,  and  *  hoping  on,  hoping  ever,*  in  spite  of  the  peonSr 
trials  appointed  to  her  sex.  so  exquisitely  described  ia  tb 

*  Evening  Prayer  in  a  Girls*  School  *— 

'  Silent  tean  to  weep. 
And  patleut  tmlle^  to  wear  through  ■uflRartaf'e  boar. 

And  lumleefl  riche*  from  alfcetlon'1*  4e«p  • 
To  poor  on  broken  reeda— a  wasted  ihower ! 

And  to  make  Idob,  and  to  find  them  elay. 
And  to  bewail  that  worship.' 

*'  If  such  was  the  mind  of  her  works,  the  manner  in  wUck 
she  wrought  out  her  concepttons  was  eqimDy  indiridnal  and 
excellent.  Her  imaginatton  was  rich,  chaste,  and  ghraia^: 
those  who  saw  only  its  published  fruits  little  gueaaed  at  da 
extent  of  its  variety. 

**  It  b  difficult  to  enumerate  the  titles  of  her  priadfsl 
worics.    Her  first  diiklidi  efforts  were  publidiad 
was  only  thirteen,  and  we  can  speak  of  her  eubeeqnent 

*  Wallace,'  *  Dartmoor,*  *  The  Restoration  of  the  Works  ef 
Art  to  Italy.*  and  her  *  Dramatic  Scenes,'  only  from  niemw?- 
These  were  probably  written  in  the  happiest  period  of  ber  hfr. 
when  her  mind  was  rapidly  developing  ita^,  and  its  pro^ta 
was  idded  by  Judicious  and  intelligent  counaaDora,  amoei 
whom  may  be  mentioned  Hbhop  Heber.  A  Cavonrable 
of  one  of  these  poems  will  be  found  in  Lord  Byron'a 
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and  the  fune  of  her  opening  talent  had  reached  Shelley,  who 
addreaiod  a  tevy  singular  oorreq;>ond«noe  to  her.  With 
reqpect  to  the  world  in  graeral,  her  name  began  to  be  known 
by  the  pabUcation  of  her  •  Welih  Melodies/  her  « Siege  of 
Valeoda,'and  the  Mattered  lyrics  whidi  appeared  in  the  JVew 
MoiUklp  MoffOMim,  then  onder  the  direction  of  CampbeU. 
She  had  previonaly  eontrfboted  a  series  of  prose  papas,  on 
For^gn  Literature,  to  Comtdbt^t  EdMmr^  Mageutine, 
wUefa,  with  little  exception,  are  the  only  spedmens  of  that 
s^  of  writing  evw  attsmpted  by  her.  To  the  *  Siege  of 
TalMicia'  succeeded  rapidly  her  *  Forest  ^wctoaiy,*  her 
*Reeordi  of  Woman,*  (the  most  soccessfulof  her  woriGi,)ber 
*  Songs  of  the  Affections/  (containing,  perhaps,  her  finest 
poem, '  The  Spirit's  Retnm ,')  her  <  National  Lyrics  and  Songs 
for  Music,*  (most  of  whkdi  have  been  set  to  mosie  by  her 
^ter,  and  become  popular,)  and  her  *  Scenes  and  Hymns  of 
Lift/  A  few  words  with  rsqpect  to  the  direction  of  her  powers 
In  Uter  days  may  be  worthily  extracted  from  a  letter  of  hers 
whldi  lies  now  before  us.  She  had  been  urged  by  a  frirad 
to  undertake  a  prose  work,  and  a  series  of '  Artistic  NoTels,' 
something  after  tlie  manner  of  TIeck,  and  Goetbe*s  KunsU 
Romanen,  as  likdy  to  be  congenial  to  her  own  tastes  and 
habits  of  mind,  and  to  prove  most  acceptable  to  the  pnblia 

«• « I  have  now,*  she  seys,  *  passed  through  the  fererish  and 
somewhat  visionary  state  of  mind  often  connected  with  the 
passionate  study  of  art  in  early  life ;  deep  affecttons  and  deep 
sorrows  seem  to  have  solemnised  my  whole  being,  and  I  now 
feel  as  if  bound  to  higher  and  holier  tasks,  which,  though  I 
may  occasionally  lay  aside,  I  could  not  long  wander  fhmi 
without  some  sense  of  dereliction.  I  hope  it  is  no  sslf-ddnskm , 
but  I  cannot  help  sometimes  feeling  as  if  it  were  my  true  task 
to  enlarge  the  sphere  of  sacred  poetry,  and  extend  its  influence. 
When  you  receive  my  volume  of '  Scenes  and  Hymns,'  you 
will  see  what  I  mean  by  enlarging  ite  sphere,  though  my  plan 
as  yet  is  very  imperfectly  devetoped.* 

'*  Besides  the  works  here  enumerated,  we  should  mentton 
her  tragedy, '  The  Vespers  of  Palenno,'  whidi,  thou^  con- 
taining many  fine  thooghte  and  magnificent  bunts  of  poetry, 
was  hardly  fitted  for  the  stage,  and  the  songs  which  she 
contributed  to  Cokmel  Hodges'  *  Penfaisular  Mdodies ;'  and 
we  cannot  but  once  more  call  the  attentkm  of  our  readers  to 
her  last  lyric,  *  Despondency  and  Aqilration,*  published  In 
BladtMcood't  Magazine  for  May  1836.  It  is  the  sOQg  of  the 
swan— its  sweetest  and  its  hut  !"i— jitikcfurum,  No.  906^ 


'*  An  daborate  summary  of  the  prindpal  features  of  Mrs 
Hemans'  character,  <v  of  the  general  and  individual  merits 
of  her  poems,  can  hardly  be  neceesary,  if  the  foregoing  me* 
morials  have  fulfilled  the  dedgn  of  their  editor.  The  woman 
and  the  poetess  were  In  her  too  inssparably  united  to  admit 
of  their  being  considered  apart  fhxn  each  other.  In  her 
private  letters,  as  in  her  published  works,  she  shows  herself 
high-minded,  affectionate,  grateltal — wayward  In  her  self- 
nc^ect,  delicate  to  fastidtoosness  in  her  tastee— 4n  her  reUgton 
fsrvent  without  intolerance— eager  to  acquire  knowledge,  as 
eager  to  impart  it  to  others  earnestly  devoted  to  her  art, 
and  in  that  art  to  the  service  of  all  things  beautiftil,  and 
noble,  and  holy.  She  may  hav«  fallen  short  of  some  of  her 
predeoesson  In  vigour  of  mind— of  some  of  her  contemporaries 
in  variety  of  fimcy ;  but  she  smrpaased  them  aH  In  the  use  of 
langnage,  in  the  onployment  of  a  rich,  duwte,  and  glowing 
Imagery,  and  in  the  perfect  music  of  her  versification.  It 
win  be  long  before  the  chasm  left  in  our  female  literature  by 

>  f •  hM  9hmAj  bMD  ■hewn  thiU  thli  wm  not  the  esM. 


her  death  win  be  wOTthfly  fined:  shewflIbelongrem«nberBd 
—long  wpcHun.  of  by  those  who  know  her  works— yet  longer 
by  tboee  vrtio  knew  hendf , — 

'  Kindly  and  ffntJlj,  bot  m  of  out 
Vor  whom  tis  wril  to  b*  flad  and  gone— 
▲•  of  a  bbd  from  a  flhaia  onbonnd, 
▲•  of  the  waadotor  wIkmo  Immdm  Ii  ftmnd, 
SoMitbtt'" 

Mentorialt  <ifMrt  Hemant,  p.  8S4-fi. 


ECLECTIC  REYIEW. 

*' Mbs  Hbmaks,  if  not  In  an  respects  the  most  gifted  of  the 
female  wrltsrs  who  fit>rm  so  bright  aconstdhition  In  the  sphere 
of  our  eontemponuy  literature,  smrpaased  them  aU  in  those 
attributes  of  gmiuswhidi  characterise  the  lyric  poets.  With- 
out possessing  the  dramatic  conoeptton  of  Joanna  BanUe  or 
Maiy  Mitford— the  masculine  vigour  and  depth  of  thought 
disptoyed  by  the  tete  Mn  Fletcher,  (better  known  aa  Miss 
Jewsbury ,)  or  the  fertile  Imagination  toothers  of  our  ddightlkd 
female  prose  writers— she  outshone  them  aU  in  her  peculiar 
orbit ;  and  though  she  wrote  too  much,  and  often  too  care* 
lessly,  to  sustain.  In  aU  her  compositions,  the  high  standard 
of  poetic  excellence  to  whidi  she  often  attained,  her  best  pro- 
ductions, in  herown  rich  and  peculiar  vein,  rival  thoee  of  the 
mightiest  masters  of  English  song ;  while  their  exquisitely 
feminine  eharaeter  Justify  the  remark,  that  *  the  poetiy  of 
MrsvHemans  could  have  been  written  only  by  a  woman.'  "— 
E.  /Z.,  1838. 


PROFESSOR  NORTON. 

'*  Wb  have  now  received  the' last  of  the  hnperldiable  gifts 
of  Mrs  Hemans'  genius.  The  period  of  her  spirit's  trials  and 
sufferings,  and  Its  gtorious  course  on  earth,  has  been  com- 
pleted. She  has  left  an  unclouded  fame ;  and  we  may  say, 
in  her  own  words  :— 


*  Vo  IMM  ftw  thM  l—tiwu^  Ughk  bo  flrom  M  goof 
WtththywoUradiaacoi    .... 

No  loan  tor  thM ! 
They  UuU  havo  lofod  an  osllo  mail  not  moam 
To  MO  htaa  pnrting  tor  hte  nntlvo  boomo 

Oiw  tht  dark  mml* 

**  As  this,  therefore,  wiO  be  the  last  time  that  we  sban  re* 
view  any  production  of  Mrs  Hemans,  we  may  be  permitted 
to  recaU,  with  a  mdandio)y  pleasure,  the  admiration  and 
delight  with  which  we  have  fDltowed  the  progrees  of  her 
genhis.  The  feelingi  with  which  her  works  are  now  geno- 
raUy  regarded  have  been  expressed  In  no  publication  earlier, 
more  (kequently,  or  more  wannly,  than  In  our  own.  With- 
out repeating  what  we  have  already  said,  we  diaU  now 
endeavour  to  point  oat  some  of  their  fiatares,  consldersd  in 
relation  to  that  moral  culture  In  wUdi  atone  such  writings 
oaneaclsl 

*'  Mrs  Hemans  may  be  considered  as  the  rei^esentativa  of 
a  new  school  of  poetiy,  or,  to  spsak  more  precMy,  her 
poetry  disoovers  eharacterlsties  of  the  highest  Und,  which 
bekmg  atanosi  txctasivdy  to  thai  of  later  timss,  and  have 
been  the  result  of  the  gradual  advancement,  and  espedaQy 
the  moral  progrees,  of  mankind.  It  is  onfy  when  man,  under 
the  infiuence  of  true  religton,  fseis  himaelf  connected  with 
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vbAltvir  to  infiaite,  that  his  aflbcttomaad  poiiw  an  fiil^ 
devfloptd.  TIm  potcry  of  an  immortal  bttotf  anal  be  of  a 
diflSBvnt  chazmcter  from  that  of  an  «aiih^  boii)^  Bat,  in 
reemring  to  th«  ctoafe  poets  of  antiquitj,  ii«  find  that,  in 
tlieir  oonceptioM,  the  ilwimt  of  lellgtoia  <ritk  wee  wanting. 
Their  mythology  iras  to  them  no  ofet|eet  of  eober  beUef  i  and, 
had  it  been  ao,  irae  adapted  not  to  ppudiiee  bat  to  ennihllete 
devotion.  They  had  no  thooght  of  regarding  the  onivcfae  ee 
ereatwi,  anfanated,  and  mled  by  God's  all-powerfiil  and 
omnlfdent  goodness.    To  them  it  was  a  world  of  matter,— 

*  TIm  telr  humanitiw  of  old  nligkn, 
Th*  power,  the  beantj,  and  the  ni^eetj 
That  bad  Ihele  haaala  in  dale,  or  piaj  moantala. 
Or  Ibrest  bj  sloir  etrvam,  or  pebbly  tprinc. 
Or  chaeme  and  watery  depthi,* 


never  existed  eaoept  in  the  taneginatioa  of 
The  beinp  intended  wen  the  *iyr  hnmanitiee'  of  Orid'k 
Hdamiorpkimiy  whoee  attribatee,  derived  Cram  the  baser 
parte  of  our  natnre,  were  human  pesslwii  towtosa^  indulged, 
aeoompanied  with  more  than  mortal  power.  Gibbon,  wlio 
was  any  thing  rather  tium  what  he  aflbeted  to  be— a  phUoso- 
pher-epeaks  of*  the  eli«uit  mythology  of  the  Greeks.'  The 
great  fountains  of  their  popular  and  poetical  mythology  were 
Homer  and  Hesiod.  Heskxi  doee  not  surpass  Homer  in  the 
agreeable  or  moral  character  of  hto  flotkms ;  and,  as  regards 
the  elaganoe  of  the  mythology  found  in  the  great  epie  poet,  a 
sia^  passage,  if  we  had  no  other  means  of  judging,  nd^ 
settle  the  queetion,  the  address  of  Jupiter  to  Juno  at  the 
eommeneement  of  the  Fifteenth  Book  of  the  iKod . >— 

'Oh,TMedinw|]ee. 
Janol  thy  miechief- teeming  mind  per  Torie 
Hath  plotted  thle ;  thoa  haet  contrived  the  hori 
or  Hector,  and  hast  driven  hii  boot  to  flight. 
I  know  not  but  thyeelf  mayet  chance  to  reap 
The  flret  flrnite  of  thy  eunninff,  eeonrged  by  me. 
Haet  thoa  forgotten  how  I  honf  thee  onee 
On  high,  with  two  huge  anvila  at  thy  feet. 
And  bound  with  fone-<lei^g  cord  of  gold 
Thy  wriits  together  ?    In  the  heights  of  hearcD 
Did  I  eoipend  thee.    With  oompanion  moved. 
The  anembled  gods  thy  palnflil  saflbrlngs  saw. 
Bat  help  eoaM  yield  thee  none;  for  whom  I  irised, 
HarlM  throagh  the  portal  of  the  sides,  he  rsaehM 
The  distant  earth,  and  scaxce  survived  the  fkll.' 


I  thus  remind  thee  now,  thak  thaa  raay'st* 
Henceforth  from  artifice,  and  maye*  be  taught 
How  little  all  the  dalUanca  and  the  love, 
.Which,  stealing  down  from  heaven,  thoa  haet  by  fraud 
Obtain'd  fttnn  me  shall  fltvoor  thy  < 


**  It  may  be  incidentally  remarked,  that  theee  lines  illua- 
trate  not  merely  the  fieatures  of  the  ancient  mythology, 
but  also  the  condition  of  woman  as  treated  by  the  heroes 
of  Homer  and  by  his  contCTiporarles.  We  happen  jnst  to 
hare  opened  npon  another  striking  example  of  the  degana 
of  the  ancient  mythology  daring  the  Angustan  age.  It  is  a 
passage  of  Ovid,  almost  too  indecent  and  silly  to  be  aUnded  to, 
though  Addison  was  not  ashamed  to  translate  it,  beginning— 

'  Forte  Jovem  memorant,  diflVisum  nectare,  corae 
Seposuises  gravee,  vacoaque  agitasse  rcmlssos 
Com  Junone  jococ.'  i 

*'  From  the  passage  referred  to,  we  may  Judge  something 
of  the  convivial  manners  of  the  Romans,  and  of  the  habits  of 
intercourse  between  the  sexes. 

1  "  It  b  related  that  Jova  chanced,  being  ashUaatod  by  nectar,  to 
lay  aside  hla  weighty  earas,  and  interchange  pleasant  jokes  with  Idle 
JTnno  •• 

«  See  *«  Pc  RepabUea,"  Ub.  11.,  pp.  STS-SO. 

>  fee  "  Da  Bcpabllea,**  Ub.  lU.  f . 


by  Ma 


••It  to 
ttam,  the  noblast 
veiyteiaadi 
uoaer, 

haTenttseudthaL 
beiaip.'    Itiiiiilm  to  the 
aboat  Csetaa,  flatan^  and  JmiHar,  Im  i 
ten  our  joath  that  he  who  coBBitB  the  I 

he  who  faflleli  the 
iqwn  hto  father  when  i^Jmed  by 
onty  doing  what  ena  done  Iqr  the  flat  and 
AUttle  after  he  anltioina:— *  Tb 
the  throwing  of  VUean  from 
ba 
and  the  batttos  of  the  goda  isarribed  by  He—, 
ttona  to beaaowedineurcityt  lihether  eriJalned  sIlairalsBUi 
ornot.*    •  Though  wvpraiae  many  things  in] 

*  w«  sbaU  not  praiae  him  when  ba  ] 
Ing  a  lying  dream  to  igamemnon,  nor  .CaAyina  wfaea  he 
makea  Thetto  eempkin  of  having  beest  deoetvad  by  Apolo.* 

•  When  any  one  thue  speaks  of  the  gods,  we  are  iadigaaat; 
we  grant  no  permission  for  soch  writings,  nor  dull  w«  aaAr 
teadiera  to  uae  them  in  the  iaetruetion  of  yooth.'* 

••The  poete  of  thto  natkm  dkl  not, in  Platols  opinton, 
leiaeeenl  their  heroes  as  more  amiable  or  reqpectahle  ttaa 
their  goda.    •  We  shall  not,'  he  seys,  *  suffer  thoea  of 


w«  hava  the  charge  to  believa  that  AchiUos,  the  eon  ef  a 
goddees,  was  80  friU  of  evil  paeskma  aa  to  nnlia  in  hfanasif  two 
oppoaite  vieea  avarieioua  meanneas,  and 
godaaadmen.  Norsbanweattowittobaaald 
the  eon  of  Neptune,  and  PerithOua,  the  son  of  Jova, : 
forth  to  the  oonuniaBimi  of  auoh  abominablarobberiea,erttat 
any  son  of  a  god  or  any  hero  eomoBiitted  thoee  abomiaahieaBrf 
impious  acts  which  are  now  imputed  to  them  in  the  fiettsBa 
ofthepoeta.'  *  Such  fictions  are  pemicioaa  to  thoee  who  hsar 
them ;  for  every  bad  man  finds  a  license  for  himeelf,  in  the 
bdief  that  thoee  nearly  related  to  the  gods  do  and  hava  dons 
soch  deeds.  They  are,  then,  to  be  enpprosscd,  leat  they  |W>- 
duoe  a  strong  tendeney  to  wickedness  in  oar  youth.** 

**  Such  were  the  eentiments  of  the  most  poetical  of  Gredaa 
philosophers  oonceminc  tiie  reUgieus  and  moral  ehatarteref 
the  poeta  of  his  nation;  and  )m  remarks  in  addition  upon  the 
gloomy  fitndes  of  Homer  oonovning  the  state  of  depertet 
souls,  aa  neither  true  nor  useful,  but  adapted  to  produce  aa- 
manly  fears,  and  therefore  not  to  be  listened  to  by  those  who, 
as  freemen,  should  dread  slavery  more  than  death.  During 
the  period  between  Homer  and  Virgil,  a  misty  farigfatneB  had 
spread  over  the  poetie  ideaa  of  the  foture  abodea  of  the 
blessed;  but  the  Etysium  and  Tartarua  of  poetry  were  bat 
fictiona,  awakening  no  asrloua  hopes  nor  imia,  and  haviag 
no  power  over  the  heart.  These  Imaginatioas  of  a  ftitaee  Mis 
were  oonneeted  with  no  just  and  ennobling  oonoepttooa  ef 
the  purpoeee  of  our  exiatence,  of  the  qiiritaal  nature  of  asBB, 
or  of  that  endleas  progress  to  which  we  may  kxdi  forward. 
The  hetoea  of  Elysium  found  their  delight  in  the  meaner  pha» 
sures  of  thto  Ule« — 

'  QosB  gratia  comm 
Afmoramqua  fhlt  vlvis,  qua  cura  nltente* 
Paaeere  eqnoe,  eadon  leqaHiu  leOare  lepoetoa. 
Oonspldt,  aeee,  aBoe  dartta  Iwvaqaa  per  hiab— 
YeeeeaSei,  latamqua  ehora  psMaa  nanentea.'  4 

"  Thus  the  aneient  poete  were  stmt  out  from  ttm 


«"  Tha  love  of  bones  whieh  «^  had  yivs. 
And  care  of  chariots,  after  death  sorvlva. 
In  bands  reclining  oa  the  gtasiy  plain. 
They  foaated  and  poor'd  forth  a  Joyftil 

■saDavi 
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tplitra  of  raUgiocM  wnUiiMnt;  woA  all  thoM  amnhnrim  coo- 
wptfoM  and  fatllngi  thai  qving  from  our  knowiedge  of  Ctod 
aodttMflsnnofoarown  imiiiortaUty,  an  ahsani  from  thdr 
williDgs,  while  thli  whoto  whantttow  domaia  baa  batn  kid 
ofMitothepoolBoflatertimas.  ▲  ringle  asaaipla  maj  Una- 
tiala  what  haa  batn  nld.  Ltt  oa  taka  tha  aanriadtng  nnea 
of  Mn  Hemaaa'c  *  Fooataia  of  ObUvioD:^— 


■  FID  with  te^a^liieM !— th«ra  art,  thcra  w* 
Toleea  whose  mulo  I  have  Iof«d  too  w«II; 
Bye*  of  deep  geotloMM— bat  they  are  fl»— 
kl  BOW,  la  oay  hoiae to  dwellf 
'  eeft  IooIb  nrunt  owtuf 
riU  Ugh  Ih'  otaUiieiH  twwl ! 


'  Tci  paoM  again  I— with  maaory  wiH  thoa 
Tha  BiHljtBf  hope  away,  of  neBiory  bem  f 
Bapa  of  vaanioa,  heart  to 
Jlo  T§M»m  dottb*  bekwaen, 
Wooldet  thoo  araea  all  reoordi  of  dall^ 
That  main  raeh  vUone  briaht  ? 

JPiil  wMi  fbrgetfhhieai,  ffll  U^  !- 

'ftirththel 


And  the  eool's  ftianda  be  wxeatted  la 
Poor  the  flwcet  waters  back  on  their  own  riU: 
I  most  remember  etllL 


•rarthalrMke»torthei 
Xajr  dim  wUhia  the  teaepla  of  mgr  1 
For  their  lOTe's  sake,  which  now  no  earthly  thooghl 
May  shake  or  troabla  with  lU  own  onresi. 
Though  the  past  haont  me  as  a  spirtt— jet 
I  ask  Doi  to  ftifftai.' 

*'  Tlie  whole  train  o£  amotion  and  thoo^  te  these  Tones 
ia  of  a  character  wlnrily  nnknown  to  tha  classic  days  of 
Greece  and  Rome.  To  imagino  any  thing  oonasponding  to 
it  in  the  work  of  an  ancient  poet,  is  to  bring  together  con- 
ceptions the  moet  inoongruous. 

'*  Here  it  may  be  worth  irtiile,  in  order  to  prerent  om*- 
selves  from  being  misonderstood,  to  obserre,  that  we  do  not 
mean  to  depredate  the  Tahie  of  the  atndy  of  the  ancient 
poeta.  After  those  inquiries  by  which  tha  truths  of  religion 
are  established,  there  are  none  of  more  iatoast  or  importance 
than  such  as  reUte  to  tha  mind  and  heart  of  man,  and  open 
to  U8  a  knowledge  of  what  he  has  been,  and  what  he  may  be 
on  earth.  But,  to  attain  this  knowledge,  wa  must  acquaint 
ooradves  with  the  moral  and  inteUectual  character  of  our 
race,  as  it  has  existed,  and  exists,  under  Inflnences  and  forms 
ofsodetyrery  unlike  each  other.  In  thia  research,  no  period 
can  be  compared  in  interest  with  n  few  oentories  in  the  his- 
tory of  Athens  and  Rome,  whidi  have  left  traces  still  so 
deeply  iminessed  upon  the  drilised  worid.  Thus,  in  studying 
the  history  of  human  natore,  the  Grecian  and  Roman  poets 
ftomish  some  of  our  most  important  materials.  We  may  dis- 
oorer  in  them  a  source  of  sentimenta  and  opinions  that  still 
affect  men's  minds.  Homer  oarriea  as  bock  to  remote  Pagan 
antiquity,  on  which  hie  writings  shed  a  Ugfat  afforded  by  no 
otiier ;  and,  at  the  sanae  time,  harhig  been  regarded  as  the 
undiqmted  master-poet  by  his  coimtiymen,  (for  this  PUto 
himsdf  doea  not  question,)  he  shows  us  what  wire  the  topics 
by  which  their  imaginatiuni  ware  most  afliMted  during  the 
period  of  their  greatest  dTHIsation.  The  dramatic  poets  of 
Athens  reflect  the  Athenian  character;  and  in  Ylrgfl, 
Horace,  and  Grid,  we  find  the  lineaments  of  tha  Augustan 
ago.  But  the  value  which  thus  attaches  to  their  woriM  is  not 
to  be  confounded  with  the  abeolnto  Tahie  of  those  woria  as 
poama  adaplad  through  their  intxinsiobeautios  to  give  deOght 
nt  the  present  day.    In  eatknatkig  their  naked  worth,  we 


likewiN  separate  from  them  the  interest  connected  with 
their  antiquity,  and  all  thooa  accidental  aasodations  that 
hare  been  gatheriag  roond  than  for  many  centuries.  We 
most  eren  pot  oat  of  riaw  tha  native  genius  of  the  writer,  tf 
this  ganiua  hava  been  exerted  nndar  drmmstanesa  so  on- 
fiivoarable  aa  to  render  it  ineifcctnal  to  prodnoa  what  may 
give  pkiasiiiu  to  n  pore  and  higliiiy-cntti^'*^'*!^  mind.  Not- 
withalanding  tha  teaditionaiy  withniiasm  that  has  existed  on 
thesal|ieet,Hmajw«abe  doobtad  wiwUier  their  power  of 
giving  vivid  pleasure  merely  as  poetical  oompositiona,  forms 
a  princ^Mdrenmmnendatinn  of  tha  study  of  the  ancient  poeta. 
They  wire  not  afgiiafntart  with  the  rieheat  realma  of  mind. 
It  is  a  mietwka  to  addreas  theaa  aa  *  harda  illustrious,  6ont  in 
kappkrdafi.'    Bat,  to  retom  to  oar  immediate  subject. 

*<  After  the  revival  of  latters,  the  forms  ofwhatwaa  oaUed 
Christianity,  both  among  Catholica  and  Protestants,  were  in 
many  respecte  ao  abhorrent  to  reason,  or  feeling,  or  both, 
that  they  could  combine  to  no  intimate  anion  with  our  higher 
nature,  however  thegr  mi^  operate  on  men's  pastions  or 
fears.  Religious  troth  was,  however,  sometimes  oontem- 
pbtted  in  greater  purity  by  minds  of  the  better  class ;  and 
we  early  begin  to  find  in  poetry  some  expressions  of 
true  rtiigioos  sentiment.  But  wiiat  advance  had  been 
actually  made  even  to  tha  seventeenth  century,  we  may  learn 
from  the  great  work  of  MUton.  It  is  based  on  a  system  of 
mythology  more  QibUme  than  the  Plgan,  and  less  adapted  to 
degrade  the  moral  feelings,  bat  scarody  less  offensive  to 
reason,  and  spreading  all  but  a  Manichgan  ^oom  and  blight 
over  the  creation  of  God.  Putting  forth  his  vast  genius,  he 
struggles  with  it  aa  he  can,  moalding  ft  toto  colossal  forms 
that  repd  our  human  qrmpathiee,  and  lavishing  upon  it 
gorgeous  treasures  of  imagination ;  but  even  his  powers  yidd 
and  sink  at  times  before  its  intrinsic  incongruity  and  essential 
falsehood.  Whoever  rig^tiy  ^>prehendB  the  character  of  God , 
or  contemplates  aa  he  oog^t  the  invisible  world,  will  turn 
to  but  few  pogea  of  the  PlortuMje  LcHt  with  the  hope  of  find- 
ing expressions  earreqnodent  to  his  thoughts  and  emotions. 
We  fed  with  pain  the  inappreciable  contrast  between  the 
genius  diH)layed  to  the  poetical  execution  of  the  work,  and 
the  absordity  of  Ito  prose  story.  It  is  the  opposition  which 
this  story  presento  to  the  most  ennobling  truths,  even  more 
than  'the  want  of  human  totersst,*  on  which  Johnson 
remarks,  tha*  giies  to  tha  poem  the  unattractive  charactv  of 
which  bespeaks,  and  wiiich  we  believe  is  felt  by  ahnoet  all 
itareadera. 

"  Doubtless  pore  rdlgioas  sentiment  breaks  out  in  this  and 
to  tiie  other  poems  of  Milton.  The  oonduding  line  of  his  Son- 
net on  his  Blindness — 


*Tbiralso 


who  only  iSand  and  wait. 


and  numerous  other  passages  of  similar  beauty,  have,  we 
may  believe,  found  an  answering  feding  to  many  heartf. 
But  to  speaking  of  those  causes  which  have  given  a  new 
character  to  the  poetry  of  btter  times,  ft  li  not  our  purpose  to 
trace  their  toflnence  historically.  Going  back  to  the  days  of 
Grecian  and  Roman  civilisation,  we  shaU  take  only  a  few 
illustrations  that  may  serve  to  show  more  dearly  the  contrast 
produced  by  their  absence  on  one  hand,  or  their  operation  on 
the  other. 

"In  proportion  as  we  contemplate  the  worid  from  the 
height  to  whidi  true  rdigion  conducte  us,  we  perodve  the 
drde  of  moral  actfon  widening  todeflnitdy.  Our  duties 
toward  the  inferior  animals  are  few  and  low,  compared  with 
those  which  we  lie  under  to  our  fdlow-men ;  and  our  duties 
toward  our  fdlow-men  become  for  more  extensive,  and 
a  more  ademn  charaeter,  whan  we  regard  them  not 
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at  born  to  perish  upon  earth,  bnt  «§  commendng  bert  aa 
unendins  existence.  Our  obligations  to  othot  correspond  to 
our  means  of  serving  them;  and  we  an  introdoeed  to  a 
higher  class  of  Tirtues,  as  soon  as  we  rsoognise  in  those 
around  us  beings  forming  diaracters  for  a  diflRBreot  mode  of 
existence,  to  whom  the  highest  service  thai  can  be  leiideied 
is  to  assist  their  progress  In  virtue,  and  to  whom  some 
influence,  good  or  evil,  is  contintally  flowing  out  flrom  us, 
and  diverging  into  channels  of  which  we  cannot  see  the  ter- 
mination. All  interest  in  the  spMtual  and  imperishahle 
good  of  our  fellow-men  must  depend  upon  our  regarding  them 
as  spiritual  and  imperishable.  It  is  only  under  a  sense  of 
our  true  nature,  that  man  is  capable  of  reaching  the  sublime 
thought  of  assimilating  himsdf  to  God,  by  devoting  his 
powers  to  the  moral  welfws  of  his  lUlow-men. 

'  T«t,  ]rot  niUln  dm,  HoUmI  !— I  am  Tow'd 

To  tokmn  wrTiM  high ; 
And  ■ball  the  •plrik,  for  thy  tadn  •ndow'd, 
ttnk  on  the  Uumhotd  oTUm  MiMtiUtfy, 
Fainting  btnaath  ih«  bardcn  of  tho  d«]r, 

BooauM  no  human  ton* 

Unto  the  altar-itone 
or  that  pure  tpoanl  &ne  InvloUte, 
Where  It  ihoald  make  eternal  troth  Ite  mate, 
Mi^  cheer  the  lacred  eolitary  way  ? 

'  Oh !  be  the  whisper  of  thy  roioe  within 
Enough  to  etrengtlten !    Be  the  hope  to  win 
A  more  deep-icclng  homage  for  thy  name 
Far,  for  bejrond  the  homing  dream  of  fome! 
Make  me  thine  only !    Let  me  add  but  one 
To  thoie  reftilgcnt  ttepe  all  nndeflled, 

Which  glorioua  minde  have  piled 
Through  bright  ■elf-oflbring,  cameit,  ehild-Uke,  kme. 

For  mounting  to  thy  throne  ; 

And  let  my  eoul,  opbome 

On  wlngt  of  Inner  mom, 
Rnd,  In  illumined  arerety,  the  Nnee 
Of  that  bleat  work,  ite  own  high  reeompenae. 

"  But  there  is  more  to  be  considered.  The  conduct  which 
would  be  wise  and  right  for  man  if  immortal,  would  not  be 
wise  and  right  for  him  if  viewed  as  a  perishing  anhnaL  It  is 
true  that  moral  good  is  always  good,  and  moral  evil  always 
evil ;  but  with  an  essential  clmnge  in  our  nature  and  rdations, 
there  must  lilcewlse  be  an  essential  change  in  what  Is  morally 
good  or  evil.  If  oil  human  hopes  were  limited  to  this  world, 
it  would  be  folly  for  any  one  to  act  as  if  he  and  others  were 
to  exist  for  ever.  The  whole  plan  of  life  and  of  its  duties 
formed  by  a  wise  man ,  would  be  quite  different  in  the  one  case 
from  what  it  would  be  in  the  other;  and  the  course  of  life 
actually  pursued  by  the  generality,  if  destitute  of  all  religious 
belief,  would  b«  still  more  unlike  that  of  men  under  its  in- 
fluence. 

•  Sapiae,  Tina  liqoca,  et  apatio  breri 
Bpem  longam  reieeee.'l 


'  Quid  brevt  forteajaenlamor  ktc 
Multa?*' 

'  Lastoa  in  praeeena,  anlmot  quod  ultra  c«t 
Oderlt  cnrarv,  et  amara  lento 
Tamperetriiu.'* 

In  the  absence  of  religious  faith,  tliis  is  true  philosophy.  If 
this  life  were  the  limit  of  our  being,  iU  pleasures  and  pains 
would  be  the  only  objects  of  our  concern.    Nothhig  would 

1  Be  wiee,  pour  out  your  wine,  and  eontraet  your  hopes  within  Ilfo*s 
narrow  compaas. 
t  Why,  in  so  short  a  life,  do  we.  In  o«r  bravery,  aim  at  so  mooh  ? 
s  Joyous  daring  the  presntt  boor,  the  mind  should  Ngfeet  aU  eare 


be  Tfaiooia  vrtikh  t«ided  not  to  the  attalnmant  and  com- 
mnnleatfcm  of  thosa  limited  and  perlslring  phasiii  w  we  jsS^ 
here  partake ;  nothing  morally  evO,  but  what  iMMnad  our 
own  capacity  for  aqloying  them,  or  tended  to  pmnant  otfisn 
fkom  slnring  them  with  us.  There  woold  be  no  sphere  for 
thtaxenlBeof  thoaapowiers,  no  object  for  thoaeci^ndtiesof 
happiness,  that  belong  to  the  impcrlriiable  part  cf  oar  natma. 
There  vrould  be  noUiing  to  prompt  one  to  great  sacrifices  or 
acts  of  moral  harcrfsm ;  for  these  have  their  aouree  in  the 
oonsdoosnass  of  immortality,  in  a  aensa  of  oar  ctmneKion 
with  the  inflnita,  oar  look  forward  to  good  for  ouiselfes  and 
others  beyond  the  limits  of  life.  Earthly  moUrsa  aflovd  no 
soQ  in  which  the  nobler  Tirtaes  can  strike  tliair  rooCsi  It  b 
tma  thai  the  andanti,  particuhuly  the  andeat  phUoaopbeiB, 
wire  not  withoat  the  Inflnance  of  truly  religioaa  eoaoepUoBs; 
and,  under  almosi  any  forms  of  opinion,  tlie  better  natovs  of 
man  will  of  itsdf  occasionally  break  out  into  cxhSiitioBS  ef 
axcdlenoe.  But  the  religious  sentiment  being  so  weak  and 
perverted  among  tlw  andent  poets,  we  find  little  In  ttsfr 
works  that  can  be  regarded  aa  morally  noUa,  and  seareetr 
an  Indistinct  recognition  of  those  deep  fodings  and  naaattl^ 
virtues  which  hav«  their  source  in  oar  qriritual  natora.  The 
same  remark  is  almost  equally  applicable  to  a  lazga  propertloa 
of  the  modem  poets :  for  true  religion  has  been  Uttle  under- 
stood or  Mt  by  them.  Where,  in  any  age  preceding  oar  own, 
may  we  hope  to  find  sadi  expreesions  of  aentimes&t  as  in  ths 
following  verses  fh»n  Mrs  Henutns*  *  Vandote  Wife  ?*i 

'Batealmtbeet    LelthatboaghiofdMth 

A  solemn  peaea  restors  ; 
The  Tolee  that  mufl  bo  silent  aoon. 

Would  speak  to  thee  once  more  : 
That  thoa  may'st  hsar  iU  Uasains  00 

Through  yea**  ef  aAar  Ufo,— 
▲  token  of  consoling  lore, 

Sren  from  this  hour  of  steifo. 

'  I  blees  thee  Ibr  the  noble  heart, 

TIm  tender,  and  the  true, 
Wheta  mine  hath  found  the  happiest  raaS 

That  e'er  fond  woman's  knew ; 
I  bless  thee,  foithfol  friend  and  guide ! 

For  my  own,  my  treasured  share 
In  the  mourafol  secrets  of  thy  soul. 

In  thy  sorrow,  in  thy  prajvr. 

•  •  • 

<  I  bless  thoa  for  the  last  rich  booa 
Won  ftY>m  afbcUon  tried — 
The  light  to  gaze  on  death  with  theo. 

To  perish  by  thy  side  \ 
And  yet  more  for  the  glorious  hope 

Evan  to  these  momenta  glTen  — 
Did  not  thy  spirit  ever  lift 
The  trust  of  mine  to  hearan  ? 

*  27ow  be  thou  strong!    Oh  i  knew  we  not 
Our  path  must  lead  to  this  > 

A  shadow  and  a  toembUng  still 
Were  mingled  with  oar  bUss ! 

We  plighted  oar  young  hearts  wbsB 
Were  dark  npoo  the  sky. 

In  fbll,  deep  knowledge  of  their  task- 
To  suffer  and  to  die ! 

« Be  strong!  Ikaft  the  Ilviag  voloa 
Of  this,  my  martyr'd  blood. 
With  the  thousand  echoes  of  the  hills. 
With  the  torrent's  foaming  fkx>d,— 


for  what  Is  beyond,  and  temper  what  Is  bitter  with  a  genlk 

4  *  The  wife  of  a  Taudols  loader.  In  one  of  the  attacks  made  e 
Protestant  hamlets,  rsedred  a  mortal  wound,  and  dlad  la  hsr 
band's  aims,  ashocting  hfaa  to  ooaiafs  and 
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A  wfUH  mldifc  the  mtm  tQ  Aw^a, 

A  tokco  oo  the  Air, 
To  rouM  the  faUant  from  repote. 

The  Mntiaf  from  decpalr. 


*  Hear  it,  aa4  bear  theo  ea.  «mr  Iot*  | 

Aj,  inwuij  endiire  | 
Oar  Boantaiae  moit  be  altan  yet, 

iBTlolate  aad  port ; 
Whna  moet  oor  G«d  be  wonhlpiTd  etin 

'VnCh  the  wonhip  of  the  free  I— 
Farewidll  thnve  bat  oae  paag  In  death. 

One  oaljr,— leaflBg  thee  i' 

**  With  this,  uiMjf  b«  eompand  tb§  speteh  of  Akeitii  in 
Enripidea,  when  dying  in  tlit  pxwenoe  of  liar  hiubftad,  andar 
drcumstanoM  adapted  to  call  forth  all  that  powarof  a»praM 
ing  tba  tendar  amoUona,  for  wliieh  Bnripidaa  haa  bean  thought 
to  ba  diatinguiihad. 

'*  Undar  tha  infloanoa  of  religion,  wa  are  acted  upon  by 
new  motiTea,  through  the  aenaa  created  within  ua,  of  tha 
worth  of  our  fellow-men.  Religion  inteeta  them  with  a  new 
character,  atripa  off  tha  diiguiae  with  which  the  accidents  of 
mortalityi  imperfections,  waaknaaaea,  folUea,  minrlea,  and 
Crimea  hide  their  ewentlal  nature  £rom  our  riaw,  and  pra- 
aants  them  before  us  with  all  the  intenata  and  capadtlsa  of 
immortal  beings.  They  who  are  dear  to  na  are  worthy  of 
all  love  and  aelf-derotion,  worthy  of  afBMtlons  nnWmited  by 
death  or  time.  They  are  members  with  ua  of  the  imperish- 
able  family  of  God,  in  whose  company  we  are  to  exist  for 
ever,  and  with  whom  our  union  will  become  mora  entire,  aa 
we  grow  purer  and  more  dirint«eated. 

**  Thus  in  kter  days  there  baa  been  a  growth  of  sentiments 
and  aflSsctions,  almost  unlmown  before.  Our  better  Cselings 
toward  our  fellow-man  haTC  acquirsd  fisr  more  strength,  and 
assumed  new  forms.  In  other  times,  man  has  been  com- 
paratively an  insulated  being.  Domestic  lifs— that  life  in 
wliich  now  almost  all  our  Joys  or  sorrows  are  centred — was 
scarcely  known  to  the  ancients ;  audit  has  had  but  a  sickJiy  and 
artificial  existence  even  in  modem  ages,  throogfa  the  opera- 
tion of  &lse  notions  of  domestic  government  and  discipline, 
and  of  the  mutual  relations  of  husband  and  wift,  parents  and 
diildren.  Religion,  by  teaching  ua  Justly  to  esllmata  what 
b  truly  excellent  in  our  nature,  what  Is  inteUeetoal,  moial, 
aud  ever-enduring,  lias  given  to  woman  the  rank  to  which 
slie  is  entitled.  It  has  made  her  the  friend  of  man ;  aad  our 
feelings  are  in  harmony  with  the  poet  trtien  he  qpeaks  of-~ 

'  A  perftet  woman,  nobly  plaaa'd 
To  warn,  to  comlbrt,  and  eoaamand ; 
And  j9k  a  eplrlt  ttlU  and  bright, 
With  MMBethlac  of  aa  aagd  Mght. 

But  man  has  never  regarded  woman  with  respect  and  true 
love,  except  so  Car  as  he  has  regarded  lier  as  a  spiritual  and 
inomortai  being.  Without  this,  no  conception  can  exist  of 
that  inseparable  union  which  l»lends  all  the  interests  and 
affections  of  one  being  with  those  of  another.  The  poetry  of 
the  ancients  that  expresees  any  sentiments  toward  the  female 
sex  is,  with  rare  exceptions,  of  the  grossest  Idnd,  sensual, 
coarse,  indecent,  brutaL  We  can  pick  out  oniy  a  few  passsges 
from  the  mass,  which  shadow  forth  anything  like  real  afliec> 
tion.  The  same  character  has  continued  to  cleave  to  nmch  of 
our  modem  poetry,  rend«ing  it  at  once  peraickMis  and  dis- 


t  **  What  ArlatoUe  tmju,"  obeerres  hli  able  translator,  Mr  Twining, 
*'  to,  I  kmr,  bat  too  oonfonaable  to  the  aaanner  in  which  the  anelents 
aaaaDj  rpcak  of  the  eez  In  general.  At  leaet  he  to  eertalnlf  ( 
with  hlmnlf  i  wltneei  the  fcllowlBg  rtej  corioas  ^aradar  of ' 


gusting.  But  wlierever  tha  power  of  true  religion  has  been 
felt,  there  woman,  more  diiintensted,  more  pure,  and  more 
moial  than  man ,  has  exerted  a  constant  influence  to  raise  the 
diaracter  of  society.  Where  it  has  not  been  felt,  woman  has 
been  treated  as  a  mere  creature  of  this  earth,  an  object  only 
of  sensual  passkm,  courted,  wronged,  and  insulted ;  her  char- 
acter has  sunk,  and  tlie  infection  of  tlie  evil  has  sfwead  itself 
every  where.  It  would  ba  difficult,  in  as  fiw  words,  to  sug- 
gest to  a  reflecting  mind  a  more  mdandioiy  picture  of  tlie 
state  of  society  at  Athens,  than  that  of  which  Aristotle  affords 
us  a  glimpse  in  a  short  passage  of  his '  Art  of  Poetry,*  where 
he  remarks,  with  his  usual  toevity  and  dryness,  tliat'  tha  man- 
ners (diaracter)  of  a  woman  or  slave  maybe  good;  thonghin 
general,  periutps,  women  are  rather  l»ad  than  good,  and  shtvea 
altogether  l>ad.'i  Where  women  are  thus  estimated,  tha 
domestic  charities,  our  best  sdiod  of  virtue,  cannot  exist ; 
those  afbotions  wlilch  are  at  once  the  gentlest  and  the  strongest 
have  no  place ;  nor  will  there  ba  any  true  reflnement,  nor 
quick  and  generous  feeling  in  the  intercourse  between  man 
and  man :  the  flrtt  and  strongest  link  in  the  chain  of  lumian 
sympathy  is  wanting. 

**  When  Jesus  Christ  pronounced theee  words,  *  WhatGod 
hat  Joined  tcgeiher,  let  not  man  put  aiunder,*  Be  laid  down 
the  fimdamental  law  of  human  civilisation.  But  it  would 
have  been  impoedble  to  render  marriage  the  moet  solemn  and 
indissoluble  of  connexions  if  his  religion  liad  not  at  the  same 
time  restored  to  wonuw  the  character  designed  for  her  by 
nature,  and  raised  her  te  that  pfatoe  she  now  holds,  wherever  the 
troths  he  tau^t  have  had  somewhat  of  their  proper  influence. 

*'  When  the  feelings  that  give  sanctity  to  marriage  are 
wanting,  the  parental  affections  operate  but  fsebly.  The  new- 
bom  child,  instead  of  l>eing  regarded  as  a  gift  and  a  trust 
from  God,  a  new  creature  with  whom  we  liave  l>ecome  for  ever 
connected,  and  alivingbondof  common  interest  to  strengthen 
the  union  of  its  parento,  is  either  looked  at,  on  the  one  lumd, 
aa  a  pnauxi  Incumbrance,  or,  on  the  other,  as  a  probable 
future  support  The  whole  history  of  the  domestic  relattona 
of  the  andento  establishes  this  troth.  What  must  hava  been 
the  state  of  parental  affection  among  thoee  who  practised  and 
tolerated  the  destruction  of  infsnto  as  a  common  custom  ? 
The  absence  of  such  affection  is  not  to  be  estimated  by  the 
number  of  victims  to  that  custom,  but  by  the  fact  of  ito  being 
generally  viewed  without  hcHTor  or  reprobation.  It  was  a 
shocking  trait  of  barbarity  in  the  character  of  the  elder  Cato, 
that  he  recommended  tliat  worn-out  and  disabled  shtves 
should  be  exposed  te  perish  ;  but  an  exposure  more  Inhuman, 
wlildi  showed  tliat  man  liad  lost  even  the  fiselings  of  tlie  tower 
animals,  was  constantly  going  on,  and  was  enjoined,  under 
certain  circumstances,  both  by  Pbito  and  Aristotle,  as  a  law 
of  their  imagined  republics.  There  is  a  famous  saying  in  one 
of  the  comedies  of  Terence,  which  has  been  often  quoted  as  a 
fine  expresskm  of  phifamthropy :  Homo  ntm—Aumant  nikU  a 
me  alienum  puto.*  It  is  put  into  the  mouth  of  a  man  whoee 
wife  is  afterwards  lepieeeuted  as  in  fear  before  hhn,  because 
she  had  not  destroyed  her  female  infiuit  as  he  had  commanded, 
but  given  it  a  chance  for  pmeeiiisltou  by  causing  it  to  ba  ex- 
poaed  aUva.  Maternal  love  cannot  ba  wholly  extinguished ; 
but  it  bthe^w  of  modem  fMlingoofy  which  pours  ito  beauty 
over  the  following  Unce,  to  which  nothing  parallel  can  be  found 
in  the  poete  of  Greece  or  Rome,  thou^  Mrs  Hcmans  apostro- 
phises the  Elyshun  of  their  imagining  :— 


tai  hta '  Hltlory  of  Anlnato,*  whleh  I  give  the  reader  by  BO  aaeane  fbr  hto 

■■aat,  batter  htowoader  or  htodtrewJOB."  Mr  Twining^  remarkteafll- 

eieatly  Implj  of  what  natare  thtoeharaeSer  to,  and  we  Ibrbiar  to  quote  II. 

•  lamamaa}  wbatenr  osoeena  other  bmb,  I  think  my  ( 


N. 
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•oluton;  UitlatlMBfaMOMofttiott  MtodatfomwUebriMd 


a  tioljr  Hfbt  round  mi  biiurt,  ndlieoaMlBtSoa  b  loi 

K«r«u  tlM  fouatAln  of  iMiwiiil  iflprtiffn  Howi  vHb  but  a 

•cMtjr  Aod  Intenvptod  ittMiii 

"  ThtM  nlltfon,  by  naldiig  BMa  of  mort  vortii  to  man, 
ao4  I//  ktJ^hfUMruInf  our  amiranf  in  oadi  otiMrli  ijnqiathy 
and  vffUM,  tiaa  calUd  fbrtli  afltethww  wbldi  lay  foldad  op  in 
tnn  nature,  or  bad  put  fbrtb  onJj  a  ftintod  growth.  Tbo 
Knar  produrtifins  of  modtm  poitry  ai«  eoloand  tfaroaghoat 
%rfih  nfnmUmt  of  tbolr  boanty  and  itriOftli.  Moral  qoaU* 
tiai,  good  or  bad,  m  thoy  axlii  in  omo,  anfSormad  direefly 
or  IndlroctJy  by  nligloa,  ow  tbair  ilfangtb  prine^MDy  to 
Impulw  and  paMion,  or  dtptnd.  Ilka  tba  InooniMant  botpl- 
taJHy  of  tlia  Anb,  or  tha  prfda  of  tba  Roman,  on  what  ha 
tliougbt  tiM  glory  of  bis  eountry,  iqion  pnjnAiem  which 
■pring  partly  from  ganirout  fsoUngi  and  partly  from  leiftfh 
regard*,  and  art  mada  ttrong  and  binding  npon  tha  indltrl- 
diuU  by  uiiivrnal  content  It  is  only  when  qtdckenad  by 
rriigloui  Mfntimont,  that  the  human  diaractar  dliplayi  all  fte 
complicated  variety  of  feelingi.  Then  affections,  which  had 
before  seemed  almost  powerioss,  become  essential  dements  of 
our  being.  Associations,  till  then  unknown,  link  together 
tlieir  Invbiblo  diains ;  and  the  feeling  with  whldi  they  thrill 
us  wtien  touchnd,  presents  a  new  phenomenon  in  our  nature. 
Tlie  love  of  our  youthfUl  home  may  seem  to  us  an  universal 
sentiment,  likely  to  oppear  In  the  poetry, of  all  times;  yet 
how  little  reference  to  it  do  we  And  in  any  poetry  before 
our  own  nge,  and  especially  how  little  reference,  like  the 
following,  to  its  moral  power ! 

•  "  llMt  thou  oonM  with  the  hrari  otihj  eUldbood  beck, 
The  ttm,  ih«  pure,  ih«  kind  ?" 
—Ho  inunnar'd  th*  trvM  In  mjr  hoRMward  trsek. 
At  tlwy  plA^'d  to  tha  moontaln-wUid. 

"  Ilaih  Ibr  aoal  bMO  tra*  to  ito  awigr  k>vo  ?** 

WbUpw'd  mj  n«Uv«  itraaou ; 
"  lUtb  the  spirit,  nuncd  amldtt  kin  sad  grove, 

BUM  nrwi  lU  flr«t  high  druuni  ?**  *  cte. 

*<  It  is  under  the  continmd  iafloenoe  of  Chrisfelanlty,  how- 
ever imperfect  tluU  inflnenoe  may  have  been,  that  the  human 
character,  which  had  bafora  manifsstad  ilsalf  partially  and 
Irregularly  in  the  rudensss  and  inconeisteney  of  its  slementaty 
passions,  luu  begun  to  struggle  toward  Hs  ftiU  devakipoient 
It  lias  beoome  allva  to  fsaUngs,  and  Is  putting  forth  powars, 
wliloh  hekmg  to  its  Immortal  natara  Wa  may  perceive  tliis 
un folding  of  nmn  In  the  very  stnictnre  of  language,  which, 
ttnlanrml  as  It  has  been  with  new  terms,  yet  presents  so  Imper- 
(»oi  a  iiieitni  for  expreMing  tlie  different  qualities  and  shades 
ikf  character,  and  the  modes  and  oombinatkms  of  fiseUng. 
Tlte  study  of  human  nature  has  IKis  beooosa  a  seienoeof  fisr 
wiure  luteitet  ami  ooinplexlty.    Many  fotms  of 


Tko 
! 


frtan  Ub  away,'^ 
huhMiifillilair, 


•' The  reoognWon  of  ttw  higher  velatioaa  of  ns«  haaghca 
acharaeteriBtfetomodsmpoetry,  pariiealariy  FaglMi  iinstiy, 
through  wMch  it  has  peenUar  power  ovar  the  hoart 
rions  and  deemlptkms  of  hmnan  enifcring,  liielsiad  of( 
ing  oswUh  mshincfaoly,  become  sabHma  or  tooching,  whsa 
tliat  suflsring  is  brought  into  direct  or  indirect  contrast  iriA 
man's,  nature  and  hopes  as  an  immortal  l)^iig^,  or  is  npn- 
sented  as  celling  into  eierdee  thoee  virtoee  wfaiefa  can  mM 
in  sodi  a  being  alone.  There  is  no  pathos  in  the  naers  Ismen* 
tetiona  of  an  indhridaal  over  his  own  particalar  lot,  or  ovsr 
the  condition  of  a  raoe  to  wliich  ha  feeie  it  an  onhapplnsMts 
belong.  There  is  noting  that  exdtes  any  tender  or  alevatiBf 
iiMlingIn  snch  rerees  as  the  following  fhmi  an  aaeiont  post  >- 


*  !•  than  a  man  Jaat,  hooeit,  aoUy  bom  ? 
Maliea  •hall  hunt  blm  down.    Doe*  wealth  atiod  him  ? 
Trouble  Is  heard  bahlod.    Contrienc»  direct  ? 

Beggary  la  at  hie  heel* 

ikeeoant  that  day 

Which  brtnge  no  new  mliehanoe,  a  day  of  reai. 
For  what  U  mas  ?    What  matter  is  he  made  of  ? 
How  bom?    What  U  he.  and  what  shall  be  be  ? 
What  an  unnatural  parent  is  this  world. 
To  fbeter  none  but  Tlllalns,  and  destn^ 
An  who  axe  beneOustors  to  mankind !' 

**  Tlw  sofferings  to  which  we  are  here  cipoeed  oease  to  bs 
a  subject  that  leads  to  any  grateful  or  ennobling  atels  of 
mind,  wlien  man  regards  the  pleasures  of  tMa  Kb  as  hb 
only  good.  Among  the  ancient  poets,  the  eoni 
of  its  erUs,  when  Tiewed  at  a  distance,  is 
sentimrats  sfanply  didieartening,  or  altogether  1 
trifling.  Let  us  take  for  example  a  &moas  ode  of  He 
It  begins : — 

'  Xheu  !  AigaMB,  Poetame,  Poalaiae, 
Laboatar  annl ;  neepleSas: 
Ragle  et  luSaatt 
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u  of  tba  triumph  of  « 


Omj  u«  bORW,  of  tin  poim  b7  vblefa  Uht  u 


■t  iffKtkmi  for  tht  mfltoriii^  of  Dtliart,  ■^•ckDj  UiB 
itMiJlHlpI—,  UiWUKJaBtcw  of  On  M^MM  lailHa 
4  lOiintL    All  tfaftt  It  DcnllT  inbltaiia  ipAigi  i^wd 

«•  of  till  utnn.     Pnatnt  t)H  alunltT  nikidlj  to 

■(  of  ilRoi,  ud  k  (loiT  Ji 


■Bd  hu  bnn  ftimi  u  var;  pUhMk,  In  Ibi  tpfaoda  of 
XlHi  and  EhitiJdi,  whs<  Klmi  pendm  thit  EutiIiu 
hu  fkUen  Into  tba  hudi  of  hLi  frta,  and  li  Jmt  About  (0  be 


■Uch  *n  hr  twtlfT  >nth  iwdlDs  (hi 


tad  Uh  toifle  poitt  of  On«*,  UM  tbir  dcgndid  bm*! 


te  br  u  ttHT  did  u.  Owl  n 


h*lh  of  Pitndu,  or  Ohh  b(  hb  moas,  Tb«i,  b 

■BOlF 

ri|itMhB«nit*ortt*MttiMl  poMi  KlntiDind 
Bd  poor.    MhtetkamoMTWidnnln 


otbieTs:  HMBimu»coll«ll«MoftiadllTw«md|JMiri. 


of  JOten.  Ib  ■  liBiIlu  itiua,  b  Ih*  apHlMt  (atnrliv  BiDeh 
BUT*  poatkali  jb(  tbg  phbI*  !■  u  iDj]dii(  aCllikbidu 
moit  that  BBj  ba  Icnad  la  LUIb  poWrj.  Tin  Una  m  tliu 
nndMtdb]'  Dr7dn,~ 


"  I>rTdH  WH  i»t  sniDsit  lor  Ui  ktra  of  natort,  cr  powir 
of  rtnaillilin  Ui  tHBBtii* ;  uid *  poat  of  UroJwr  psaptkiBi 
would  budlj  iBTa  cliui*d  Uw  lume  of  Bond*  foi  tha  Mot 
(HHimUiiilkin,  ■  ;(ao  Buuutilii ;'  ^M  BBDalLliif  01  Uk  dUfe. 
mot  wliidi  n  wbb  lt>  point  ont  batmen  udant  nod  mo^ra 
pedirtihanpvnptUik.  LM  uitiki  himlInHa>ii>u 
f**n.jj*  of  tte  rtdiJy  iBOfliittlTe  diuBelaT  of  tliBt  of  Mm 
Vmm.  yit  vlU  fin  tb*  liiiiDUlii(  of  (ba  nma  bi  which  iho 
rl»MltMili»nUiirr«i1tnr.lTi  m  nrtiiir  '1111  Tilbimn 'rf 

iiiaaliiiKllnl.  Ill  lliilMl  jmliiM  iitbii. 
IB  thla  rail  ar  iBHfiDVT  liUiAUon. 


"  Enrr  vljaci  bMomai  tlcfa  hi  {npuriian  to  tba  maUk 
ItM  BiBd  tr  which  It  la  contampkiad.  Tha  iBMbttul 
UUHliUiMiiipaoltfltaailluoDloan.    SiadwituUw 


Btfaaobjactaofiutura.  Ilrtn  b  to  ba  Emnd, 


ID  tboDghta  Uila  nbject  baa  opcoad  to  Toodani  poatL 
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HiditbMomM  more  an  object  of  oar  ngard.  InlooUoglMfek 
throofl^  the  obecnrityof  time,  the  depnvttj  that  would  ha^e 
■hocked  oi,  if  Horeed  tqton  oar  obeenratkm,  k  paiifaQy  kMt 
in  the  darkneei,  and  the  brii^t  traili  of  Dhancter  lUae  oat 
more  distinct^.  The  dead  of  part  afei  are  regarded  with 
aomething  of  the  nme  tendemen  that  we  ImI  toward  the 
dead  wlMNn  we  have  Imown :  at  least  we  ooomt  for  a  time 
to  laeriflee  oarphOoeofihy  to  an  IDiHloa,  and,  Inatead  of  the 
Ridiard  C«ir<le-LIon  of  Uitoiy,  wfaoee  od|j  marified  eha- 
xaeteriitSci  were  bodily  etrength  and  bnital  hardihood,  with 
thoee  few  gleams  of  goodneei  which  nothing  bat  the  yotet 
aenioaUty  can  utter^  eztlnguUi,  we  conient  for  a  time  to 
take  the  Ridiard  of  Soott't  JranAoe/  or,  in  foncyhif  tlie 
Augustan  age,  are  willing  to  foiget  that  it  took  its  name  from 

*  Urn  who  BudwV  TiiBj, 
Ttei  sold  TiOslB,  Octevtas  * 

«  OonfotmaMy  to  the  laws  of  oar  better  nators,  oar  imagi- 
naUon  is  most  raadi^  attracted  by  what  b  most  excellent  in 
man.  While  riewing  a  beautifiU  tract  of  country  with  whkh 
we  are  not  fiuniUar,  we  can  banU|y  refrain  from  Idealising  its 
supposed  inhabitants,  and  giving  them  somewhat  of  a  poetical 
character,  or,  in  other  words,  a  diaiacter  agreeable  to  onr 
best  feelings.  80  it  is  in  casting  our  view  orer  past  ages. 
Our  sympathies  are  excited  for  the  hopes,  and  fears,  and  the 
virtues,  such  as  th^  were,  of  those  irtio  have  lost  all  power 
to  ii^urs ;  and  we  may  even  fitfhion  dim  imagee  of  what  thqr 
now  are,  as  existing  someiriicre  in  the  creation  of  God, 
divested,  periiape,  of  the  evil  that  ckmg  to  them  on  earth. 
The  idea  of  that  moral  purification  and  development,  which, 
we  bdieve,  is  continually  going  on  in  the  oniverse,  may  thus 
mingfe  with  the  oontempktion  of  the  past  It  is  in  trans- 
ferring us  into  a  woiid  in  wiiich  grateftil  imaginations  are 
blended  with  truth,  and  the  harshnsss  of  pressnt  reality  is 
shut  out,  that  the  poetic  interest  of  antiquity  prindpally 
conslBts. 

"  Of  this,  modem  poetry  and  fiction  have  abundantly 
availed  themselveib  But  though  a  shadowy  antiquity  lay  as 
a  background  to  Gredc  and  Roman  civilisation,  yet  it  was 
rarely  resorted  to  by  the  ancient  poets  as  a  source  of  pleasing 
or  solemn  emotions.  To  them  the  remoter  ages  were  little 
more  than  a  des^  abounding  with  monstrous  fictions,  with 
licentious  and  savage  divinities,  half-bmtal  demigods,  and 
heroes,  and  chie£i  hardly  human,  whose  febukwis  deeds  and 
sufierings  present  nothing  to  recoomiend  them  to  our  sense 
of  beauty.  In  the  period  following,  history  assumed  at  least 
an  air  of  truth,  and  men  appeared  on  the  stage  with  human 
feelings,  passions,  and  virtues.  But,  in  lo<riung  back  upon 
their  earlier  history,  the  ancients  seem  to  have  felt  but  slightly 
those  peculiar  sentiments  and  trains  of  feeling,  which  the 
contemplation  of  antiquity  now  awakens  in  our  breasts.  In 
no  ancient  poet  is  there  a  celebration  of  a  hero  of  his  country 
to  be  compared  with  Mrs  Hemans'  lines  on  the  Scottish 
patriot,  Wallace,  beginning 

'  BMt  with  Um  br»Te,  whoM  namct  belong 
To  the  high  Mnctlt;  ofiong.' 

There  is  no  appeal  to  the  deeds  of  their  fathers  equal  to  her 
Spaniah  war-song — 

'  Fling  forth  the  proad  banner  of  Leon  agmin  ; 
Let  the  high  word  "  Castile  "  go  reeoandlng  through  Bpain. 

No  poetic  conception  of  antiquity  b  to  be  found  resembling 
the  introduction  of  her  *  Cathedral  Hymn'— > 

'  A  dim  and  mighty  miniter  of  old  ttane, 
A  temple,  ahadowy  with  remcmbnuiece 
Of  the  mAJc«tic  paett  * 


I 


And  above  all,  there  Is  aolhlng  «>  motanty 
adapted  to  raise  the  character  of  a  people,  a«  tha 
which  she  has  confenad  a  gnat  obUgalioB  on  oar  < 
bar  *  Pilgrim  Fathsfi." 

••  But,  beside  the  advaatagai  aflbvdid  to  ft  ihodKB  poet  If 
the  religious  and  moral  Impsovemant  of  oar  raea,  which  ii 
has  been  princ^ially  oar  ol^ect  to  point  oait,  than 
at  whidi  we  may  ^ance.  He  maj  look  hadL 
agea,  and  around  iqmn  all  coontriea,  and  aegoalnt 
with  man,  as  he  has  existed  and  axista 
the  most  dissimikr.  He  may  possess  Umsalf  of 
knowledge  of  human  natare,  wliich  has  baan  gatlNi 
long  experience,  and  wide  obaarvatlon,  and  ondtipBadi 
tonitiaa  of  oonqparison.  He  may,  Uka  Southqr, 
poems,  aa  wild  and  wondrous,  and  aa 
*Thalaha,'  or  aa  rich  with  barbarlo  aplendour  aa 
of  Kehama,'  from  the  rode  matailala  of 
Hindoo  mythology.    The  trMunrea  of 


ao  poor  in  andcnt  timea,  hava,  throngli 

been  aocomnfaUing  to  ftamish  hfan  with  tbos^htB.  1 

and  images.    Oar  oonoeptlona  are  enlazgnd,  < 

the  physical  aa  will  aa  the  motml  nnii 

tinuaUy  opening  to  the  view  of  man,  and  knowiadge 

hig  bar  ever-lengthening  acroD,  of  whldh  Vtm 

KuoOj  read  the  first  Hnes.    It  was  a 

Phtto,^  of  the  extravagant  admlrera  of : 

and  divine  learning  waa  to  be  found  in  Ua  writinck 

"In  the  nature  of  thinga,  art  is  prngioaalv ;  listlMWjMi 
practice  are  gradually  better  andsntood,  crrot 
and  oonected,  new  objecta  of  attainmant 
viatons  of  higher  exoeUenoe  revealed  to  tha  mind ;  and  thss 
we  may  believe,  that  the  character,  princiiklea,  |wii]Mieia.  aad 
means  of  poetry  are  now  oomprabended  mora  Jastl^  ttoa 
they  were  in  former  times. 

**  But  it  may  be  said  that,  in  periection  of  hagmgt  st 
least,  the  poets  of  Greece  and  Rome  most  remain  aaa»> 
passed.  It  may  be  doubted,  however,  whether  we  sr 
qualified  to  pronounce  this  judgment  in  their  favour.  Ths 
harmonious  flow  of  articulate  sounds  in  the  Gi«^  and  LatiB 
languages,  particularly  in  the  Latin,  Sa  not  to  be  iMd^ 
attained  in  some  of  the  principal  Isuignagee  ct  fitemj 
Europe.  But  if  we  speak  of  poetical  beauty  of 
and  harmony  of  thought,  we  must  recoUect  that  it  is 
sary  to  be  acquainted  with  the  train  of  shadowy 
which  follow  the  direct  meaning  of  a  poetical  word,  befon  «t 
can  determine  that  word  to  be  well  chosen.  Bat  snd^ 
acquaintance  implies  an  hotimate  knowledge  of  the  bk  d 
language  and  of  the  state  of  mind  in  thoee  nddrraecJ,  whicfe, 
as  regards  the  poetry  of  the  ancients,  it  is  very  diiBcnh  ta 
acquire,  and,  in  many  particulars,  impossible,  yet  withcwi 
which  we  are  liable  to  fall  into  great  mistakes,  and  may  cA» 
be  left  in  mudi  uncertainty.    Take,  for  example,  the  line— 

'  Qaadmpedante  pntrcm  Mmlta  qomtlt  angnla  eaaapoB.* 

It  has  been  admired  from  the  consonance  of  the  sound  with 
the  sense.  We  understand  the  epithet  pwCris  to  mean  dai^. 
the  dusty  plain ;  but  this  epithet  is  dsewfaere  applied  to  a 
rich,  mellow  soil,  easfly  broken  up,  or  to  a  aandy  plain.  Ac- 
cordhig  to  either  of  these  uses,  it  b  i^parently  an  epithet 
unsuitable,  from  its  assodations,  to  be  given  to  a  field  demibcd 
as  shaken  and  resoimding  with  the  trampling  of  a  body  ^ 
hone.  As  respects,  likewise,  the  epithet  quadrupedatu,  «« 
may  doubt  whether  any  modem  critic  can  explain  why  ^aa- 
drupedanU  9onitu  b  more  poetical  in  Virgil  tim»^  n,  eqnzfa- 
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tent, '  the  •onnd  of  qnadrapedt/  would  b«  In  a  modern  po«t, 
if  uied  to  expran  the  toond  of  hones. 
"  Let  ua  take  another  example ; 


tnteNt  per  frcta  naHboa 
pvfldiu  Ikofpitein*' 


'PMtorenm 

Xdalt 

Whj  b  the  word  trdkerd  used,  which,  ai  employed  ebe- 
where,  would  imply  the  taking  away  of  Helen  againet  her 
will  ?  Does  it  refo  to  one  rerrion  of  the  story  aoeordlng  to 
which  Paris  dkl  bear  her  away  by  force?  Were  this  the 
case,  one  would  naturally  expect,  considering  the  reproach- 
fill  and  denunciatory  character  of  the  ode,  to  find  that  idea 
brought  out  more  distinctly.  Is  it  intended  to  express  the 
reluctance  with  which,  though  yielding  to  her  love  for  Paris, 
she  left  her  husband  and  her  home  ?  This  conception  is  too 
refined  for  an  ancient  poet  to  tmst  to  its  being  made  apparent 
by  so  light  a  touch,  if  indeed  we  may  suppose  it  to  have 
entered  his  mind.  Was  tnJkeret  then  intended,  by  its  assod- 
atfons  with  an  act  of  vlolenee,  to  denote  the  rapidity  and  fear 
of  the  flight  of  Paris?  or  was  it  merely  emptoycd  abntivdjf, 
to  use  a  technifal  term— only  with  refiarenoe  to  a  part  of  its 
significatim,  as  words  are  not  onfrequently  used  in  poetry, 
though  it  is  always  an  imperfection  ? 

"Such  cases  are  very  numerous,  in  which  no  modem 
reader  can  pronounce  with  Joel  eonfldenoe  upon  the  charaotcr 
of  the  poetical  language  of  the  andenta.  Instances  are  flre- 
qoently  occurring  in  which,  if  we  admire  at  all,  we  must 
admire  at  second-hand,  upon  trust .  The  meaning  and  eflisct 
of  words  have  undergone  changes  trtiich  it  is  often  not  eoqr, 
and  often  not  poerible,  to  ascertain  with  precision.  Even  in 
our  own  language  this  is  the  case.    Shakqieare  says— 

'  Nor  H«ivm  peap  thfoagh  the  blankci  of  th*  dark 
To  cry.  Hold  1  HeUi* 

*'  Here  Johnson  understands  him  as  prewnting  the  hidi- 
crous  conception  of  *the  ministers  of  vengeance  peeping 
through  a  blanket ;'  and  Cktleridge,  aa  we  eee  by  hie  Tabk- 
Talk^  conjectured  that  instead  of  *  Manket,'  *  blank  height ' 
was  peihape  written  by  Shakq)9ue.  But  by  *  Heaven '  we 
conceive  to  be  meant  not  the  ministvs  of  vengeance,  but  the 
Ugfats  of  heaven ;  and  it  Is  not  nnpoetical  to  speak  of  the 
moon  and  stars  as  peeping  through  ctouds.  With  the  word 
*  blanket,*  our  associations  are  trivial  and  krw ;  but  onder* 
stand  it  merely  as  denoting  a  thidc  covering  of  darknees  whieh 


chMdy  envrraps  the  lights  of  heaven,  and  it  suits  weQ  to  its 
pbioe.  But  our  associations  with  the  word  are  accidental:  there 
b  nothing  intrinsically  more  mean  in  a  Uanket  than  a  sheet, 
yet  none  wonki  object  to  the  expreesion  of  *  a  sheet  of  light.' 
The  fortunes  of  the  words  only  have  been  different,  and  that, 
in  aU  probability,  since  the  time  <^  Bhakqieare,  considering 
his  use  of  this  vrord,  and  the  oorreqmnding  use  of  the  word 
ny  by  Drsyton.^ 

**  If  such  be  the  character  of  poetical  Unguage,  it  is  clear 
that,  to  Judge  with  critteal  accuia^  of  that  of  a  distant  age 
or  even  a  foreign  land,  requires  uncommon  knowledge  and 
discriminatton,  as  well  as  an  accurate  taste ;  while  unfortu- 
nate, profound  scholarship  and  cultivated  and  elegant  habits 
of  mhid  have  very  rardy  been  united  in  the  study  of  the 
ancient  poets.  The  supposition  of  a  peculiar  fdidty  of  ex- 
pression hn  thefar  writings  is  to  be  Judged  of,  in  most  cases, 
rather  fay  extrinsic  probabilities,  whkh  do  not  fiitvour  it,  than 
by  any  direct  and  dear  evidence  of  it  that  can  be  produced. 
We  are  very  liable  In  this  particular  to  be  biassed  by  prepos- 
session and  authority;  our  imaginations  often  deceive  us; 
we  create  the  beauty  whkh  we  fimcy  that  we  find. 

**  There  is  perfai^M  no  poet,  in  whoee  productions  the  char- 
acteristics of  which  we  have  spoken  as  giving  a  superiority  to 
the  poetry  of  later  Umes  over  that  which  has  preceded,  ap- 
pear move  striUn^y  than  in  those  of  Mrs  Hemaps.  When, 
after  reading  such  works  aa  she  has  vrritten,  we  turn  over  the 
vohunee  of  a  coUectton  of  BngUsh  poetry,  like  that  of  Chal- 
mers, we  cannot  but  perceive  that  the  greater  part  of  it 
appears  more  worthless  and  distasteful  than  before.  Mudi  Is 
evidently  the  vrork  of  barren  and  unformed,  vulgar  and  vicknn 
minds,  of  individuals  without  any  conception  of  poetry  as  tlie 
lowing  expression  of  what  is  most  noble  in  our  nature,  and 
often  with  ne  title  to  the  name  of  poet,  but  tnm  having  put 
into  metre  thoughts  too  mean  for  prose.  Such  writings  as 
those  of  Mrs  Fm"*"*  at  once  afford  evidence  of  the  advance 
of  our  race,  and  are  among  the  moet  important  means  of  its 
flirther  pnriflcatten  and  progrees.  The  minds,  which  go  forth 
fkom  their  privacy  to  act  with  strong  moral  power  upon  thou- 
sands and  ten  thousands  of  other  minds,  are  the  real  agents 
in  advandng  the  character  of  man,  and  improving  his  eon- 
ditk>n.  Thsy  are  instruments  of  the  faivislble  operatfons  of 
the  Spirit  of  Qod."— C»rM»an  Exoimimr,  Jan.  1839. 
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from,  296 
Gaigano,  mount,  00 
Genius  singing  to  k>v«,  654 
Genoa,  night-scene  in,  80 
George  lU.,  slanaas  to  tba  memory  of, 

187 
Oennan  literature.  426 

—  soldiers*  Rhlna  song,  634 

—  song,  63 
Gertrude,  304 

Gcsner,  morning  aong  ftm,  68 
GifTord,  Mr,  106 
GiuUo  Reffondi,  to,  G20 
Goethe.  Mianon's  song  from,  647 
Goethe  s  Iphlgenia,  scenes  from,  616 

—  iWao  —     —     611 
Good-night,  564 

Granada,  eonquest  of,  76, 77,  notes 
Graamere,  a  remembcanoe  of,  610 
Grave  of  a  poetess,  the,  411 
Graves  of  a  hoosehoM,  the,  435 

—  martyrs,  876 
Greece,  modem,  28 
Greek  chant  of  vietoty,  636 

—   funeral  diant,  348 


Greek  kment,  627 

—  parting  song,  851 

—  song  of  exile,  340 

—  songi,  241 

Green  Mes  of  ooean,  the,  146 
GruArdd's  feast,  148 
GrQtti,  on  a  flower  from,  244 
Guadalete,  battle  of,  77  note 
Guardian  qiirit,  songs  of  a,  538 
GueriUa  ]eader*s  vow,  the,  454 
— >     song,  66 

HaU  of  Cynddylan,  the,  147 
Happy  hour,  a,  621 
Haip  of  Wales,  the,  145 
Hannted  pound,  358 

—  house,  the,  611 

<*  He  never  smiled  again,"  846 

"  He  shaU  not  dread,"  48 

*<  He  walk'd  with  God,"  405 

Heart  of  Bruce  in  Melrose  Abbey,  the, 

476 
Hdlw  of  Canova,  on  the,  63 
Ueber,  bishop,  118,  note 

—  to  the  memory  of,  423 
Hebrew  mother,  the,  372 
HelMi  of  Kirkoonnel,  661 
HeUodorus  in  the  temple,  08 
Hermitage  on  the  aea-diore,  lines  writ- 
ten in  a,  64 

Hero's  death,  the,  60 

Herrsra,  ode  from,  264 

Highland  chief  In  Waverby,  dirge  oi 

the,  67 
llirlaa  horn,  the,  146 
Hogg,  James,  63  note 
Holy  Family,  repose  of  a,  600 
Home  of  love,  the,  508 
Homes  of  Enghmd,  the,  412 
Hope,  the  song  of,  646 
Horace,  transitions  from,  298 
Hour  of  death,  the,  875 

—  prayer,  377 

—  romance,  an,  427 
'*  How  can  that  tove,"  5(S5 
•*  How  strange  a  fate,**  45 
Howd*s  song,  150 
Huguenot's  farewell,  the.  626 
Humboldt  on  the  Southern  croes,  332 

note 
Hymn  by  the  dek-bed  of  a  mother,  486 

—  of  the  traveller*s  housshold  on 

his  return,  604 

—  of  the  Yaudols  mountaineers, 

588 
Hynms  for  chOdbood,  588 

**  I  dream  of  an  things  free,"  546 
**  I  go,  sweet  friends.^'  354 
**  I  wouki  we  bad  not  met  again."5fS 
**  If  thou  hast  crush*d  a  flo«vr,**  562 
"  If  thus  thy  &llen  grandeur,"  40 
**  H  to  the  sighing  breeae,"  51 
H  Ck>nte  dl  Canugnola,  the,  125 
lUuminated  city,  the,  432 
Image  In  biva,  the,  436 

—  in  the  heart,  the,  461 
Imelda,a04 

Impromptu  to  Miss  F.  A.  L.,  409 
*'  In  tears  the  heart,"  47 
Indian,  the  aged,  66 

—  withhis dead chikl,  the,  450' 

—  dty,  the,  398 

—  woman^i  death-eong,  402 
Indfamli  revenge,  600 

Inea  de  Castro,  eovonatfon  of,  448 
Iniknt  Christ  with  flowers,  picture  of 

the,  601 
InteUeetual  powws,  627 
Invocation,  **  And  oome  ye  fldthfril," 
607 

—  "Answer  me,"  424 

—  •*  As  the  tired  voyager," 

687 

—  "Hnsh'distheworid,*'65 
~         **  Oh,  art  thon  stUl,"  646 

Iphlgenia  of  Goftht,  scenes  from  tlie» 
616 
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•*  Is  there  some  spirit,  506 

Isle  of  founts,  the.  344 

•«  Itaha,  O  ItaUa,"  49 

Italian  girl's  hjmn  to  th«  viisia,  449 

—  liteniturs,tnnilitton»,  te.  from, 
118 

-—    poets,  patiiotie  tftwions  from, 
1S7 
Italy.  Alaricin,d6 

—  restoration  of  the  mka  of  art  to* 
22 

Ivan  the  Cxar,  413 
Ivy  song,  354 

—  657 
Jeffrey,  lord,  337, 440 
Jeu-d'esprit  on  the  word  "  barb,**  139 
Jetrsbury,  Miss,  63,  422 
Joan  of  Arc  in  Rheims,  403 
Juan  de  Tarsia,  sonnet  from,  50 
Juana,  405 
Juvenile  poems,  1 

Kaiser's  feast,  the,  419 

Kamsin,  the,  09  note 

Keene,  a,  668 

Kindred  kearti,  367 

King  of  Arragonli  lament  Ibr  his  brother, 

the,  452 
KOmer  and  hh  atater,  424 

—  the  death-d^  o^  426 

Lady  of  Provence,  the,  446 
~  of  the  castle,  the,  416 
Lament  of  an  Irish  mother, 'the,  658 

—  of  Llywarcfa  Hen,  the,  147 
Land  of  dreams,  the,  482 
Landing  <tf  the  pilgrim  fsthan  in  Nev 

England,  the,  429 
Landon,  Miss,  631 
Langhans,  Madame,  tomb  of,  457 
Last  banquet  of  Anthony  and  Cleo- 
patra, the,  93 

—  Constantine,  the,  221 

—  rites,  372 

—  song  of  Sappho,  549 

—  tree  of  the  forest,  473 

—  wbh,  438 

—  vordis  of  the  last  irasp,  523 
Lawrence,  Mrs,  605  note 
Lays  of  many  lands,  338 
Leaf  from  Virgil's  tomb,  on  a,  245 
League  of  the  Alps,  the,  234 
••  Leave  me  not  yet,"  643 
**  Let  ber  depart,"  564 
*'  l^t  the  vain  courtier,"  49 
••  Let  us  depart,"  606 

Life,  the  prayer  for,  509 
i     Lij^lits  and  shades,  601 
Lilies  of  the  field,  the,  601 
Lines  on  Elixabeth  Smith,  12 
Literary  Blagnet,  the,  248,  373  notes 
Lonely  bird,  the,  669 
"  Loolc  on  me  thus  no  more,"  563 
**  Look  on  me  with  thy  cloudless  eyes," 

6«jl 
Lope  de  Vega,  translations  from,  49 
Lorenzini,  sonnet  from,  61 
Lorenzo  de  Medici,  translation  from,  63 
Lost  Pleiad,  the,  375 
Love,  the  faith  of,  507 

—  the  home  of,  603 
Lyre  and  flower,  the,  559 
L\Tc's  lament,  the,  478 
Lvrics  and  songs  for  music,  534 

Maclodio,  the  battle  of,  128 
Madeline,  406 
Madoc's  farewell,  149 
Madonna,  to  a  picture  of  the,  517 
Mai^,  sonnet  from,  138 
Mafoc  glass,  the,  468 
Manuel,  translation  from.  49 
Uanzoni,  II  Contedi  Carmagnolafrora, 

125 
MarchettI,  sonnet  from,  138 
Marenima,  the,  191 
Marguerite  of  France,  521 
Maris  di  Conti,  aonnet  from,  138 


Markia  among  tba  mlaa  of  GaittMfih  Slf 
Martyrs,  tha  English,  668 
Maiy  at  tha  iset  of  Qirist,  599 

>-  tha  memorial  of  •  509 
Mary  Magdalene  at  tha  •epokhrt,  000 

—  —       bearing  tidiaci  of  tha 
resurrection,  600 

Mi'dici,  Lorenao  ^,  sonnat  froaa,  63 
fleeting  of  the  bards,  the,  346 

—  of  tha  brothors,  4S7 

—  of  the  ships,  560 
Memorial  of  Mary,  the,  509 

—  piUar,  tba,  410 

Memory  of  a  ststar* in-law,  to  tha,  486 

—  of  Sir  U.  Ellis,  to  tba,  56 

—  of  Lord  Charlea  Mnnaja  to 

the.  490 

—  ofSir&PakaiilMm,totbe,65 

—  ofthedaad,494 
Message  to  the  dead,  the,  459 
Messenger  bird,  tha,  343 

—  —   answer  to,  S43  nota 
Metastaaio,  tranalatioiu  from,  ^ 
Mignon's  song,  647 

Mina's  soldiers,  song  of,  641 

Minster,  the,  470 

Miriam's  song,  608 

Mirror  in  tlie  deserted  haU,  tha,  484 

Miss  F.  A.  L.,  to,  on  her  birthday,  295 

—  —  on     her     mother^ 
death,  296 

Modem  Oreaoa.  28 
3Ioir,  D.  M..  316,  630 
aMonarch's  death,  a,  423 
Montgomery,  James,  962 
Monthly  Review,  the,  3 
Monti's  Basvigliana,  transhitioiis  fitmi, 
118 

—  Caius  GracduB,  133 
Monumental  inscription,  356 
Moorish  bridal-song,  338 

—  gathering-song,  640 
More,  Hannah,  107  nota 
Morehead,  Dr,  2.>3, 292  notes 
Morgarten,  song  of  the  battle  of,  253 
Morning  song,  from  Gesner,  52 

'*  Mother!  oh,  sing  me  to  rest,"  641 

—  to  my,  11 

—  —     a  sonnet,  2 

—  hymn  by  tha  sick-bad  of  a, 

4S7 
Mother's  birthday,  on  my,  1 

—  litany  by  the   sick-bed  of  a 
child,  :>96 

Mountain  churchyard,  Easter-day  in  a, 
581 

—  fires,  the,  150 

—  sanctuaries,  601 

—  winds,  to  the,  614 
Mourner  for  the  Barmecides,  the,  417 
Mo/art's  requiem,  4.35 

Mumed  drum,  the,  552 

Murray,  Lord  Cliarles,  to  the  memory 

of,  490 
Mmic,  the  voice  of,  498 

—  at  a  deathbed,  654 

—  from  shore,  561 

—  of  St  Patrick's,  557 

—  of  yesterday,  3/9 
Mv  own  portrait,  to,  487 
M  vrtle  bough,  the,  244 
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.iples,  536 

ational  lyrics,  534 

ature,  hope  of  future  commnnion  with, 

623 
—     remembrance  of,  628 
ature's  fisrewell,  477 
Near  thee,  still  near  tliee,"  538 
ew-bom,  to  the,  502 
iglit,  song  of,  471 
ight-blowing  flowvs,  551 
iglit-h>-mn  at  sea,  597 
idit  scene  in  Genoa,  99 
ightingale.  the,  532 
ightingale's  death-eong,  the,  481 
o  more,  488 
No  searching  vs^*  47 


North  i 

>m»faa»Bavia< 

r.  tha,  lis.  S^ 

337, 

sag 

Korthsm  spria*,  tba,  53S 

Norton, 
6i4, 

motaeor,  113, 

U6.a8.ai. 

*'Othoa 

"  O  ya  horn,"  599 

••OyavoiBas_ 

*'  O  ye  votoas  rouad,"  fttf 

Oceaa,  tba,  589 

O'Connorli  child.  506 

Ode  on  tha   delSaat   af 


*'  O'er  tba  fax  btasa 
"  Oh !  droop  thoo  Mt,**  638 
**0h!  skytarfc.fortfeorwiiig.-MA 
*'  Oh !  thoaaaloM.'"  4ft 


Old  church  in 
Old  Norway, 
Olive  tree,  tbb. 
Orange  bough,  tba,  548 
Orchard  btoasoma,  61l> 
Orphan,  to  an.  486 
Ottio,  the  emperar,  8i 
Our  daily  patlia,  S70 
—  Lady'a  w«il,  866 
Owen  Gqnidwr'aiRar-aoBg.  149 
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Pcstaa  Toea,  the,  S8  Bote 
Paintar'a  laat  worii,  tba,  505 
Pakanham,  Sir  E.,  to  tba 
Pahn-tree,  the.  430 
Pahner,  the,  601 
Paradise,  a  tboQgfai  of,  606 
Parting  of  summer,  the,  866 

—  ship,  the,  478 

—  Bong,  a,  600 

—  words,  450 
Passing  away,  489 
Pastcnlni,  sonnet  frt»a«  40 
Patriarchal  lifie,  ima<ea  of.  6W 
Patriotic  elh»iona  of  tba  Itabaa 

translations  from,  137 
Paul  and  Virginia,  osi  reading,  6M 
Pauline,  434 

Peasant  girl  of  the  Rlxme,  the,  MA 
Pegolotti,  sonnet  from,  138 
Penitence,  the  song  of,  609 
I'enitent  anointing  Christ  Is  fMt,  the,   < 

590 
Penitent's  offering,  the,  496 

—       return,  the.  606 
Petrarch,  txanslationa  from,  51 
I'icture  of  the  Madonna,  to  sk,  517 
Pilgrim  fiithers,  landing  of  the,  429 
i'ilgrim's  song  to  the  evening  star,  565 
Pindemonte,  sonnet  fr»m,  63 
I'kuxs  of  worship,  602 
Plataa,  the  tomba  of,  261 
Poet's  dying  hymn,  a,  683 
Poetry,  the  return  to,  622 
Portrait,  to  my  own,  487 
Prayer,  a,  •*  O  God,"  1 

—  *'  Father  in  hea\-en,**  €S1 

—  at  sea  after  victory,  560 

—  for  lifie,  the,  509 

—  in  tlie  wiklcm«s.  the,  566 

—  of  affection,  606 

—  of  the  londy  student,  577 
Prince  Madoc's  farewell,  140 
lYidoners'  evening  service,  tbe,  567 
Procession,  the,  616 

l*roIogue  to  the  Pour  Geutknoan,  21 

—        Fiesoo,  530 
Properzia  Rozzi,  392 
Psalm  cxlviiL  par^ihrue  of,  533 
Paalnis,  tlie  poetry  of  tbe,  634 
Psyche  borne  by  ic^yrs  to  tbe  Usiri 
of  Pleasure,  382 

Quarterly  Review,  the,  68, 103,  114 

Uuevedo,  translation  from,  60 

Queen  (rf  Prussia's  tomb,  the,  400  ' 

Rainbow,  the,  629 

Iteoords  of  immature  ganioi,  on.  617       { 
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fUeonb  of  the  autumn  of  1834, 032 

—  ofthetpriiigofl834,617 
— i      of  woouui,  385 

Reoovery,  629 
R«gondi,  Giulio,  to,  G20 
Remembered  picture,  to  a,  484 
Requiem  of  geniue,  the,  482 
Restoration  of  the  worica  of  ait  to  Italy, 

22 
Return,  the,  453 

—  to  poetry,  the,  622 
Retzach's  angel  of  death,  on,  628 
Revellers,  the,  364 

Rhine  song  of  the  German  soldisn,  534 
RhyDon,  residence  at,  384,  note 
Richard  Coeor-de-Iioo,  101 

—         —         at  the  bier  of 
his  lather,  346 
Rio  Verde  song,  the,  530 
Rivers,  the,  528 
Rispah,  the  vigil  of,  598 
Rock  beside  the  sea,  the,  566 

—  of  Coder  Idris,  the,  152 
Rod  of  Aaron,  the,  495 
Roman  girl's  song,  433 
Rome,  Alaric  at,  95,  note 

—  buried  hi  her  own  mine,  50 
Rose,  a  song  of  the,  550 

—  a  tliought  of  the,  518 
Ruin,  the,  469 

—  and  its  flowen,  the,  13 
Rural  walks,  3 

Ruth,  598 

Sabbath  sonnet,  629 

Saered  harp,  the,  600 

Sadness  and  mirth,  480 

8t  Cecilia,  for  a  picture  of.  505 

St  Patrick's,  music  of,  557 

Sannazaro,  sonnet  from,  296 

Sappho,  last  song  of,  549 

Scene  in  a  Dalecarlian  mine,  357 

Scenes  and  hymna  of  life,  568 

Sceptic,  the.  106 

Schepler,  Louise,  two  sonnets  to,  903 

Schiller's  Wallenstein,  426 

Schmidt,  tiie  Wanderer  from,  523 

Schwerin,  marshal,  grare  of,  555 

Sclo,  the  voice  of,  243 

Scott,  Sir  Walter,  506,  534 

—       —       fbneral-dayof,585 
Sculptured  children,  the,  49iS 
Sea,  distant  sound  of  the,  618 

—  night-hymn  at,  507 

—  prayer  at,  589 

—  sound  of  the,  356 

—  thought  of  the,  618 
Sea-bird  flying  inland,  the,  484 
Sra-song  of  Gaihm,  the,  146 
Sebastian  of  Portu^pU,  256 

—  —       —         ode  on  the  defeat 
of,  254 

Second-sight,  483 

Secret  tribunal,  a  tale  of  the,  194 

**  Seek  by  (he  silvery  Darro,"  540 

Shade  of  Theseus,  the,  349 

Shadow  of  a  flower,  the,  491 

Shakspeare,  2 

Shepherd-poet  of  the  Alps,  the,  612 

Shore  of  Africa,  the,  138 

Bhunamite  woman,  reply  of  the,  598 

Sicilian  captive,  the,  412 

Sickneas,  thoughts  during,  627 

-*       like  night,  628 
Siege  of  Valencia,  the,  2(52 
Silent  muiatude.  the,  493 
Silver  locks,  the,  10 
BUvio  Pellico,  to,  622 

—  —       released,  622 
"  Sing  to  me,  gondolier.'*  563 

**  Sister  1  shioe  I  met  thee  hist,"  559 
Sister's  dream,  the,  507 
Bisters,  the,  548 

—  of  Bethany,  the,  599 

—  ofScio,  the,  455 
Sister-in-law,  to  the  memory  of  a,  486 
Sky,  to  the,  617 

Skylark,  the,  532 


Skylark,  on  watchUig  the  flight  of  a.  618 
Sleeper,  the,  484 

—  of  Marathon,  the,  295 
Smith,  Elizabeth,  lines  on.  12 
Soldier's  deathbed,  the,  461 

—  song  of  mflmoty,  the,  358 
Song  for  air  by  Hummel,  490 

—  founded  on  an  Arabian  anecdote, 

293 

—  ofDek)s,5S5 

—  of  emigration,  451 
~  of  hope,  the,  546 

—  of  Mina's  soldiers,  541 

—  ofnight.  the,  471 

—  of  pmitenee,  the,  600 

—  of  the  battle  of  Morgarten,  the, 

253 

—  of  the  rose,  a,  560 

—  of  the  Spanish  wanderer,  361 

—  of  the  Vurgin,  599 
Songs  for  summer  hours,  541 

—  of  a  guardian  spirit,  538 

—  of  captivity,  545 

—  of  our  fathers,  the,  366 

—  of  Spain,  530 

—  ofthe  affections,  442 

—  oftheCid.238 

Sonnet,  <*  A  chihl  midst  ancient,  601 

—  "A  fearless  journey  er."  «03 

—  "A  song  for  Israel's  God."  50S 

—  "  All  the  bright  hues,"  &H) 

—  **  Amidst  these  scenes,"  50 

—  <*  And  come,  ye  fisithfiil,"  597 

—  "  And  ye  are  strong."  619 

—  «*  As  the  tired  voyager,"  597 

—  '*  Back,  then,  once  more."  629 

—  **  Bcskie  the  streams,"  46 

—  *  *  Blessfaigs  be  round,  '*  603 

—  "  Cahn  scenes,"  620 

—  "Come forth."  621 

—  *•  Crowning  a  flowery  slope," 

603 
~      **  Doth  thy  heart  stir."  619 

—  • '  Exempt  from  every  grief,"  47 

—  <•  Pair  Tojo,  there,"  44 

—  **  Far  are  the  wings,"  621 

-^      **  Far  from  the  rustlings."  017 

—  *  *  Father  in  heaven ,"  621 

—  **  Flowers !  when  the  Saviour," 

601 

—  •  •  For  there  a  holy,"  603 

—  "  Happy  wore  they,"  601 

—  *<  He  that  was  dead,"  602 

—  « <  He  who  prodahns,"  47 

—  '  <  High  in  the  gtowhig."  4*) 

—  "How  flows  thy  behig,"  622 

—  *'  How  many  Messed,^'  629 

—  "  How  shaUthd  harp,"  600 

—  •*  I  cry  aloud,"  138 

—  "I  dweU  among,"  598 

—  "I  love  to  hail,"  3 

—  "I  met  that  hnage,"  601 

—  "lfe'eragahi,"623 

—  "If  thus  thy  fallen ,"  49 

—  "If  to  the  sighing.  51 

—  "Italia,  OluOia," 49 

—  "  Italia,  oh  I  no  more."  138 

—  "  Like  those  pale  stars,"  5U0 

—  "  LowUest  of  women,"  598 

—  "  MiO««tic  plant,"  623 

—  "My  earliest  memories, "  G 1 8 

—  "  Nobly  thy  song."  (524 

—  "  Not  long  thy  voice,"  620 

—  "  O  Cambrian  river,"  618 

—  "  O  genUe  story."  630 

—  "  O  festal  spring."  617 

—  "  O  nature !  there,"  628 

—  "  O  tliought,  O  memory,"  627 

—  "  O  vale  and  bike,"  619 

—  "Oft  have  I  sung."  45 

—  "Oft  in  still  night-dreamn.  "624 

—  "  Oh  I  bless'd  beyond."  599 

—  "  Oh  t  Judge  hi  thoughtful," 

—  617 

—  "Oh!  what  a  Joy,"  621 

—  "  On  Judah's  hills,"  602  ^ 

—  *  *  Once  more  the  eternal . "  622 

—  "  One  grief,  one  faith,"  509 


Sonnet,  **  Pause  not,"  49 

—  *«  Pilgrim,  whose  steps,"  138 

—  *'  Pow  insect,  rash  as  xare,* 


— >     "  Saved  firom  the  perUs, "  46 

—  "  She  that  caat  down."  138 
_      «  Should  loTB,  the  tyrant,"  45 
~     <*  Soft  skies  of  Italy  ,"57 

-.      "  Soothed  by  the  stnUn,"  523 
~      "  Sphit  betoved,"  45 

—  •*  Spirit,  so  oft,"  623 

—  **  Spirit,  whose  life  nistaining,' 

602 

—  «« Still  are  the  cowslips,"  619 

—  "  Still  that  last  look,"  620 

—  * '  Sylph  of  the  breeze,"  51 

—  *•  The  palm,  the  vine,"  6(i2 

—  "  The  nhune-like  swaying,' 

58S 

—  «*  The  lafaited  spirit,"  50 

—  "Then  was  a  task."  600 

—  ' '  There  are  who  dimb."  622 

—  "  There  bkMms  a  plant,"  46 

—  "  There  was  a  moumfiihieds," 

609 

—  "  These  marble  domes,"  50 

—  "  They  float  before  my  soul," 

623 

—  **  This  green  recess,"  61 

—  *'  This  mountain>scene,"  44 

—  •*  Those  eyes  whence  love,"  44 

—  "  Thou  art  like  night,"  628 

—  "  Thou  hast  tliy  record,"  oHQ 

—  "  Thou  in  thy  mom,"  50 

—  "  Thou  that  wouklst  mark," 

51 

—  '*  Thou  by  whose  power,"  45 

—  "  Tliou  who  hast  bled ,"  50 

—  "  Tissweet  to  thtok,"  3 

—  "To    thee,   maternal   guar- 

dian," 2 

—  "  Trees,  gracious  trees,"  619 

—  "  Twaa  a  bright   moment." 

623 

—  "  Under  a  palm-tree,"  600 

—  "  Upward  and  upward,"  618 

—  "  Waves  of  Mondego,"  47 

—  •*  Wo  come  not,  fair    one," 

53 

—  "  Weeper,  to  thee,"  600 

—  "  Wekome,  O  pure,"  628 

—  "  WeU   might  thhie  awful,' 

6l8 

—  "  What  booiehold  thouglits," 

600 

—  "  Whaiseerel  crarrent."  620  ^^ 

—  "  When  fhmi  tlie  mountain," 

—  138 

—  "  Where  shall  I  And,"  47 

—  "  Whither,  celestial  maid." 53 

—  "  Whither,  oh!  whither,"  62i 

—  « *  Who  watches,"  598 

—  "  Wrapt  in  sad  musings,"  43 

—  "  Ye  too,  the  ftee,"  6(»2 

—  "  Yes  1  all  things  tell  m,"  622 

—  "  Yet  as  a  sunburst,"  599 

—  "  YetroUingfar."618 
Sonnets,  devotional  and  memorial,  600 
Sound  of  the  sea,  the,  356 

_     _     _     the  distant,  618 

Southern  cross,  the,  332  note 

Spain,  songs  of,  539 

Spanish  diapel,  the.  418 
— >     evening  hymn.  540 
— >     wanderer,  song  of  the,  361 

Spartans*  march,  the.  243 

Spells  of  home,  the,  433 

Sphrit,  flight  of  the,  628 

—  of  the  Cape,  appearance  of  the 

to  Vasco  de  Gama,  297 
Spb-it's  mysteries,  the.  429 

—  return,  a,  442 

Spring  of  1834,  records  of  the,  617 

—  the  voice  of,  247 

Stanzas  on  the  death  of  the  Princess 
Charlotte,  59 

—  to  the  memory  of ,360 

—  —     —        George  IIL,  187 
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star  of  the  mine,  the,  485 

Stan,  the,  590 

Stewart,  Dugald,  370  note 

Storm  of  Delphi,  the,  S41 

Storm-painter  in  his  dungeon,  the,  471 

Stranger  in  Louiiiana,  the,  343 

Stranger's  heart,  the,  464 

Stream  set  free,  the,  64S 

Stream*,  the,  474 

Student's  prajer,  the,  577 

Subterranean  stream,  the,  49S 

Sullote  mother,  the,  SS2 

Summer  hours,  songs  for,  541 

Summer's  call,  the,  543 

—  parting,  the,  366 
Sun,  the,  529 
Sunbeam,  the,  431 
Sunset,  athoi^gifatat,  690 
Superstition  and  revelation,  114 
Swan  and  the  skylark,  the,  562 
**  Sweet  rose,**  48 

Swiss  song,  342 
Switzer's  wife,  the,  901 
Sword  of  the  tomb,  the,  338 
*'  S^lph  of  the  breeze,"  51 

Tale  of  the  secret  tribunal,  a,  194 
—  of  the  fourteenth  century,  a,  213 
Tales  and  historic  scenes,  67, 190 
Taliesbi's  prophecy,  148 
Torak,  the  Moorish  conqueror,  77  notes 
Tiisso,  Bernardo,  sonnet  from,  50 

—  Torquato,  sonnet  from,  50 

—  and  his  sister,  420 

—  Goethe's,  somes  frtxn,  611 
Tasso's  coronation,  479 — Release  *421 
Tempe,  vale  of,  31  note 

Terrot,  Rev.  Mr,  66  note 

•*  The  sainted  spirit,"  50 

**  The  torrent- wave,"  48 

Tliekla  at  her  lover's  grave,  455 

Tbekla's  song,  364 

Themes  of  song,  the,  534 

*'  There  are  sounds  in  the  dark  Ron- 

cesvalles,"  541 
**  These  marble  domes,"  50 
Theseus,  the  shade  of,  349 
••  This  green  recess,"  51 
*•  Thou  grot,  whence  flows,"  52 
**  Thou,  hi  thy  mom,"  50 
**  Thou  that  wouldstmark,"  51 
*•  Thou,  the  stem  monarch,"  51 
*•  Thou  who  hast  bled,*  50 
Thought  from  an  Italian  poet,  489 

—  of  home  at  sea,  486 

—  of  Paradise,  a,  606 

—  of  the  future,  a.  498 

—  of  the  rose,  a,  518 

—  of  the  sea,  a,  618 


ThnndMntorm,  tiie,  531 

Tomb,  written  after  viriUng  a,  519 

—     of  Madame  Langhans,  the,  457 
Tombs  of  PUtca,  the,  §51 
TransUtionsfrom  Camoens,  43 

—  firom  Horace,  296 

—  from  the  Italian,  118, 137 

—  frtxn   the  Tkiio,   &c.   of 
Goethe,  611 

Traveller  at  the  aource  of  the  Nile,  the, 

368 
Traveller's  evenhig  sonc,  the,  579 

—        household,  hymn  of,  on  his 

return,  594 
Treasures  of  the  deep,  the,  361 
Trees,  thoi^hta  oonneetad  with,  619 
Triumphant  music,  483 
Tronbadoorsong,**  Tiie  wanriorcross'd," 

361 

—  —  *  •They  rear'd  no  trophy," 

600 

—  and  Richard  Coeur-de-Lion, 

tlie,  101 
Trampet,  the,  874 
Two  homes,  flie,  460 

—  monuments,  the,  604 

—  voices,  the,  472 

Tyrolese  peasants,  evenhig  song  of  tlie, 
494 

U11a,421 

**  Unbendfaig  midst  the  wintry  skies,"  48 

Ura  and  sword,  the,  244 

Yaloida,  the  siege  of,  262 

Yalkyriur  song,  340 

Tasoo  de  Gama,  appearance  of  the  spi- 
rit of  the  Cape  to,  297 

Vassal's  lament  for  the  fallen  tree,  the, 
347 

Vaudois  mountaineers,  hymn  of  the, 
588 

—  valleys,  the,  360 

—  wife,  the,  453 

Vega,  Garcilaso  de,  translations  fit>m, 
52,296 

—  Lope  de,  sonnet  from,  49 
Venus,  to,  from  Horace,  298 
Vernal  thought,  a,  617 
Vespers  of  Palermo,  the,  153 
Victor,  the,  510 

Victory,  prayer  at  sea  after,  589 
View  from  Castri,  tlie,  251 
Vigil  of  arms,  the,  476 

—  ofRizpah,  the,  598 
Violets,  53 

Virgil's  tomb,  on  a  leaf  fttnn,  245 
Virgin,  ItaUan  girl's  hymn  to  the,  449 
Virgin's  song,  the,  599 


Vidtkig  » tomb,  written  after,  519 
Voice  of  B  qiMt,  the,  364 

—  of  God,  the,  495 

—  of  home  to  Che  prodigal,  the,  Sr; 

—  ornuisie,th«,  488 

—  or8do,th«,2IS 

—  ofsprinr,  tlie,947 
i—  oftlMwaves,tbe.  511 

—  of  the  wind,  475 
Voyager's  dream  of  land,  a,  427 

Wakenhig,  the,  378 
Wales,  flueweil  to,  488 
Wallaoe'k  faavocatioD  to  Broee,  63 
Wanderer,  the,  533 

—  and  the  night-flowers.  551 
Wandering  female  singer,  to  a,  501 

—  wind,  the,  5€l 
Washington's  atatne,  485 
Wasp,  sonnet  to,  and  reply,  533 
Water-lilies,  565 
Water-lfly,  the,  008 

Watts,  A.  A.,  248  note 

Waves,  Toice  of  the,  511 

**  We  retrnn  no  more,"  600 

Weary,  evening  soog  of  the.  593 

Welcome  to  death,  the,  508 

Welsh  mdodies,  145 

West,  W.  E.,  488 

**  What  woke  the  buried  sooDd.*  563 

**  Where  is  the  sea,**  487 

Widow  of  Cresoentius,  tiM,  85 

Widowt  son.  raiahig  of  the,  608 

Wife  of  Asdrabal,  the,  tf7 

WUd  Huntsman,  the,  348 

Wilderness,  prayer  In  the,  686 

William  the  Conqneror,  b«irialof,S 

AVillow  so^,  the,  54S 

Wilson,  ProCeesor.  456 

Whid,  Toioe  of  the,  475 

AVfaigs  of  the  doire,  the,  SSI 

Wish,  the,  518 

Woman  and  fame,  487 

—     on  the  field  of  battle.  462 
Women  of  Jemaalem  at  the  Cross,  tt 

599 
Wood  walk  and  hvmn.  576 
Wordsworth,  William,  568  note 

—  —  to.  422 

Works  of  art,  restoration  of  the.  22 
World  in  the  open  air,  the.  367 
*'  Wouldst  thou  to  love."  48 
Wounded  eagle,  the,  480 
Wreck,  the,  373 

"  Ye  are  not  mias'd,  Cair  flowen,"  W 
Younger  brother,  to  my,  11 

Zegri  maid,  the,  538 
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A  bleflring  on  thy  head,  thoa  child  of  many  hcHpeaand  fours,  502 
A  child  beside  a  hamlefk  fount  at  play,  604 
A  child  midst  andent  mountains  I  have  stood,  601 
A  deep-toned  lyre  hung  mormuring,  478 
A  dhn  and  mighty  minster  of  old  time,  574 
A  fearless  Joorn^tf  o'er  the  mountain-snow,  603 
A  glorious  voice  hath  ceased,  585 
A  lyre  its  plaintive  sweetness  pour'd,  550 
A  mighty  and  a  mingled  throng,  493 
A  monarch  on  his  deathbed  lay,  423 
A  moumfhl  gift  is  mine,  my  friends,  483 
A  requiem,  and  for  whom,  435 
A  song  for  Israel's  Qod !    Spear,  crest,  and  helm,  508 
A  song  for  the  death-day  of  the  brave,  425 
A  song  was  heard  of  old,  a  low  sweet  song,  535 
A  sound  comes  on  the  rising  breese,  561 
A  sound  of  music  from  amidst  the  hills,  415 
A  sound  of  woe  in  Salem  f  mournful  cries,  08 
A  sounding  step  was  heard  by  ni^t,  476 
A  trumpet's  note  is  in  the  sky,  in  the  glorious  Roman  sky,  479 
A  voice  from  Sdo's  isle,  843 

A  voice  from  times  departed  yet  floats  thy  hills  among,  148 
A  voice  of  woe,  a  murmur  of  hunent,  255 
A  waD  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  deathbed  of  the  young,  350 
A  youth  rode  forth  ttcm  his  childhood's  home,  477 
A  youth  went  forth  to  exile,  from  a  home,  851 
Agabi,  oh  send  that  anthem-peal  again,  557 
Ah  cease!  these  fhiHless  tears  restrain,  40 
An  night  the  booming  minute-gun,  373 
All  the  bright  hues  from  Eastern  garlands  glowing,  601 
Alone  through  giocnny  forset  shades,  587 
Along  the  star-lit  Sehie  went  nusic  swelUng,  404 
Amidst  the  bitter  tears  that  &11,  46 
Amidst  the  peopled  and  the  regal  isle,  141 
Amidst  the  thrilling  leaves,  thy  vokse,  406 
^  Amidst  those  scenes,  O  pilgrim  I  seek'st  thou  Rome,  50 
And  come,  ye  fiJthftil !  round  Messiah  seen,  597 
And  is  thoe  s^ory  from  the  heaven  departed,  375 
And  is  there  sadness  in  thy  dreams,  my  boy,  458 
And  shrink  ye  ttcm  the  way,  430 
And  thoe  they  sleep,  the  men  who  stood,  S51 
And  was  thy  home,  pale  wither'd  thing,  i45 
And  ye  are  strong  to  shelter:  all  meek  things,  619 
Another  warning  sound !    The  ftmeral  bell,  187 
Answer  me,  burning  stars  of  night,  424 
Answer,  ye  diiming  waves,  511 
Apropos  of  your  illness,  ptay  give,  if  yon  please,  130 
Are  ye  for  ever  to  your  skies  departed,  354 
Arise !  old  Vomy  sends  the  word,  667 
Art  thou  come  from  the  fiusoff  land  at  last,  501 
As  the  tired  voyager  on  stonny  seas,  697 


Ask'st  thou  n^  home  1  my  pathway  wouldrt  thou  know,  364 
Ave!  nowletprayerand  music,  540 
Away!  though  still  thy  sword  is  red,  293 
Ay,  wairior,  arm!  and  wear  thy  plume,  490 


Back  then,  once  more  to  breast  the  waves  of  life,  629 

Banners  hung  drooping  from  on  high,  604 

Bear  them  not  from  gnmy  deDs,  556 

Before  the  flay  sun,  242 

Beings  of  brighter  worids,  that  rise*  at  thues,  114 

Beside  the  streams  of  Babylon,  in  tears,  46  • 

Bird  of  the  greenwood,  556 

Bird,  that  art  singing  on  Ebroli  side,  540 

Birds,  joyous  birds  of  the  wandering  wing,  434 

Blessfaig  and  love  be  round  thee  still,  lair  boy,  520 

Blessings  be  round  it  still,  that  gleaming  ikne,  603 

Blessings,  O  Father!  shower,  506 

Brave  spirit !  moum'd  with  food  regret,  55 

Bride!  upon  thy  marriage-day,  466 

Brightly,  brightly  hast  thou  fled,  562 

Bring  flowers,  young  flowers,  for  the  festal  board,  3€3 

Bring  mode !  stir  the  brooding  air,  554 

Broods  there  some  s|4rit  here,  577 

By  a  mountain-stream  at  rest,  566 

By  the  blue  waters,  the  restless  ocean-waters,  627 

By  the  dark  stillness  brooding  in  the  sky,  607 

By  the  dread  and  vlewlees  powws,  146 

By  the  mighty  minster's  bell,  372 

By  the  eoft  green  light  in  the  woody  glade,  433 

Call  back  your  odours,  lovely  flowers,  661 

Can  tt  not  loneliness  to  dweU,  210 

Calm  on  the  boeom  of  thy  God,  357 

Cafan  scenes  of  patriarch  life  I  how  long  a  power,  6S0 

Chains  on  the  cities,  gfc)om  in  the  air,  640 

Chieftains,  lead  on  i  our  hearts  beat  high,  68 

ChBd  I  amklst  the  flowers  at  pby,  877 

Chfldren  of  night,  unfoldfaig  meekty,  iloirily,  651 

Oad  In  all  their  brightest  green,  1 

Come  away,  dves  I  tHiUe  the  dew  Is  sweet,  666 

Come  away !  the  chlkl,  where  flowers  are  qwlnging,  660 

Come  away  I  the  sunny  hours,  648 

Come  forth,  and  let  us  throoili  oar  hearts  receive,  681 

Come  from  the  woods  with  the  citron  flowvs,  388 

Come  home  I  there  is  a  sorrowing  brsath,  465 

Come,  fet  me  make  a  sunny  reafan  around  thee,  604 

Come  near,  ere  y«t  the  dust,  363 

Come  to  me,  dreams  of  heaven,  664 

Come  to  me,  gentle  sleep,  667 

Come  to  me,  when  my  soul,  619 

Come  to  me  with  your  triuaq^  and  your  woMf  €77 
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Come  to  Uw  land  of  peace,  499 

Come  to  the  Muuet  tree,  494 

Come  to  the  woods,  my  boy,  503 

Come,  while  hi  freahnefls  and  dew  it  lies,  3C7 

Creature  of  air  and  light,  491 

Crowning  a  flowery  slope,  it  stood  alone,  603 

Dark  chieflahi  of  the  heath  and  hel^t,  506 

Daridy  the  cloud  of  night  comes  rolUng  on,  553 

Darkly  thou  glidest  onward,  493 

Daughter  of  the  Italian  heaven,  469 

Day  is  past,  564 

Deep,  fiery  clouds  o'ercast  Uie  sky,  531 

Divine  Eliza !  since  the  sapphire  sky,  396 

Doth  thy  heart  stir  within  thee  at  the  sight,  619 

Down  a  broad  river  of  the  Western  wikla,  403 

Dreamer !  and  wouldst  thoa  know,  496 

Dream*st  thou  of  heawn  ?    What  dreams  are  thine,  518 

Droop  not,  n^  brothers !  I  hear  a  glad  strain,  546 

Eagle !  this  Is  not  thy  spbete,  480 
Earth !  guard  wlmt  here  we  lay  in  holy  trust,  S56 
Enjoy  the  sweets  of  life's  luxuriant  Hay,  53 
Exempt  from  every  grief,  'twas  mine  to  live,  47 

Fair  gratitude  in  strain  snbltoe,  14 

Fair  Images  of  sleep,  497 

Fah-  Tajo,  thou  whoee  cafanly-flowing  tide,  44 

Fair  vision!  thou*rt  from  sunny  rides,  517 

Fair  wert  thou  hi  the  dreams,  849 

Fallen  was  the  house  of  Oiafitf ;  and  its  name,  417 

Far  are  the  wings  of  intellect  astray,  631 

Far  away  1  my  home  is  &r  away,  558 

Far  frt)m  the  rustlings  of  the  popkr  bough,  617 

Far  through  the  Delphian  shades,  341 

FareweD,  beloved  and  mourn 'd  \  we  miss  awhile,  520 

Father !  guide  me ;  day  declines,  579 

Father  in  heaven,  from  whom  the  simplest  flower,  621 

Father  of  heaven  and  earth,  593 

Father !  that  hi  the  olive  shade,  487 

Faunud !  who  lov'st  the  flying  nymplis  to  chase,  299 

Fear  was  within  tlie  tosshig  bark,  355 

Fearfully  and  mournfully,  383 

Fill  high  the  blue  hhlas  that  shmes  like  the  wave,  14S 

Firm  be  thy  soul,  serene  in  power,  299 

Fling  forth  the  proud  banner  of  Leon  again,  539 

Flow  on  !  rejoice,  make  music,  543 

Flow,  Rio  Verde,  539 

Flower  of  starry  cleamess  bright,  610 

Flowers !  when  tlie  Saviour's  calm  benignant  ^e,  601 

For  the  strength  of  the  hiUs  we  bless  thee,  588 

For  thou,  a  holy  shepherdess  and  kind,  603 

Forget  them  not,  though  now  their  name,  494 

Fortune  I  why  thus,  where'er  my  footsteps  tread,  48 

Fount  of  the  woods !  thou  art  hkl  no  more,  365 

From  a  ruin  thou  art  singing,  559 

From  the  bright  stars,  or  from  the  viewless  air,  449 

From  the  deep  chambers  of  a  mine,  485 

From  the  glowing  southern  regions,  150 

Gentle  and  lovely  form,  463 

Gloom  is  upon  thy  lonely  hearth,  463 

Go  forth  !  for  she  is  gone,  338 

Go  in  thy  glory  o'er  the  ancient  sea,  473 

Go  to  the  forest  ghide,  438 

Go !  trace  th*  nnnumbcr*d  streams  o'er  earth,  S29 


Given  spot  of  holy  ground,  606 

Gf«8n  wave  the  oak  for  ever  o'er  thy  rest,  4S4 

Hail  I  morning  son,  thus  eai^y  bright,  S8 

Ebtppy  soon  well  meet  again,  3 

Happy  thou  art,  the  cfaikl  of  one,  485 

Happy  were  th^,  Um  motben,  in  whoee  elglit,  601 

Hark!  fren  the dfan ehansh-tower, 553 

Haric!  from  the  right  bmsts  forth  a  tnoKpefb  soimd,  126 

Harp  of  the  mountain-land  !  aoond  forth  again,  145 

Hast  thou  been  in  the  woods  with  the  honey-bee,  506 

Haat  thou  come  with  the  heart  of  thy  chikDiood  back,  45S 

Haste  with  your  tordies,  haste !  make  firellgfat  round,  3a7 

HaUi  the  summv's  breath  on  the  south  wind  borne,  484 

Have  ye  krfl  the  greenwood  lone,  563 

He  passed  from  earth,  60O 

He  sat  in  sOenoe  on  the  groand,  41-1 

He  shall  not  dread  mMbrtoiielB  angry  mien,  48 

He  that  In  venturous  barks  hath  beMi,  530 

He  that  was  dead  roee  np  and  spoke !  ^»  epoke,  G6S 

He  walk'd  with  God  fai  holy  joy,  406 

He  irtio  proclaims  that  love  is  Uglit  aad  main,  47 

Heard  ye  the  Gothic  tnunpefe  Uaat,  06 

Heart!  that  didst  press  forward  stlB,  476 

Her  hands  were  ckq)'d,  her  dark  browa  raheii,  SM 

Her  home  Is  for,  oh  I  for  away,  564 

Here  In  the  dust.  Its  strange  adventmee  o^,  SI 

High  In  the  gfowing  heavens,  with  doodlem  beams,  IS 

Hold  me  upon  thy  foithftd  heart,  661 

Home  of  the  gifted,  fore  thee  weU,  608 

How  can  that  eye,  with  hupiration  heamJng,  506 

How  can  that  love,  so  deep,  so  hme,  565 

How  flows  thy  being  now  ?  like  some  glad  hymn,  63 

How  is  it  that  before  mine  eyes,  487 

How  many  a  day,  in  various  hues  array'd,  12 

How  many  blessed  groups  this  hour  are  iMndiup,  629 

How  many  hopes  were  borne  upon  thy  bier,  457 

How  many  thousands  ore  wakening  now,  87$ 

How  much  of  memory  dwells  amidst  thy  bkxun,  31 S 

How  shoU  the  harp  of  poesy  regain,  600 

How  strange  a  fote  in  love  is  mine,  45 

Hush  !  lightly  tread  1  still  tranquilly  she  sleeps,  572 

Hush  !  'tis  a  holy  hour.    The  quiet  room,  374 

Hush'd  b  tlie  world  in  night  and  sle^,  55 


am  free !  I  have  burst  through  my  galling  chain,  491 

call  thee  bless'd,  though  now  the  voice  be  fled,  461 

come  down  from  the  hills  akme,  633 

come,  I  come  !  ye  have  call'd  me  kmg,  347 

come  to  thee,  O  earth,  471 

cry  aloud,  and  ye  shall  hear  my  call,  138 

dream  of  all  things  free,  546 

go,  I  go !  and  must  mine  image  fode,  382 

go,  sweet  friends !  yet  think  of  me,  354 

go,  sweet  sister!  yet  my  heart  would  linger  with  thee  foin .  S46     | 

tiate  the  Persian's  costly  pride,  898  j 

hear  thee  speak  of  the  better  land,  479 

beard  a  song  upon  the  wandering  wind,  554 

lay  on  that  rock  where  the  storms  have  their  dwelling,  151 

lay  upon  the  solemn  fdain,  296 

look'd  on  the  field  where  the  batHe  was  spread,  606 

love  to  bear  the  mild  and  balmy  hour,  3  1 

love  to  rove  o'er  historyls  page,  3 

made  a  mountain -brook  my  guide,  418 

met  that  hnage  on  a  mirthful  day,  601 

saw  him  at  his  sport  erewhUe,  683 
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I  ctood  upon  the  threibold<atone,<626 

I  <-tood  beside  thjr  lonely  grave,  411 

I  stood  where  the  lip  of  long  lay  low,511> 

I  would  we  had  not  metagain,  685 

If  e'er  again  my  spirit  be  aUow'd,  823 

If  e'er  from  hiunan  blisi  or  woe,  11 

If,  in  thy  glorious  home  above,  44 

If  it  be  sad  to  speak  of  treasorea  gone,  4S3 

If  thus  thy  fidlen  grandeur  I  behold,  40 

If  thou  hast  crush'd  a  flower,  682 

If  to  the  sigliing  breeze  of  summer  hours,  61 

In  Genoa,  when  the  sunset  gave,  S9 

In  sunset's  light  o'er  Afrie  thrown,  368 

In  tears,  the  heart  oppress'd  with  grief,  47 

In  the  deep  hour  of  dreams,  448 

In  tlie  deep  wilderness  unseen  she  pray'd,  688 

In  the  fiin  tide  of  melody  and  mirth,  360 

In  the  proud  old  fiines  of  England,  546 

In  the  shadow  of  the  Pyramid,  518 

In  the  dience  and  grandeur  of  midnight  I  tread,  294 

In  the  silence  of  the  midni^t,  450 

In  thy  cavern -hall,  661 

lo !  they  come,  tJwy  come,  638 

Is  not  thy  heart  fieur  off  amidst  the  woods,  350 

Is  there  some  spirit  sighing,  668 

It  is  tlie  Rhine !  our  mountaia-vixieyards  laving,  634 

It  is  thy  pity  makes  me  weep,  563 

It  is  written  on  the  roee,  489 

It  stands  where  Northern  willows  weep,  409 

It  was  an  hour  of  fear  and  grief,  238 

It  was  tlie  tbne  when  diildren  bound  to  meet,  801 

It  waved  not  through  an  Eastam  sky ,430 

Italia !  O  Italia !  thou  so  graoed,  40 

Italia !  oh !  no  more  Italia  now,  138 

Joy  is  upon  tlie  lonely  seas,  378 

Joy!  the  lost  one  is  restored,  504 

Know  ye  not  when  our  dead,  349 

Know'tft  thou  the  bmd  wh«e  bloom  the  dtron  bowers,  547 

Land  of  departed  fame,  about  dassie  plains,  22 

Leave  me  not  yet,  though  rosy  skies  a&r,  543 

Leave  me,  oh  !  leave  me !  unto  all  below,  460 

Leaves  have  tlieir  time  to  fidi,  375 

Let  the  vain  courtier  waste  his  days,  40 

Let  the  yellow  mead  shine  for  the  sons  of  the  brava,  14S 

LiiSs's  parting  beams  were  in  his  eye,  60 

Light  the  hUls,  till  heaven  is  gfewing,  150 

Like  thee  to  die,  thou  Sun !  my  boyhood's  dream,  481 

Like  those  pale  stars  of  tempest  boors,  wlioea  glMm,  600 

Listen,  Ciiir  maid !  my  song  shall  tdl,  52 

Lonely  and  still  are  now  thy  marble  halls,  87 

Look  from  the  ancient  mountains  down,  800 

Look  on  me  with  thy  cloudless  ^ee,  561 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round,  342 

Lowliest  of  women  and  most  glorified,  698 

Lowly  and  solemn  be,  586 

Lowly  upon  his  bier,  637 

Majestic  plant !  such  frdry  dreams  as  lie,  823 

Mark'd  ye  the  mingling  of  the  dty's  throng,  50 

Midnight  I  and  silence  deep,  471 

Midst  the  long  reeds  that  o'er  a  Grecian  stream,  552 

Midst  Tivoli's  luxuriant  ghulee,  85 

Mighty  ones.  Love  and  Death,  510 

Mhistrel,  whose  gifted  hand  can  bring,  19 


Morn  once  again !  mom  in  the  k>na  dim  ceB»  508 

Mother  aad  ehild»  whoea  bboding  taaa,  410 

Mother!  oh  sing  ma  to  mH,  SU 

Mountain-winds!  oh  wkidMr da ya  oiOl im,  a4 

Moumlblly,  sii^  moomfuHy,  481 

My  battle- vow !  no  minster  wallB»  454 

My  chUd,  my  chUd,  thou leav^ mat  I  ihan faev, 406 

My  earliest  memories  to  tl^y  shoraaaia  booad,  818 

My  father's  house  oooe  mora  I  806 

My  soul  was  mantled  with  darkshadom,  kn,  824 

Near  thee!  stiU  near  thee !  o'er  thy  patliw^  giUiiv,  538 

Night,  holy  night !  the  tlma,  577 

Night  hung  on  Salem'k  towers,  808 

Night  sinks  00  the  wave,  607 

Night  veU'd  the  mountain  of  the  viaa^  104 

No  bitter  tearsfor  thee  be  slied,  64 

No  doud  obscoras  tlie  snauneraky,  630 

No  doud  to  dim  the  qtlendonrs  of  the  day,  103 

No  dower  of  storied  soi^  b  thine,  480 

No  more !  a  harp-string's  deep  and  breaking  tone,  488 

No  search  tag  aya  can  piarea  the  veil,  47 

No  tears  for  thee  I  thoii«hUi^befrt)mii8goiia,  488 

No^y  thy  song,  O  minstnl !  nuh'd  to  meat,  824 

Not  for  the  myrtle  and  not  Ibr  the  viae,  361 

Not  long  thy  voiea  am<mg  ns  may  be  lieard,  020 

O  Cambrian  river,  with  slow  mnsfc  glidiag,  818 

O  dim  forsaken  mixror,  484 

O  ever  Joj-ous  band,  483 

O  festal  spring,  midst  thy  vietorkms  gfow,  817 

O  gentle  stoiy  of  the  Indian  isle,  820 

O  God,  my  Father  and  my  Friend,  1 

O  Joy  of  the  peasant,  O  stately  lima,  666 

O  loudj  voices  of  the  sky,  437 

O  Nature,  thou  didst  rear  ma  for  thina  own,  828 

O  soft  star  of  the  west,  680 

O  Son  of  Bfan,  574 

O  spirit-land,  thou  huid  of  dreams,  462 

O  sunshhie  and  tak  earth,  500 

O  thou  breeze  of  qiring,  583 

O  thou  whose  pure  exalted  mind,  12 

O  Thought !  O  Memory  I  gema  for  ever  heaping,  827 

O  vala  and  lake !  within  your  mountain-am,  819 

O  wanderer !  would  thy  heart  foifet,  64 

O  ye  hours,  ye  sunny  boors,  620 

0  ye  voices  gone,  666 

O  ya  voicaB  round  my  own  liearth  dnging,  645 

O'er  tlie  for  blue  mountains,  683 

Oft  have  I  sung  and  moom'd  the  bitter  woes,  46 

Oft  in  stm  night-dreama  a  daoartad  foea,  824 

Oh !  art  thoo  stiU  on  earth,  my  love,  646 

Oh  !  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much,  367 

Oh!  beautiful  thou  art,  806 

Oh !  bleesU  beyond  aU  dai«htars  of  the  earth,  500 

Oh  I  blest  art  thou  whoea  stepe  may  rove,  628 

Oh  !  bring  ma  one  sweet  orange  boogfa,  643  . 

Oh  !  call  my  brother  bade  to  me,  508 

Oh  !  droop  thoo  not,  mine  early  gentle  fove,  638 

Oh !  enter  not  yon  shadowy  cave,  341 

Oh  !  for  thy  wings,  thou  dove,  381 

Oil !  forget  not  the  hour  when  throogh  foreat  and  valOy  86 

Oh  !  how  could  foncy  crown  with  thee,  364,  657 

Oh  !  if  thou  wflt  not  glva  thine  heart,  400 

Oh  I  Judge  in  thoughtfU  tendemesi  of  thoea.  817 

Oh!  leave thfoe own fovad ilia, 898 
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OhI  li^t]7,ligliUjtraad,484 

Ob!  ligfaUy  tread  through  tlm^  d^ep  chwtnnt  Itomnt  WO 

Ohl  manjftToioeisthiiie.thoawfakllfidliDMiyaToto,  tfl^ 

Ob  I  uiMjf  I  eT«r  pMs  my  happy  boon,  S 

Obi  ne'er  be  ClaiiTonald  the  Taliant  forgot, 58 

Ob  t  pure  and  btoaaed  tool,  288 

Ob  I  skylark,  for  thy  wing,  644 

Ob !  ten  me  not  the  woods  are  fidr,  686 

Oh  I  those  atone  wfaoee  severed  hearts,  48 

Ohl  wear  it  on  thy  bent,  my  tore,  686 

Obi  what  a  )oy  to  iM  that,  in  my  heart,  621 

Ob !  when  wOt  tiioa  ntnm,  377 

Ob  !  who  bath  trod  thy  eonaeerated  dbne,  S8 

Ohl  worthy  fragrant  gifts  of  flowers  and  wine,  290 

On  Judah'S  hills  a  wei^t  of  dartmess  hung,  802 

Onoe  more  the  eternal  melodies  from  for,  882 

One  draught,  Idnd  ftiiy !  from  that  fountain  deep,  486 

One  dream  of  passion  and  of  beauty  more,  392 

One  grief,  one  foith,  O  sisten  of  the  dead,  599 

One  hour  for  distant  homes  to  weep,  646 

Fuse  not  with  lingering  feet,  O  pilgrim  I  here,  49 
Peace  to  thy  dreams !  thou  art  sinmberiiv  now,  380 
Pilgrim  I  oh  say,  bath  thy  cheek  been  fonn'd,  961 
Pilgrim !  whose  steps  tliese  desert  sands  explore,  188 
Poor  insect,  xash  as  rare  I  thy  sovertfgn,  sure,  523 
Praise  ye  the  Lord !  on  erery  heigbt,  633 
Press  on,  my  steed  !  I  hear  the  swdl,  180 
Propitious  winds  our  daring  baric  impelled,  297 

Raise  ye  the  sword  !  let  the  death«stroke  be  given,  151 

Rest  on  your  battle-fields,  ye  brave,  245 

Rest,  pilgrim,  rest  I  Tbou*rt  from  the  Syrian  land,  363 

Return  my  thoughts !  come  home,  807 

Return,  return,  my  bird,  521 

Ring,  joyous  chords !  ring  out  again,  384 

Rise  like  an  altar-fire,  575 

Rocks  of  my  country !  let  the  cloud,  376 

Rome !  Rome !  thou  art  do  more,  433 

Rose  !  what  dost  thou  here,  550 

Royal  in  splendour  went  down  tlie  day,  398 

Saved  from  the  perils  of  the  stormy  wave,  46 

Saviour !  that  of  woman  bom,  596 

Saw  ye  the  blazing  star,  149 

Say  not  *tis  fruitless — nature's  holy  tear,  296 

Seek  by  the  silvery  Darro,  540 

See'st  thou  my  home  ?    Tis  where  yon  woods  are  waving,  460 

See'st  thou  yon  gray  gleaming  hall,  611 

She  came  forth  in  her  bridal  robes  array'd,  602 

She  dwelt  in  proud  Yenetian  halls,  515 

She  knelt  in  prayer.    A  stream  of  sunset  fell,  407 

She  sat,  where  on  each  wind  that  sigh'd,  420 

She  sleeps,  but  not  tite  free  and  sunny  sleep,  507 

She  stood  upon  the  loftiest  peak,  352 

She  that  cast  down  the  empires  of  the  world,  138 

Should  love,  the  tyrant  of  my  suffering  heart,  45 

Silent  and  mournful  sat  an  Indian  chief,  371 

Sing,  sing  in  memory  of  tlie  brave  departed,  358 

Sing  them  upon  the  sunny  hills,  366 

Sing  to  me.  Gondolier,  563 

Singing  of  the  free  blue  sky,  512 

Sister  I  since  I  met  thee  last,  558 

Sister,  sweet  sister !  let  me  weep  awhile,  455 

Sleep  midst  thy  banners  furl'd,  365 

Sleep,  O  beloved  companion  of  my  woes,  119 


Sleep !— «•  give  that  to  tha  wmva,  69 

Soft  IkOa  the  mild  reviving  Aawtr,  UB 

SoAskissofltatyl  bowifch^dnit.  67 

Soldier,  awake  I  the  night  Is  past,  68t 

Son  of  the  mighty  and  the  free,  87 

Son  of  the  ocean  isle,  246 

Son  of  the  stranger  I  wouUM  tiioa  taka,  344 

Sons  of  the  foir  isle!  forget  not  the  tima,  lO 

Sooth'd  by  the  strain,  the  wasp  tfaos  floada  ripty,  SO 

Sound  on!  thou  dark,  nnahmibsringssa,  640 

Speak  low !— the  place  Is  bo^  to  th«  bffcath,  470 

Spirit  betoved!  wfaoee  vringso  toon  haOi  flown,  4S 

Spirit!  so  oft  in  radiant  fkeedom  soaring,  OSS 

Spfarit!  vriiose life-snwtalnlng pi esenca flls, 60t 

Still  are  the  cowslips  from  thy  bosom  springing,  810 

Still  green  atong  our  sonny  shore,  M4 

Still  is  the  Syren  warbling  on  thy  shore,  696 

Stfll  that  btft  look  is  solemn!  though  thy  rays,  89l» 

Stop,  passenger !  a  wondrous  tale  to  list,  10 

Sure^  *tisalladream,  afover-drsam,570 

Sweet  roee!  whose  tender  foUaga  to  aipand,  48 

Svreels  of  thawiM,  that  bieatfaa  and  bloam,  13 

Sylph  of  tba  breese,  whoee  dewy  pinfons Uglit,  61 

That  was  a  Joyous  day  in  Rbeims  of  old,  403 
The  Alpine  horn,  the  Alpine  horn,  646 
The  bark  that  haki  a  prinoe  want  dovm,  340 
Thabloe,  deep,  gtorioos  heavens  I  I]iftmliiaeje,68S 

boy  stood  on  the  bamhugded,  389 
The  breaUng  waves  dash'd  high,  420 
The  brii^t  hours  return,  thabhia  sky  is  ringing,  147 
The  champtons  had  come  Ihmi  their  fidds  of  war,  41S 
The  chord,  the  harpis  full  dxnd  is  hnsh'd,  379 
The  citron  groves  their  fruits  and  flowen  wen  strewing. 
The  com  hi  golden  light,  348 

The  dead !  the  glorious  dead !  and  shall  they  rise.  408 
Tlie  fever's  hue  hath  left  thy  cheek,  betoved,  595 
The  fires  grew  pale  on  Rome's  deserted  shrines,  221 
The  Roomiest  day  hath  gleams  of  light,  501 
The  hall  of  Cynddyhm  is  gloomy  to-night,  147 
The  hall  of  harps  is  lone  to-night,  152 
The  hearth,  the  hearth  is  desolate,  the  fire  is  quench *d. 
The  hilU  all  glow'd  with  a  festive  light,  432 
The  hollow  dash  of  waves,  the  ceaseless  roar,  427 
Tlie  infant  muse,  Jehovah !  would  aq>ire,  1 
The  Kaiser  feasted  in  his  hall,  419 
The  kings  of  old  have  shrine  and  tomb,  376 
The  moonbeam  quivering  o'er  the  wave,  213 
The  Moor  liad  beleaguer'd  Y/denda's  walls,  239 
The  mom  roee  bright  on  scenes  renown'd,  63 
Tlie  Moslem  spears  were  gleaming,  621 
The  mufBed  drum  was  beard,  552 

The  night-wind  shook  the  tapestry  round  an  ancient,  405 
The  palm,  the  vine,  the  cedar,  each  hath  power,  002 
The  ptome-like  swaying  of  the  auburn  com,  596 
The  power  tliat  dwelleth  in  sweet  sounds  to  waken ,  429 
The  rose  was  in  rich  bloom  on  Sharon's  plain,  872 
The  sainted  spirit  which  fit)m  bliss  on  high,  50 
The  sea-bird's  wing  o'er  ocean's  breast,  434 
The  sea-king  woke  from  the  troubled  sleep,  340 
The  skykuk,  when  the  dews  of  mora,  532; 
The  sleep  of  storms  is  dark  upon  tlie  skies,  508 
The  sound  of  thy  streams  in  my  spirit  I  hear,  499 
The  spirit  of  my  hmd,  379 
The  stately  homes  of  Engbmd.  412 
The  stranger's  heart !  oh  1  wound  it  not,  464 
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TiM  waaaom  Imtw  wm  dghinf ,  639 

The  ran  comes  forth :  wdi  moontoin  height,  589 

The  ran  Mte  bright^ :  but »  roddier  glow,  97 

The  torrent-wave,  that  breaks  with  force,  48 

Tlte  troobadour  o'^r  manj  a  plafai,  101 

The  trompet  of  the  battle,  587 

The  trumpet's  voiee  bath  roused  the  land,  374 

The  Tesper-bell  from  ohnrah  and  tower,  647 

Tlie  Toioes  of  my  home  I  I  hear  them  atiU,  319 

The  voioes  of  two  forsel  bojrs,  437 

The  war-note  of  the  Sameeo,  446 

Tlw  warrior  bow'd  his  crested  head,  and  tamed  his  heart.  456 

The  warrior  croas'd  the  oceaat  foam,  361 

The  wind,  the  wandering  wind,  648 

The  wine-month  shone  in  its  golden  prime,  S6& 

Tlie  woods !  oh,  solenm  are  the  boundless  woods,  396 

Thehrs  was  no  drsam,  O  monardi  UU,  151 

Then  was  a  task  of  glory  aU  tUne  owB,  600 

Tliere  are  bright  scenes  beneath  Italian  skies,  191 

There  are  sounds  in  the  dark  BoneesvaOes,  541 

Tliere  are  the  aspens  with  tbeir  silTeqr  hair,  676 

There  are  who  climb  the  mountain  "k  healhety  side,  688 

There  blooms  a  plant,  wliose  gaae  from  hour  to  hour,  46 

There  have  been  bright  and  ilorious  pageants  liere,  261 

There  is  a  wakenhag  on  the  mighty  UHs,  681 

Thoe  was  a  moumfulness  in  angel  qres,  609 

There  was  heard  a  song  on  tlie  cUming  ssa,  461 

Tliere  was  heard  the  soond  of  a  ooming  foe,  346 

There  was  music  on  the  midniglit,  448 

There  went  a  dirge  through  the  foreit'k  gloom,  467 

There  went  a  waniorls  frtneral  through  the  night,  401 

There  were  faint  sounds  of  weeping ;  frar  and  gloom,  467 

There  were  sights  and  sounds  of  rsreliy,  463 

There  were  thick  leaves  above  me  and  around,  487 

There  men  trampling  sounds  of  many  feet,  51& 

There's  beauty  all  around  our  paths,  if  but  our  watdiftil  eyes,370 

Tliese  marble  domes,  by  wealth  and  genius  graced,  50 

They  float  before  my  soul,  the  fair  designs,  623 

They  grew  in  beauty,  side  by  side,  435 

They  haunt  me  still,  these  calm,  pure,  holy  eyes,  464 

llMj  have  wander'd  In  thehr  glee,  541 

They  rear'd  no  trophy  o'er  his  grave,  609 

They  sought  for  treasures  in  the  tomb,  844 

Thine  eyes  are  cliann'd,  thine  earnest  «yee,  453 

Thine  is  a  strain  to  read  among  the  hills,  483 
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TO  that  of  Germany.  By  Alex.  F.  Mitchell,  D.D.,  Professor  of  Hebrew,  St. 
Andrews.    In  small  quarto,  2s.  6d. 

'  A  work  of  patient  antiquariau  research,  which  will  he  of  interest  to  all  lovers  of  hym- 
nody.  * — Britiah  Quarterly  Review. 

THE   DOCTRINE   OF   THE   CHURCH   OF  SCOTLAND  ON  THE 

SACRAMENTS : 

Extracted  from  her  Standards  as  a  Text-Book  for  the  instmction  of  Young  Persons 
preparing  for  their  Arst  Communion.    2d.    Twelve  Copies  for  Is.  6d. 

SCHEME  OF  LESSONS   FOR   SUNDAY  SCHOOLS   AND   BIBLE 

CLASSES  FOR  1872  AND  FOR  1873. 

By  the  Rev.  Robert  Edgar,  M.A,  Newburgh.  3s.  per  Hundred.  Copies  for 
Teachers,  on  Fine  Toned  Paper,  5d.  per  dozen. 

By  the  Same  Author, 

NOTES,  CRITICAL  AND  EXPLANATORY,  TO  AID  TEACHERS  IN 

USING  THE  ABOVE  SCHEME  OF  LESSONS. 

8vo,  156  pp.    Bound  in  cloth.    Parts  1  and  2,  4s.  6d.  each. 

INDEX  TO  THE  ACTS  OF  THE  GENERAL  ASSEMBLY  OF  THE 

CHURCH  OF  SCOTLAND. 

From  the  Revolution  to  the  present  time.  By  the  Rev.  JoHX  Wilson,  Dunning. 
A  New  Edition,  brought  down  to  1870.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

HOURS  OF  CHRISTLiN  DEVOTION. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  A.  TholucKi  D.D.^  Profetw^r  ol  TbA^V^^gi  Ssv  "^^cia 
University  ^  ifaUe,  and  CoondlloT  d  tbe  Stimsmft  CQtaDI^«^J  ^"^rJMWbi*  '^'^  '^ 
Jfor.  RoBEBT  MssntB,  J}J>.    With  a  PreU«imfc\«ii  i«  ^y^ 'Vtwiia^ssckXs^  "^^ 
Author.    Crown  Svo^  98. 


FEOM  PATMOS  TO  PARADISE; 

Or,   LlOHT  OH  THB   PaST,  TEK  PsESEMT,  AMD  TBB  FUTCSE.      By  the  Bev.  JOEtS 

CuKMiMO,  D.D.,  F.R.S.E.,  Minister  of  tbe  Sooteh  Kational  Chaich,  Grown  Court, 
Oovent  Garden,  London. 

LECTURES  ON  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  CHURCH  OF  SCOTLAND, 
FROM  THE  REFORMATION  TO  THE  REVOLUTION  SET- 
TLEMENT. 

By  the  late  Yeir  Bey.  John  Lee,  D.D.,  UmD,^  Principal  of  the  UniTeraitj  of  Edin- 
burgh. With  Notes  and  Appendices  from  the  Author^  Papers.  Edited  by  the  Rer. 
William  Lee,  D.D.    Two  vols.  8vo,  21s. 

SEEMONS. 

By  James  M.  M'Gltloch,  D.D.,  Minister  of  West  Ejrk,  Greenock.  Second  Edition, 
8yo,  6s. 

BELIEF— WHAT  IS  IT  ? 

Or,  The  Nature  of  Faith  as  Determined  bt  the  Facts  of  Human  Nature  axi> 
Sacred  Histort.    8vo,  7s. 

'  Tho  book  is  wise  and  thoughtfnl.  It  would  be  especially  ysluable  to  ministers  because  of 
its  suggestiveness.  The  practical  sagacity  of  the  author  sometimes  flashes  light  in  upon 
complex  problems  of  human  life.  Again  and  again  have  we  been  struck  with  the  profound 
trutn  of  his  descriptions  or  his  criticisms.' — Noncomfomii&t — Second  Notice. 

THE  EESUEEECTION  OF  JESUS  CHEIST : 

AVith  an  Examination  of  the  Speculations  of  Strauss  in  his  new  '  Life  of  Jesus,'  and 
an  Introductory  View  of  the  present  Position  of  Theological  Inquiry  in  reference  to 
the  Existence  of  God  and  tne  Miraculous  Evidence  of  ChrisHanity.  By  the  late 
Robert  Macpherson,  D.D.,  Professor  of  Theology  in  the  University  of  Aberdeen. 
8vo,  9s, 

THE  THEOKY  OF  EULING  ELDEESHIP; 

Or,  The  Position  of  the  Lay  Rltxr  in  the  Reformed  Churches  Examined.  By 
P.  C.  Campbell,  D.D.,  Principal  of  the  University  of  Aberdeen,    ds. 

THE  DUTIES  OF  ELDEES  IN  THE  CHUECH  OF  SCOTLAND  ; 

With  an  Examination  of  Prevalent  Objections  to  an  Acceptance  of  the  Office.  By 
WiLLLUi  Lee,  D.D.    4d. 

FAMILY  PEAYEES. 

Authorized  by  the  General  Assembly  of  the  Church  of  Scotland.    A  New  Edition 
crown  8yo,  in  large  type.     4s.  6d. 
Another  Edition,  crown  8vo.     2s. 

PEAYEES  FOE  SOCIAL  AND  FAJVIILY  WOESHIP. 

For  the  Use  of  Soldiers,  Sailors,  Colonists,  and  Sojourners  in  India,  and  other  per- 
sons, at  home  and  abroad,  who  are  deprived  of  the  ordinary  services  of  a  Christian 
Ministry.     Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  48.     Cheap  Edition,  Is.  6d. 

THE  SCOTTISH  HYMNAL. 

Ih-^iNS  FOR  Public  Worship,  Published  for  Use  in  Churches  by  Authority  of  tlu' 
General  Assembly. 

various  sizes — ^\''iz. : 

1.  Large  type,  cloth,  red  edges,  Is.  6d. ;  French  morocco,  2s.  6d. ;  calf,  6s. 

2.  Bourgeois  type,  cloth,  red  edges.  Is, ;  French  morocco,  2s. 

3.  Minion  type,  limp  cloth,  6d. ;  French  morocco,  Is.  6d. 

4.  School  Edition,  in  paper  cover,  2d. 

No.  1,  bound  with  the  Psalms  and  Paraphrases,  cloth,  38.;  French  morocco,  4s.  Od. : 

calf,  7s.  6d. 
No.  2,  bound  with  the  Psalms  and  Paraphrases,  cloth,  2s. ;  French  morocco,  3s. 

THE  SCOTTISH  HYMNAL,  WITH  MUSIC. 

Selected  by  the  Committees  on  Hymns  and  on  Psalmody.  The  Harmonies  arranged 
by  W.  H.  Monk.  Cloth,  Is.  6d. ;  French  morocco,  3s.  6d.  The  same  in  the  Tonic 
Sol-fa  Notation,  Is.  6d.  and  3s,  6d. 

Preparing  for  Publication, 

LECTUEES  ON  INSPIRATION  \ 

Being  the  Baird  Lectuteakdp  in  coifli^ci\oii  Vv^  ^^  CJoNaOa.  qV  ^«i^»s^.  ^l^^^x 
JwOBERT  JA^riESON,  D.D.  •:n^   \^ 
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